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THERE WAS SILENCE THROUGHOUT the assembly hall, apart from the whack of cane meeting bare flesh and the groans of the girl being chastised that echoed under the high, fan-vaulted ceiling.

She lay face down across a narrow table placed on a low platform at the far end. This was usually reserved for announcements or awards, for morning roll-call or evening prayers. Now the victim's hair streamed over one side of the bare board, her exposed buttocks raised on the other, legs astraddle. She was of ample proportions, her flesh white and soft, with big breasts and broad hips. Her buttocks bore livid stripes laid on by an expert, placed precisely, no one stroke crossing another. A pair of muscular women stood guard, ready to pounce should she attempt to escape.

The cane was wielded by a slim, middle-aged lady dressed entirely in black. There was an aura of power about her that no one dared gainsay. Her hair was drawn back into a severe bun, concealed by a white linen cap. Still handsome, her features were set in harsh lines, her eyes snapping as she stared at her prisoner's naked posterior and the split fig of her sex jutting below, barely covered by a slight coating of floss.

'Ow! Oh!' the girl cried. 'I'm sorry, Mrs Rossiter. I won't do it again. I promise!'

'Indeed you won't, Lady Cynthia!' The cane rose and fell, leaving a further trail of scarlet marks. 'Playing with yourself after lights out! It's disgusting! I won't have such behaviour at my school. It is my bounden duty to turn my charges into gentlewomen who will be suitable brides for noblemen. Stop making so much noise. Where is your dignity?'

A further blow was too much for Cynthia's control. Her bladder failed her and urine trickled between her thighs, wetting her bunched up skirt and the floor beneath. This was not the first time the spectators had witnessed such a humiliating scene, and one of them in particular was fascinated by it, a dark skein of arousal stirring in her loins.

'She couldn't hold her water, Jane,' she whispered to her companion, her green eyes sparkling, cheeks flushed and her body thrumming with excitement.

'Oh, Maria! The poor thing,' murmured her friend, a slight girl who did not possess the other's long limbs or full breasts. She was a blue-eyed blonde, whereas Maria had fiery chestnut hair and a temperament to match.

Maria was experiencing the thrill that always shot through her when punishment was being inflicted on fellow pupils. She was not the only one, it seemed. She glanced across to where Mr Robin Claremont sat. He was a young clergyman employed to give religious instruction. The girls giggled about him, starved of male company except for the servants, groundsmen and gardeners, and these were definitely out of bounds, the class system a rigid one. Now his face was red, the skin shiny with sweat, and Maria noticed that he sat with his legs crossed, his hand resting in his lap. Concealing what? she wondered.

She knew nothing about men and had never seen one naked. She had examined the Greek statues that stood in alcoves in her aunt's London residence, but although perfect examples of the male physique, their appendage were no bigger than a little finger. Sexual matters were never discussed by her tutors. Girls were supposed to go to the marriage bed innocent virgins with no idea of what lay in store. Maria burned to find out about it and discussed the matter at great length with Jane.

She had managed to keep out of trouble during the five years spent at The Lakeside Academy for Young Ladies, situated in Surrey. This may have been due to her own cleverness or the fact that she was so well connected, but lately she had begun to daydream about having the headmistress, Mrs Rossiter, take the rod to her backside. This positive woman was feared yet adored by the majority of girls, including Maria. Masturbation fantasies featuring her filled Maria's mind when she fondled her nipples and rubbed her clitoris, bringing herself off.

And Mrs Rossiter had just said that this was a forbidden occupation. Well, Maria decided, as Cynthia continued to writhe on the table, every girl here would have to be flogged if that were truly the case. We are all at it when the chance arises, either alone or with a friend. Jane and I have often pleasured one another thus.

Thinking about it made her even hotter, her sex clenching at every blow that landed on Cynthia's plump, quivering posterior. Maria could feel juice seeping from her secret place, wetting the inside of her thighs and she longed to touch the slippery little pearl swelling between her lower lips, demanding that she massage it.

