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Chapter 1

Celebration

I pressed my ear to the panel. They were murmuring together; the deeper, urging notes of the man, the girl’s lighter tone. She was determined to do this; to celebrate his success and give him something to remember while he was away; nothing I could say would dissuade her. But she was making the biggest mistake of her young life. And I, her friend, her chaperone, colluding with her, was equally to blame. If it came out we’d both be ruined. We’d have to keep this secret so long as we lived. I loved her, but right now I hated her too. Celebration indeed!

The murmuring ceased, a pause, and she screamed. My anger vanished. The echo hadn’t faded from my ears before I burst in upon them. Jonathan’s naked legs were revealed, wedged between the splayed thighs of my friend, whose eyes peeped over his shoulder. He sprang away, revealing a splash of blood at her belly. Mina covered it quickly. She wore a night-dress, provided, I supposed, by her assailant for just this event. I turned on him. His night-shirt covered his nakedness, draped over the instrument of my friend’s ruin.

“What have you done to her, you rogue?” I cried, beating at his chest with my fists, one still holding the book I’d been trying to read. He said nothing, made no attempt to defend himself.

“Peace, Lucy,” said Mina from the bed. “It is what I wanted. It hurt a little more than I expected, that is all. I’m sorry to have distracted you from your reading.”

I looked down. The book was still gripped in my fingers. I cast it down. “But what…” I rushed to her, knelt and clasped her hand. “He has hurt you, wounded you. You are bleeding.”

“Don’t make a fuss. It will heal. It is perfectly natural, the first time.”

“Perfectly natural?” I retreated from them both. “How can you…”

“Peace, Lucy. It is what happens between a man and a woman. Come, let us show you.”

“Show me? It is not decent.”

“Decent or not, it is what happens.” She smiled and held out her hand. I took it. She held out the other to her fiancé—her lover. “Come, it is not yet complete.”

“But, dearest, you cannot mean to continue,” he stammered.

“I can, and I will. If you are still able.”

At her arch smile his mouth dropped open. I folded my arms. “Before you proceed with this… This ravishment, I demand that you both consider the consequences you have already incurred.”

“Consequences?” She giggled. “Very well, if you must.”

Jonathan seemed less composed. I turned to him. “Let us at first see this weapon, this engine of destruction, that has wreaked such damage on the woman you profess to love.” His mouth fell open again, but no word came out.

“Go on then,” came the voice from the bed. “I, as the injured party, am surely entitled to view this bitter engine. And my friend Lucy may as well see what has caused all this fuss.”

He looked at me but I was resolute. Let him be humiliated, he was the cause and perpetrator of our distress. He raised the hem of his night shirt. Was this the fearsome instrument that had ruined my friend and made her cry out? Subsiding under our gaze, it was still stout and long, and streaked with evidence of the violence it had wreaked.

“Take it off completely. Let me see my love in his entirety.” The bold girl, nay woman, on the bed, expressed a curiosity that also burned in me.

Yes; let us see all of him. I’ll find a way to punish them both before the day is out.

We studied his smooth chest with its sprigs of dark hair, the flat belly, terminated with another thicket of hair from which depended the cause of all the fuss. He was handsome indeed. Between my legs I was hot and moist, as if I too had been injured.

“Isn’t he beautiful? Come and kiss me, my husband.”

“No.” I raised my hand. I’d knock the smile from her countenance. “First, he must see and apologize for the damage he has caused already.” Jonathan’s eyes opened very wide. I affected not to see the horror on Mina’s face, but took his hand—it was warm, and trembled—and led him to the bed. “Cast up your nightdress.” She hesitated; I did it for her. Between her legs the fur was matted with sweat and blood. “You see, you villain?” I took his nape and thrust him to his knees.

“I’m sorry, Mina,” he wept. “I would not have hurt you for the world.”

“It was not the world you were after,” I growled. “How will you make amends?”

“I’ll get some water and bathe it—her.” He made to rise but I gripped him still. To teach a cat, you rub his nose in his own mess.

“No, you will kiss it—her, until she is better. Until she is clean. Do you understand?”

He looked amazed, but nodded, and placing his hands on her thighs, bent to his task. Aware of my gaze upon him, he licked carefully, delicately, like a cat, removing the smears from her thighs before moving to her belly. There, he warmed to the task, sucking the tangled fur into his mouth, cleaning and smoothing it. I watched his progress closely. Between my legs the fur was matted and damp too, but only I was aware of it.

“Be gentle, sir,” I whispered, as he moved downwards to the clotted trench. “You have wounded her there already.” Although he was indeed careful, probing with only his tongue-tip, Mina groaned. “Stop,” I cried. “You have hurt her.” I knelt at her side. Her face was contorted, but with a smile, not a frown. She stroked my cheek.

“Don’t let him stop,” she whispered. “He is not hurting me.”

“Perhaps he had better. He has learned his lesson.”

She patted my face. “No, make him go on.” She grinned. “He has not learned his lesson by half.” She lifted her arms towards the ceiling. “And neither have I.”

