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A Debt Owed

Chloe stood up from where she sat at the bottom of her bed and walked towards the door of the large bedchamber when the knock came. She’d hoped it wouldn’t and hearing it made her heart sink. It wasn’t a complete surprise though.

The loud commotion of her father’s homecoming had been enough to wake the dead. Not that she’d been asleep and she’d sent up a short prayer that he would simply make his way to bed. That was how how his nights of overindulgence usually ended and there had been too many of those in recent times. Far too many. On this occasion it appeared he had not retired, however. That was made all the more apparent when knuckles rapped urgently on wood once more just as she reached out to the door handle.

“God help me,” she muttered and looked up towards the heavens before opening the door.

Her gaze came down to the unmistakable look of concern on the elderly butler’s face. It unsettled her even more. Harold had worked in the manor house since she was a child and she’d always known him to conduct himself in an implacably unruffled manner. Well, almost always. This appeared to be one of those times when he did not.

“Your father appears distressed, Miss Chloe,” he said and the anxiety was all too apparent in his voice. “It may be wise for you to come downstairs.”

“Yes, yes of course,” she agreed and waited for him to move aside before stepping out of the bedchamber.

She closed the door and pulled the sides of the robe she wore tighter together before following in the wake of the butler. The flickering light of the candle he carried illuminated the large portraits on the wood paneled walls of the hallway. Chloe’s eyes flitted to each one of her esteemed ancestors as she passed them by and she found herself wondering what they would make of her father’s recent behavior.

None would think it befitting of a lord. She was sure of that, but tried to put the idea out of her head. Her father had taken the breakup with her mother badly. Keeping news of the separation under wraps had been impossible, with rumors swirling that brought scandal upon the family.

There would be no divorce. It wasn’t the done thing, but she knew her mother would not return to the family home. The marriage was over, with the situation now utterly irretrievable. Her father had eventually settled on that conclusion also. It sparked his descent into a spiral of depression that seemed all but unstoppable. His drinking had gradually worsened over the previous few months and, if the butler’s concern was anything to go by, it seemed that evening had brought about another downward lurch in decorum.

She wasn’t sure what she would find downstairs, but tried to stop herself from imagining the worst as she came to a halt at the top of the wide staircase. Harold kept going and the light of the candle began to illuminate the ground floor of the building as he walked down the steps. It made the cream, marble flooring glimmer and Chloe’s gaze flitted to the family crest emblazoned in the very center of the tiles.

It made her smile, but the expression faded quickly as she looked around the stylish pieces of furniture that adorned the large entrance hall of the manor house. The layout had been her mother’s idea and that thought brought a sigh spilling from her lips.

“Miss Chloe.”

The urgent way in which her name was spoken cleared the thoughts away as she returned her attention to Harold. It showed he’d stopped and was looking back up the stairs towards her.

“Keep going,” she encouraged him and got moving to hurry down the steps.

He started descending the staircase once more and was almost at the bottom when she caught up to him. There were no more stops until they came to a halt at the door of her father’s small study.

“I tried to convince him that retiring to his bedchamber for some rest was a more sensible idea,” Harold said.

“I understand,” Chloe replied and reached out to squeeze his arm, but it was of little comfort to either of them.

“I’ll be down in the kitchen, if you need me,” Harold went on.

Chloe simply nodded and steeled herself before reaching out to open the door. The darkness inside was not a good sign and she turned to Harold to stop him from walking away.

“Close the door when I light the lamp,” she told him in a hushed voice.

He acknowledged the comment with a nod and lifted the candle higher to light Chloe’s way when she walked in the room. The flickering brightness illuminated her father, who was slumped in the seat at his desk. His appearance was disheveled and he didn’t move as she approached. It made her wonder if he’d actually fallen asleep when she saw his eyes were closed.

He certainly didn’t seem to register her arrival as she moved right beside him and opened a drawer to find the matches. Once she did, she quickly lifted the glass chimney of the oil lamp on the desk, so she could light the wick. When she replaced the chimney, she looked across the room.

Harold nodded before closing the door to leave Chloe and her father bathed in the soft glow of the lamp. A closer inspection showed her the half-full glass of brandy clutched in his hand. The glint of light on the crystal stopper resting on the wooden surface caught her eye and she reached out to pick it up, so she could replace it in the top of the decanter. The sound of the clink got the first reaction.

“Don’t close it,” her father declared when he opened his eyes.