How would it be to have Mrs Rossiter do it for her? It would be worth the kiss of the rod if she would only slip a hand round Maria's mound, find her crack and fondle her nubbin. And what of Robin Claremont? He was a churchman, but they were not forbidden to marry. Maybe he would know all about her cunt. She yearned to give him the chance to prove it.

At last, Cynthia was released, almost falling as she adjusted her skirt and covered her bruised hindquarters. No one was permitted to speak with her, and the rest of the pupils trailed out, very subdued as they returned to their classrooms, with the exception of Maria who strode along rebelliously. She was constantly being lectured about walking with a boy's gait instead of moving gracefully like a genteel young lady.

The school, once a private residence set amidst rolling parklands, had become her home, and she spent eleven months of the year there, only visiting her aunt, Lady Arabella, at Christmas. On these occasions she had always been left in the care of a governess, her aunt too busy to bother with her. She was one of the leading lights of the ton - the flippant, frivolous members of smart society.

Maria could clearly remember her life as it once was, the only child of Sir Piers Granger of Burrington Manor. She had been his darling, her mother dying when she was born, and he had brought her up to ride like a man, shoot and hunt like a man and hold her own in any argument, be it physical or verbal. Her life had changed radically when he died as the result of a fall from his horse. The manor was closed, save for a skeleton staff, until she came of age, and she found herself in the care of Arabella, her mother's sister. This lady was young and married to an elderly nobleman and did not want to be burdened with an orphan, so had bundled her off to the Lakeside Academy.

There Jane Dunn had become her close friend and confidante and now, lessons over, they walked hand-in-hand. Maria wanted so much to take her to bed and there bring her to bliss, caressing her pert breasts and flawless body, and the delicate little fork that concealed the seat of pleasure, and have her do the same in return. They wandered into the garden. Spring was in the air, buds bursting and the birds engaged in frenetic activity, nesting and mating. It inspired a deep hunger in Maria, for what she did not know, only aware of an emptiness within her that cried out to be filled.

'I'm so glad we are leaving school at the same time,' Jane said, finding a stone bench and sitting on it, watching the play of sunlight over the lily-pond. Even the frogs were amorous, white spawn spreading like delicate lace over the surface.

'Not long now. Thank Heavens! I can't wait.'

'Neither can I, though Papa has arranged for me to wed the odious Right Honourable Percy Tate, a man I simple can't abide.'

'It's not fair! We are treated like chattels to be bought and sold on the marriage market, our wishes of scant concern.' Maria was voicing a grievance months old. She knew this was to be her fate, too, if her aunt decreed it. 'I've a mind to run away.'

Jane's eyes became wider. 'You wouldn't dare, would you? Where would you go? What would you do?'

Maria shrugged. She had not really thought this through. 'I don't know. Make my way to Burrington Manor, find one of the villagers to take me in, get a passage on a packet-boat going abroad, maybe dress in breeches and sign on as a cabin-boy.'

'You couldn't go to France, not with the war and all.' Jane sounded intrigued, but Maria's spirits dropped, recognising that such ambitions were unlikely to come to fruition.

She would need money to break away, and her aunt and Viscount Damien Strafford, that mysterious guardian appointed by her father, had full administration of her estates until she reached twenty-one. She often wondered about this man, having never met him. He spent most of his time overseas and her aunt was not very forthcoming, hinting vaguely that he was a busy person, far too important to pay much heed to his ward. Maria knew little about him, and assumed that he was a contemporary of her father's.

'You'll have to obey your aunt and reside in London, won't you?' Jane asked and clung to her. 'Oh, my dear friend, what shall I do without you? Bath is so far away and our country house even further.'

'You will come and stay with me.' Maria hugged her close. 'I shall write to you and ask my aunt if you can visit or perhaps your parents will invite me to the West Country.'

'And if they make me marry Piers, will you come to my wedding?' Jane was close to tears.

'Of course, and if it happens before I'm a bride, then you must tell me all about your wedding-night.'

'Will it be like the mating of animals, do you think? I've seen my mother's pet bitch being covered by a dog. How horrid!' A shudder shook Jane's slim form and Maria tightened an arm about her.