Jonathan’s face was poised over her; his brown eyes observed me with anxiety.

Perhaps he has discovered a taste for it, I thought, dipping my head to hide my smile. When I looked up again, he’d the pleading look of a hungry dog. I shrugged. “Very well, you may proceed.”

Mina groaned again, but through smiling lips. “Kiss me,” she said. I bent over and we kissed. She embraced me and pressed her lips urgently to mine. It was not a sisterly kiss. My sexual parts were afire. I began to wish that I too suffered the assiduous attentions of a man.

Or, indeed, of a woman.

We kissed and kissed. Her breathing became labored; she had to break off more and more often to gasp for air. At last she fell back, cried out, “Enough, enough. Stop!”

Jonathan and I exchanged looks. He’d streaks of blood on cheeks and chin. “What is it, dearest?” he asked. Mina raised her head.

“Kiss me, Darling,” she said, and held out her arms. He retreated and stood up. Now the engine stood proud and erect; its red tip shone. He does have a taste for it. He climbed up the bed, between Mina’s outspread legs, and stood over her on hands and knees. I made to back away, but she clutched at my dress. “No; stay; I want you to hold me.” I put a hand on her shoulder. “Kiss me.” Jonathan lowered his face to hers and they kissed, as violently as she and I had.

At last they broke off. Mina took his head between her hands. “Now finish what we came here to do.”

He needed no urging, but lowered his torso, inserting himself into her. As he did this, she gave little gasps, though whether of pain or delight, I couldn’t tell. At last he was settled, and looked into her face for further instruction.

How biddable he is.

“Wait,” she said. “Firstly, I want you to kiss Lucy, without whom this would not be possible.” Both their faces were smeared with blood. “Kiss me first, Lucy.”

I supposed that this was my punishment for complicity in their junction, that my cheeks be stained with the mark of their shame—and delight. I kissed her, and in turn, kissed him. They were different: soft and hard, passionate and formal. Poor Jonathan seemed moonstruck. Perhaps the thought of kissing one woman while impaling another didn’t excite him as much as it did me. I kissed him back enthusiastically and at last was rewarded with a response. Mina cried out; perhaps the excitement communicated itself through him, to her. At any rate, she demanded that I kiss her again when I finished with him. At last we were done. She placed one hand on his shoulder, gripped mine with the other, and spoke.

“Begin.”

Jonathan nodded, and pushed further home, till she gasped, before withdrawing slightly. “Slowly,” she whispered. “Ah, that’s right.”

She gripped my hand with a pulse that matched Jonathan’s labors between her thighs, accelerating and strengthening. I had to hold her hand in both of mine and pull, to stop him knocking her head against the bedstead. The three of us labored together for what seemed an age. I began to worry that the moisture I felt in my loins would stain my dress.

At last they were done. Jonathan rose up on his arms, then bent and kissed her gently. “Thank you,” he said.

“Thank you,” she replied. “But most of all, thank Lucy.”

He twisted towards me and we kissed, chastely, like brother and sister once more. My kiss with Mina was less demure. My groin was melting. Molten!

“If I may…” Jonathan sought to withdraw. She nodded, and looked away, politely. I didn’t. After all this, I wanted to see. His instrument, still erect, rose from her, wet and shining, like Triton from the waves. Seeing my interest, he made to hide it with a hand, but my steady gaze dissuaded him. He stood, hands on hips and let us observe him. He’d traces of blood on his thighs and on the subsiding engine. I considered for a moment kneeling and rendering him the same service he had afforded Mina, but he was hers, not mine. If anyone should clean and caress him, it should be his fiancée. I looked hard at her. For the first time that afternoon, she blushed.

“Yes, well,” she said. “We’d better wash and dress. Lucy, they will be wondering where we’ve got to.” She grinned. “And what we’ve been doing.”

I tasted her blood and smiled. My face was sticky. I licked my lips.


Chapter 2

Farewell

Mina ran alongside Jonathan in his carriage to the end of the platform, heedless of smoke smuts and the other folk waving passengers off. He waved back until the train disappeared in steam and smoke. I followed her, more slowly, and was close enough to take her in my arms when she turned to me. “I’ll… I’ll never see him again,” she sobbed.

“Don’t be silly; he’ll be back before you can turn around,” I said. “You should be pleased for him: this is an important assignment; Mr. Hawkins is sure to make him a partner when he returns, now he’s passed his law examination and is a proper solicitor.”

“If he returns.”

“Of course he will. He’ll earn a nice piece of commission on the sale of that Carfax place. The Count, or whatever he is, won’t know it’s right next to a lunatic asylum until he’s signed the contract and paid over his money.”

“Jon said he didn’t care anything for the neighbors, so long as they’re at arm’s length. And he took some lovely clear views of it with his Kodak. We looked through them when it came back. None of them showed the asylum.”

“I wonder what the old Count will think of them? I’m sure the Kodak won’t have reached Transylvania yet.”

“I don’t care. I want him back.” She gripped the lapels of my coat. “He will… Want to come back, won’t he? I mean after I… After we…”
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