“Papa,” Chloe replied in a soothing tone as she dropped to her knees at the side of the chair. “It’s late, you must retire for the night.”

“Won’t sleep,” he let out in a morose grumble.

“Please, you must try, Papa,” Chloe urged. “No good will come of you sitting here drinking brandy into the small hours.”

“I might as well while I still can,” he said and lifted his hand to finish his drink.

The way he slammed the empty glass down on the desk made Chloe flinch. She wanted to grab the decanter to pull it out of his reach, but was too slow. Her father picked it up, removed the stopper and poured himself another glass of brandy before slumping down in the seat again.

“Papa, please,” Chloe implored and settled a palm on his forearm to try and stop him lifting the glass.

“I need this,” he mumbled and used his free hand to pull her grip from his arm, so he could take a drink. It was only when he lowered the glass that he spoke again. “I need to blot out what I’ve done…, it’s too terrible to think about.”

The sullen words sent a chill dread down Chloe’s spine and she watched her father take another gulping drink. When he dropped his hand down on the arm of the seat, some of the brandy slopped out of the glass to splash on her robe. It made her lips tighten together as she wiped at the damp patch. Her actions were simply to put off asking a question she wasn’t sure she wanted an answer to, but she eventually came out with it.

“What do you mean?”

He closed his eyes and remained silent. Chloe could feel the growing tension making her throat constrict. It suddenly felt difficult to take a breath. She grabbed hold of her father’s arm again to shake it gently.

“Papa, what do you mean?” she asked in a louder voice. “What’s happened.”

It made him open his eyes and the look he gave her made the sense of dread hanging in the air even worse.

“You’ll hate me,” he muttered in a hoarse rasp.

“No, no, don’t say that,” she declared. “I love you. Just tell me what you’re talking about.”

That he couldn’t hold her gaze was all the more disquieting for Chloe. She watched as he emptied the glass again, but she was ready this time and dragged the decanter out of his reach. It made him slump down further in the seat.

“I can’t tell you,” he slurred. “It’s, it’s…”

His words tailed off to a disturbing silence and Chloe was unsure of what to say. After a few seconds, her father reached a hand to the inside pocket of his jacket. She watched as he tossed the piece of paper he brought out onto the desk then closed his eyes again.

“Papa,” she said, but there was no response.

She turned her gaze from him to the piece of paper. There was only one way to find out what it was, so she reached out to pick it up. Unfolding it, she frowned as she read what was written.

“I don’t understand,” she said when she grabbed at her father’s arm with her free hand. “Why are you showing me this? What does it mean?”

There was still no response, so she shook his arm yet again. The haunted look in his eyes when he finally opened them left her dismayed.

“What does it mean?” she asked once more and looked at the paper.

“I lost them,” her father mumbled.

Chloe’s eyes narrowed as she stared at him. She was about to ask him to elaborate, but didn’t need to when he went on speaking.

“My evening was spent mostly at the abode of Count Armstrong.”

Mention of the Count’s name made Chloe grimace. He was a known gadabout. At least, that was his reputation as far as she knew from the whispered rumors she’d heard. That her father had spent time with him definitely wasn’t good.

“You should not…,” she started to say, but didn’t get any further when she was interrupted.

“He’s in town for the weekend. I bumped into him and a few of his friends at the Aster Club. They were planning a game at his apartment, so I took it upon myself to join them.”

Chloe shut her eyes tightly as the dread in her bones sent another icy shiver down her spine. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing and didn’t really want to listen, but found herself transfixed.

“I was sure my final hand would beat his,” her father went on miserably. “It’s impossible that it didn’t. I had to go all in to have a chance of winning, but…”

The remark tailed off to an excruciating silence. Chloe looked at the piece of paper she still held. It felt like the world she knew was crashing down around her and, again, she didn’t want to ask a question. There was no choice, however. She needed to be one hundred percent sure she hadn’t misunderstood.

“You wagered the manor house and one thousand pounds in a game of cards?”

Her father was suddenly animated when he grabbed her arm and she could smell the alcohol on his breath when he leaned closer.

“I had the chance of winning Count Armstrong’s apartment. It’s a lavish property that we could have sold and…”

“But how could you take that chance,” Chloe interrupted in an incredulous voice. “The manor house is our home. Using it as a mere chip in a game of cards is, is...”