This part of the garden was secluded. No one would interrupt them and she undid the tiny mother-of-pearl buttons that fastened the front of Jane's high-waisted bodice, slipped a hand inside her chemise and started to caress the small nipples that hardened at her touch. At the same time she dropped her other hand to Jane's knee and slid her skirt up, higher and higher until she reached the crisp curls that coated her friend's pubis. Jane sighed and parted her legs a little so that Maria might slip a finger into her cleft. It felt so soft and slippery and she breathed in its oceanic scent. She wanted to taste it, and lowered her head while Jane spread herself on the bench, sliding down on her spine, making herself available for Maria's mouth.

Lost in pleasure, Maria was about to suck Jane's swollen organ to completion when she stopped abruptly, aware of a sound close by.

'What's that?' Jane whispered, sitting up sharply and buttoning her bodice; skirts once more demurely in place around her ankles.

Maria put a finger to her lips and they tiptoed in the direction of the noise. It was hardly anything, a rustle of clothing, a stifled groan. Bushes screened whoever or whatever it was, and she crept closer, Jane beside her. She approached the bushes from which the sounds emerged, and carefully parted the branches.

Robin stood with his back against the bole of a tree. He was oblivious to everything, concentrating on what he was doing, the expression on his face that of a martyred saint. From where they stood, peeping between the foliage, Jane and Maria had an uninterrupted view. Maria drew in a strangled gasp, gazing in astonishment to where Robin had unfastened the flap of his form-hugging black trousers. From this protruded an object which she instinctively recognised - it was long, thick and swarthy-skinned - a fully erect penis.

The young clergyman was stroking this appendage from base to tip, working the foreskin up and down over the bulging red helm and exclaiming under his breath as he did so. Toying with it, as if it were the most wonderful of playthings, he took his hand away, releasing it from his palm so that it sprang up, slapping against his belly, reaching almost to his waist.

'Good heavens!' Jane breathed in Maria's ear. 'What a monster! Is that the thing we women are expected to take into our bodies?'

'I'd love to try, wouldn't you?' Maria whispered, her genital area on fire, her own miniature organ drumming in response to the sight of Robin's much larger pleasure instrument.

They stared fascinated as Robin, no longer able to keep his hand away, began to rub his cock again. It jumped, swelled, the helm oozing juice and he pulled down his trousers further, exposing a fine pair of balls in their hairy sac. He weighed and caressed these in his free hand and his penis grew ever bigger in response. Maria longed to fondle them and replace his fingers with her own, feeling the silky smooth skin of his shaft, the ridge of his uncircumcised knob, the red and shiny glans.

He was groaning now, his pelvis moving uncontrollably. Maria guessed that something stupendous was about to happen, though she did not know what. Would it be like her own sensations when she brought herself to fulfilment? What form would it take with a man? Robin's cries were almost piteous and his cock leapt in his hand. He rubbed it harder, harder still, almost brutal in his quest for satisfaction. Then, suddenly, it gave a final spasm and white fluid jetted from its single eye. Once, twice, thrice it discharged until finally drained of its tribute.

The penis sagged and shrank. Robin wiped it on his handkerchief and collapsed against the tree, utterly spent, eyes closed and a peaceful smile on his face. He looked hardly more than a boy, his brown hair flopping over his forehead, his prick still resting in his hand.

'I want to do that for him,' Jane said, as they crept away. 'I think I love him. How can I tell him? Help me, Maria.'

––––––––
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'SHE'LL BE HERE IN A week,' said Arabella, wife of an earl, mistress of a huge country estate, and enthusiastic hostess of many an extravagant and orgiastic party.

She was in the vault of Strafford Hall, a magnificent gloomy pile in Hampstead, on London's outskirts. It belonged to her master, Viscount Damien Strafford. Manacled to a wooden crosspiece, her arms were outstretched and her legs, too, a brace holding her knees apart, her ankles in metal cuffs chained to the lower struts. She was naked apart from straps that passed round her neck and hoisted her breasts high. The nipples were pierced with gold rings from which dangled little bells that tinkled whenever she moved. Her ribs were arched, her belly flat as a lad's, the navel embellished with a further ring supporting chains that disappeared into her delta. This was hairless, a handsome barber ordered to shave her daily.

'I'm glad to hear that. It is high time I met my old friend's daughter. We were close, you know. He saved my father's life in battle and I owed him a debt I could never repay,' Damien replied, running the leather thongs of a flogger through his long, aristocratic fingers.

'How noble, and I expect you've not forgotten that she's an heiress. Whoever marries her will come into a fortune,' Arabella reminded, as she feasted her eyes on him through the veil of honey-gold ringlets that straggled over her face. The vault was lit by braziers set at intervals along the grey stone walls.

He was worth looking at, his black hair curling around his neck and over his brow. His broad shoulders were covered by a fine linen shirt with full, belled sleeves. Open at the throat, it displayed a tanned, darkly furred chest. He strode over to stand directly in front of her, his long legs apart, covered in black leather breeches that fitted flawlessly, outlining the bulk of his penis at the apex of his thighs, and ending in highly polished riding boots.

Arabella had taken her fill of good-looking men, but no one thrilled her like Damien. They had been lovers for ages, or rather she had been his submissive. Love did not fit into the equation. Both milked life of its bounteous pleasures, and neither gave a damn about anyone else.

'Would I forget such a detail?' he answered, a cynical smile lifting his finely chiselled mouth. 'No one else shall have her dowry, lands and possessions. We'll see to that, won't we, my sweet little slave-slut?' He emphasised this remark with a flick of the whip.

Arabella squirmed and pouted. 'More, master... give me more. You know I'll support you whatever you decide to do. Maria is an innocent, a pawn in our game. Let me help you tame her for I gather that she is wilful and likes her own way. Sir Piers spoilt the girl, I fear.'

'Leave it to me,' Damien assured her, standing closer and running the pliable, many-thonged implement between her legs. 'I shall enjoy breaking-in this wild creature. You know that nothing pleases me more than subduing a hell-cat. Take yourself, for example. Didn't you fight me, once upon a time?'

'I did, master, I admit it,' Arabella murmured, while he moved the tails backwards and forwards over her love-lips and nubbin, the leather darkened by her emissions.

'Her initiation should prove to be enjoyable.' He replaced the thongs with his fingers, tugging at the labial chains, frigging her till she yelped. 'When is she arriving? I can't wait to begin her education.'

He removed his hand, threw the flogger aside and picked up a whip. She rested against him for a second, and then he turned her on the crosspiece. This was cleverly designed to give access to its victim, back and front, according to the master's desires. Her shapely shoulders, spine and buttocks were now displayed for his amusement. She guessed that the curve of her thighs and calves, the slender ankles and high-arched feet would satisfy his aesthetic taste. He was a connoisseur of art and lovely women. He moved closer and she knew he was breathing in her scent, a combination of heady French perfume, sweat induced by passion and the female juices that betrayed her arousal.

She shuddered as he trailed his lips over the nape of her neck, and then ran his tongue around the rim of her ear. She gasped. He withdrew and was silent for a long moment. She grew restless, trying to turn her head and glimpse him, but he kept out of sight. She was in a ferment of anticipation. He had excited her, then left her frustrated. He knew so well how to do this. She hated him for it, cursed him, lusted after him, completely out of control where he was concerned. Despite her restraints she tried to rub her clitoris against a knot in the wood, her aching breasts and pierced nipples, too, the tiny bells jingling.

Concentrating on seeking satisfaction, she was taken completely off guard by the fire that shot through her backside as the whip struck. She yelled and it fell again, not on the same spot, but a little higher. No sooner had she started to assimilate the agony when that wicked strip of leather writhed like a serpent as it flew high, then became a bar of pain as it landed, controlled by Damien's hand.

She had received it many times before, and had used it, too, well versed in the dichotomy of pain/pleasure. She sobbed, tears running down her face and was not sure if she was crying with happiness, fear or sheer agony. She smiled as he caressed her skin gently, around her arse, between her legs, a finger dabbling in her dew and massaging her clit, but she was wary enough not to sink into joyful anticipation. And she did not forget the instrument of torture he held in his other hand.

It touched her, gliding along her body. She started as he pressed the tip into her crack. Wet with her dew, he inserted the tip further, and then flicked the sensitive clit head. She wriggled in an attempt to control her rising pleasure. As soon as she believed she was finding the rhythm that would lead her to bliss, he took it away. He moved, and she no longer breathed in his smell.

She felt the whip tickle between her toes, up her legs, behind her knees. He was taunting her with it, goading her into breaking down and begging. She stayed silent.

Biting pain stung her back. 'Tell me what you want,' he crooned above the hiss of the lash. It became gentle, drifting around her upper thighs. 'Shall I whip your arse? Your crack? Spin you and lash your belly, your breasts, and your mound? It's no use answering for I shall use you as I fancy. And at the moment I fancy seeing your hinds change from blush pink to hellish red. Like this!'

She heard the sound of the whip rushing through the air. She felt his power and the force of the lash raining down on her flesh again and again. Her breasts seemed to become one with the wooden cross, her whole being as nothing compared to his will. This was not new, yet whenever Damien mastered her, it was as if for the first time.

He made her seem worthless, as if she was the most debased of slaves being punished. Each blow quivered through her flesh to her loins, rousing her towards orgasm yet never quite achieving it. He was like a creature possessed, blow after blow falling on her while she entered that state where pain could hardly be distinguished from sexual pleasure. Then he stopped. She heard the clunk as the whip hit the stone flags. His hand folded round her delta, the middle digit rubbing her clit until she forgot the pain and was swept up in a mighty orgasm that broke into rainbow shards around her.

He chuckled, undid his belt and let his breeches gape. He held her bruised buttocks apart and thrust his erection into her cunt. He fucked her hard for a few strokes and then pulled out. Her battered body responded, wanting more and more of him.

He set her free, each manacle removed before he forced her down in front of him. The folds of his shirt partly concealed his upraised cock. Arabella greeted it rapturously, an acolyte kneeling before this unusual altar. Her mouth opened wide and her tongue licked the length of it, finding the weeping slit and tasting the rich salty dew of his pre-come coupled with her own wetness. She rocked there, forgetting the pain that flooded her, taking him deeper until the mushroom-shaped tip butted the back of her throat.

She choked on it, gasping, 'God, you're so big!'

This pleased him, and he used her hair as a halter to draw her closer, her face buried in linen and skin and the hairy mat coating his lower belly. She breathed in the musky odour of aroused male, mingled with the eau de Cologne with which he always doused himself. He began to ride her face and she worked to bring him to the peak, cheeks caving in as she sucked vigorously.

At that moment she loved Damien, in so far as Arabella could be said to love anyone save herself. She was proud to be the one to bring him bliss. Usually she had to share him, for he was always up for it. But just for that minute fraction of time he was hers and hers alone, that marvellous, complex, cruel yet strangely sensitive and aware man. It was supremely satisfying, making her feel like a queen, an empress, a goddess.

He groaned as she enveloped his length and girth, and she felt his knees tremble. His penis swelled to its full extent. It surged and then her mouth was filled with the warmth of the semen that flooded from him. She took it all, coughing but swallowing, greedily licking up the drops that escaped to bedew her lips.

He pulled away from her, wiped his cock in her hair and adjusted his clothing, once more in perfect control of himself. Filling two goblets with wine, he handed her one and allowed her to put on her clothes. This took a matter of moments, for she had been wearing a semi-transparent gown that offered no more concealment than a nightdress. It was the height of fashion and Arabella was always in the forefront.

They moved to a divan covered in a lavishly embroidered Oriental quilt. Damien clapped his hands and a magnificently muscled Nubian servant wearing nothing but a loincloth brought in an exquisitely chased Turkish hookah. Rose water bubbled in its bowl as Damien and Arabella drew deeply of the fragrant smoke, and then blew it upwards towards the silk tenting that draped this luxurious couch.

'Our young ward has no idea of the delights in store for her,' Arabella murmured dreamily and relaxed within the circle of Damien's arm, forgetting the stripes he had inflicted, or rather rejoicing in them, an adjunct to the sensual pleasure he always lavished on her.
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'I MISS MARIA SO MUCH,' Jane confided to her leather-bound journal, the trustee of her deepest secrets.

She was seated near the window of the dormitory in the almost deserted school. 'The coach came for her two weeks ago,' she wrote on, 'and it already seems as if she has been gone a lifetime. Papa has written to say that I shall be collected tomorrow. They will stop here on their way to London. I may be able to see Maria, perhaps even be allowed to stay with her, although I understand that we will be visiting Percy and his parents in their townhouse in Mayfair. Papa is thinking of purchasing one there, though he already owns a residence in Bath and, of course, our country seat.'

She stared into the distance, tapping her lips with the tip of the quill pen, the brass inkwell to hand, the diary she had been keeping for months lying open on the escritoire. Suddenly her attention sharpened. There in the garden below her walked Robin Claremont, upright and manly, hat beneath his arm, the sunlight glinting on his brown hair. Jane drew in a sharp breath, closed her book and locked it with the key she wore on a ribbon around her neck, and then slipped it into the valise that stood, half-packed, on her bed. This was too good an opportunity to miss. She could use saying goodbye as an excuse for addressing him. In reality, she had thought of little else since that never-to-be-forgotten day when she and Maria had caught him pleasuring himself.

This scene had haunted her and she had been unable to look at him when he was taking the class for divinity. All she could see was his lean frame resting against the tree and his hand rubbing his cock and the relaxed, sensual expression on his face after he had discharged.

Driven by the thought that they might never meet again, she lifted her skirt and fled along empty, echoing corridors, down through the hall and servants quarters to the rear. Only the caretaker and his wife remained and she had been cooking for Jane in a half-hearted manner, making it plain that she would be glad to see the back of her.

Once outside, she raced to the spot below her window where she had seen Robin. He was still there and looked up when she appeared. 'Lady Jane!' he exclaimed.

'Mr Claremont.' She stopped dead, only a few inches away from him and very conscious that the rapid rise and fall of her breasts almost made contact with the sober black coat that covered his chest...

'So, you've not left yet.'

'Tomorrow. I shall be glad, for my best friend has already gone.'

'You haven't enjoyed school?' He was obviously racking his brains for subjects of conversation that would delay her.

'No, sir, not much. I don't know what I should have done without Lady Maria.'

'I remember her. A forthright young person.'

'And you will go, too? Or are you staying here?'

'I shall be heading home to Somerset, and later taking up my new post as curate in the village of Burdock.'

This is truly terrible, Jane thought. I don't know what to say. All I can visualise is his swollen cock with milky liquid spurting from the helm - his moans - his pleasure - my crying need to touch him there.

He hesitated, making her feel suddenly much older than her years. Before, he had been a teacher and she a schoolgirl, but now the memory of him in a compromising position coupled with the realisation that she was no longer under his tutelage put them on an equal footing. She liked him; could almost say that it was more than mere liking. He appealed to her in an extraordinary way, her emotions vastly different to those she experienced when with Percy Tate. She always avoided the touch of his damp, flabby fingers whereas now, as Robin tentatively reached out, she met his hand gladly, her heart fluttering like a caged bird in her breast.

He smiled widely, surprised and pleased by her acceptance of this gesture. 'Lady Jane... I didn't dare hope... have been aware of you for months. What more can I say? I'm a clergyman with modest expectations, though well connected. My uncle is a magistrate. He occupies a seat in the House of Lords, but you must have many much more suitable gentlemen begging your father's permission to court you.'

'I have one and am almost promised to him, but I find him displeasing and shall try to dissuade my parents from encouraging his advances.' The words gushed from Jane's lips. It was a wonderful relief to be able to speak to him so frankly; something she had never before achieved with anyone expect Maria.

'Oh, Jane... if I may? Is it possible that you could somehow introduce me to your Papa and put in a good word for me? I'm certain that my uncle's name might influence your father in my favour.'

'The coach will stop at the main door while my luggage is being loaded. Be in the hall, offering to assist and I'm certain that I can present you to them. My mother has a penchant for the clergy. She will be impressed.'

'Then that's settled!' He smiled rapturously. 'And you are in agreement, my dear young lady? You don't find me too repulsive?'

Jane was blushing, her heart beating so fast that it made her breasts tremble. Her nipples chafed against the lace trim of her chemise, the sensation shooting down to her loins, labia thickening, her bud rising, fluid dampening her floss. The school was empty of students and teachers. They had all left, including the formidable Mrs Rossiter. The sudden thought struck Jane that they could slip up to the dormitory unobserved and use one of the narrow beds for their first coupling. It was so outrageous a concept that she shook and Robin felt that tremble pass through her fingers into his.

'Jane!' he exclaimed softly, and his mouth came closer, hovering over hers.

'Oh, Robin!' she replied on a sob.

'Darling angel.'

Inexperienced at kissing, his nose bumped hers, but she had learned the art with Maria and angled her lips, puckering up to take his. At first it was a chaste kiss, their mouths remaining modestly sealed, but this wasn't enough for Jane. She wanted to experience what she had felt for her girl friend, opening up and finding Robin's tongue, tangling with it in a dance of desire. His breath was fresh and he quickly followed her lead, giving her so much pleasure that she collapsed into his arms, careless of anyone seeing them.

He was conscious though; his prospects of advancement would be hampered if it was reported that he had been seen toying with one of the pupils. He reluctantly withdrew from her, straightening up and saying, 'We must find somewhere private. Dare I ask you to accompany me to my room?'

This was indeed an unusual request and no doubt he knew the rules whereby it was customary for a young lady to be chaperoned at all times and never, under any circumstances, be alone with a man. Her reputation would be ruined if this happened, yet his impetuosity thrilled her; it was as if he could not help himself. Common sense said no, but a new, bold persona urged Jane to take the plunge. Instinct recognised that Robin was no philanderer who would seduce and then abandon her.

In a short while they had traversed the upper floors, passing no one on the way, and at last reaching the seclusion of a medium sized apartment in the west wing where he had lived for eighteen months. Clear of clutter and practical it contained a desk, a tallboy, a fireplace, two chairs and a wash-stand. A four-poster bed took pride of place, its width promising much.

They kissed again, unable to refrain from touching, cleaving together, needing to be as close as was humanly possible; one mind, one flesh. Now Jane understood the meaning of the marriage vows - Forsaking all others - till death us do part - with my body I thee worship...

For the first time ever she realised this could be a wonderful commitment - with the right man. I shall tell Maria, she promised herself.

Then all sensible thought fled. Robin caught her to him and to her joy she felt the pressure of the long bough of his penis. It bored against her belly, hard and hot, and she was not afraid, knowing what it looked like.

'Jane! Oh, my dear, I shouldn't have brought you here. It's too tempting. I don't know if I can control myself,' he muttered, his face buried in the softness of her neck, his breath tickling her ear, causing a flurry of sweet sensations.

She was not sure that she wanted him to exert control, though dire warnings issued by her governesses rang in her ears. 'No man respects a girl who gives in to his lustful desires. You'll end up on the stage if you are too free with your favours, no better than you should be!'

Then there was the matter of pregnancy. More than one of the maid-servants in her father's household had been thrown on to the streets when confessing to being with child. There was no provision for a woman who conceived out of wedlock. If the father deserted her, and nine times out of ten he did, and her relatives cast her out and the parish refused to support her, then she was doomed to a life of begging or prostitution to feed herself and her bastard.

Jane had not heard of it happening among her own class, but then an arranged marriage would go ahead, the date simply brought forward a little, titles, property and religion of prime importance. But if she found herself in the family way by a humble clergyman? What then? I can't, her mind screamed, but I want him, her wayward flesh argued.

Despite her reservations she found herself lying on the bed with Robin beside her. It felt so natural, his arms holding her, his mouth against hers, his body part covering her. Even the new sensation of his jaw was a novelty, slightly rasping although he was close-shaved. She was accustomed to Maria's smooth cheek. Being with a man was altogether different - his embrace was harsher, his kisses rougher, his whole attitude one of dominance. It made Jane feel puny and of no account against the force of his passion.

His hand closed over one of her breasts. At first he seemed content just to cup it, but then his fingers began to move, tracing over the pert swell of the nipple. It rose towards him like the hopeful nose of a household pet, begging to be caressed. He bowed his head and she felt his hot breath warming the eager teat, then the delirious sensation of him sucking it through the muslin. Encouraged by her moans of pleasure he unbuttoned her bodice, exposing the pink rosebud and licking it.

Jane could feel her resolutions melting like snow in sunlight. He was so hesitant and shy, almost afraid to touch her, as if she was made of spun-glass that might shatter. Wanting to reassure him, she wound her arms round his neck and ground her pelvis against his thigh. He started, trembled and his prick became larger and harder, wanting release. She dropped her hand down, groping for the trouser closure.

His own clamped over her searching fingers. 'No,' he begged, in a tumult of indecision. 'No... I mean, oh, yes... can you really want to handle my manhood?'

'I do,' she urged, then bowed her head. 'I must confess that I have already seen it. Maria and I were hiding behind the bushes and watched you bring yourself relief.'

'You did? And you weren't shocked?' He released her hand, permitting her fingers free rein in their exploration of his person.

'I was excited,' she murmured, finding the flap that was buttoned each side of his waist, releasing it and unfolding the square of material to below his crotch.

His cock was hidden by his shirt, but she lifted this away and freed the sturdy phallus from its confinement. It felt every bit as good as she had imagined - so warm and heavy and needy. Greatly daring, Jane followed the dictates of nature and lowered her head so that her mouth engulfed it, taking in the length and girth until it prodded her throat.

Robin lay there transfixed. It was as if his wildest fantasy had been fulfilled, transporting him to heaven. 'Jane, Jane...' he whispered, with a catch in his voice. 'This is the first time a woman has touched me, let alone done what you're doing. There were whores haunting the taverns in Oxford where I attended university, and some of the other fellows used them, but I was studying religion and didn't think it right. A few of the students practiced sodomy, but this, too, I avoided. I never dreamed... never even hoped that a genteel young lady would want to do this to me. Where did you learn?'

She freed her mouth and looked up at him, replying, 'Like you, I'm still a virgin. I've made love with Maria, caressed and fondled her and she me. We've rubbed each other's nubbins and brought on that heady sensation and the wonderful rush of relief, but neither of us have ever been with a man.'

'My dearest, what you did with her is supposed to be sinful and, as a man of the cloth, I should condemn you for it, but oh, God forgive me, I can't find anything wrong in that innocent exploration. It was but preparing you for the delights you would find with your husbands, in the fullness of time. Ah, that's it! Go on, darling, nibble round my foreskin. Play with my cods! Oh, I can't hold on much longer! Stop for a moment and let me see your cunny. Show me how to pleasure you as Maria did.'

Jane raised her skirts higher and higher. It was all very well displaying her treasures to Maria, but a different matter entirely to show them to Robin. It was embarrassing, yet strangely enjoyable. She was proud of her fair, curly bush and neat fork, considering the whole area much tidier than a man's equivalent - the clubbed penis and ugly balls. For the first time in her life she was glad to be female, suddenly aware of their superiority, and not only in the sexual arena. They were clever, cunning, wily and manipulative. Men thought themselves to be in charge, but they were merely putty in the hands of a skilful woman.

She held her labial lips apart with delicate fingertips, permitting Robin to see her greatest asset - her clitoris. Dear little pinnacle of joy, so sensitive and discreet. It throbbed, sending shafts of pleasure through every part of her body, always happy to oblige again and again.

He stared down at it, puzzled. 'But I thought... imagined... gathered from what my fellow students said, that a girl needed a man inside her to bring her off. What is this that resembles a pink pearl lying within your folds?'

'My bud, my little button,' she said, shivering with delight as he tentatively touched it. 'I don't know a great deal about it, but this is where we obtain our joy. I've no idea how the male thingy feels as I've never had one in me. I daren't. I don't want to have a baby.'

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