She couldn’t find the words to finish the remark, but it cut through her father’s burst of enthusiasm and she could almost see the dark cloud of despair settle over him again. He let go of her arm as he collapsed back down in the seat and brought his hands over his face. It broke her heart to see him in such anguish, but she felt it herself.

“You must talk to him, Papa,” she urged and saw the haunted expression on his face once more when he dropped his hands down to his lap.

“I cannot,” he said in a resolute voice. “He won the prize fair and square. There is no recourse open to me now. The debt is owed and must be paid.”

Chloe had been brought up not to question her parents or raise her voice to them, but the anguish came out when emotion got the better of her.

“We live here, Papa. I know of no other home. We cannot just walk out the door and never return because of a game of cards. It’s, it’s…”

She was lost for words again and it was her who put her hands over her face now as the enormity of her father’s folly struck home. It left her in despair for a few seconds, but she tried to gather herself as she dropped her arms back by her sides.

“You cannot simply leave it like this,” she said. “There must be something you can do.”

Her father seemed to crumple in on himself as he drooped further down in the chair. His voice was beaten when he finally broke the silence.

“The game was fair and the other players will testify that I made the bet of my own free will. No one forced me. I wasn’t cheated. My full house of aces over sevens should have won the game. I was sure it would and Count Armstrong’s apartment would be mine, be ours, but he revealed four kings. His was the winning hand and there is nothing I can do to change that.”

“You can speak to him,” Chloe implored. “Come to some other arrangement that does not lose you the family home.”

She felt the utter despair as she watched her father limply shake his head then let it droop down onto his chest.

“Then I must do something,” she said.

The words seemed to rouse him out of his despondency once more and she winced at how tightly his fingers latched on to her wrist.

“You cannot,” he exclaimed.

“But…”

“I forbid it,” he said in an even louder voice. “This is between Count Armstrong and I. You must promise you will not become involved in the matter.”

Chloe’s nose wrinkled at the stench of alcohol on her father’s breath. The demon drink had obviously played a huge part in his actions that evening and she wanted to berate him for his carousing behavior. She held her tongue though and his grip grew more painful on her arm when he made a demand.

“Promise me.”

She saw the determination in his bloodshot eyes and knew there was no point in challenging him at that very moment. It made her acquiesce, but she hid her free hand behind her back and crossed her fingers.

“I promise,” she replied.

His will to stay strong melted away and she felt the relief when he released his grip. There was no point in carrying on the conversation, so she made an attempt to get him to his bedchamber.

“Please, Papa, no more drinking tonight. Retire and get the rest you need. I’ll call Harold and we’ll help you upstairs.”

A sigh spilled from his lips. She saw his gaze alight on the decanter, so reached out to move it to the opposite side of the desk.

“You’ve had enough, Papa,” she told him.

She rose to her feet to move around the desk and there was no protest when she picked up the decanter. Moving to the cabinet in the corner of the room, she opened it to put the brandy on a shelf inside then locked the door when she closed it. She contemplated taking the key, but decided against it.

“Wait here,” she told him then left the room.

She hurried to the kitchen and found Harold warming himself beside the stove. His gaze came to her when she entered the room.

“I need your help to get my father to his bedchamber,” she told him.

“Yes, Miss Chloe,” he agreed and rose to his feet.

She half expected him to question her, but he remained silent as they left the kitchen. The glow of light came to them before they even reached the study and they saw her father had already left it. He was heading unsteadily towards the large staircase.

“Hurry,” she urged.

They quickened their pace to catch up and it was Harold who spoke.

“Let me carry that for you, sir,” he said and took hold of the lamp.

Chloe put an arm around her father’s waist and he let the lamp be eased from his grasp by the butler. He started to mumble as they helped him up the steps, but the garbled words were unintelligible and he seemed lost in his own world. It was slow going to get him to his bedchamber, but they finally managed it and he collapsed down on the bed.

“Leave this to me, Miss Chloe,” Harold said. “I’ll get him in his nightclothes and settled for the night.”

She nodded before leaving the bedchamber and closing the door. The surprise showed on Harold’s face when he eventually stepped out of the room a short while later to find her still standing in the hallway.

“He’ll be fine now, Miss Chloe,” he said. “You should get some rest.”

Chloe shook her head grimly. She was about to break the promise she made to her father, but really had no choice. The matter was too grave to ignore. If Count Armstrong was in town for the weekend only, it could mean he’d leave at any time the following day and she couldn’t afford to miss him. She needed to act with all haste.

“Please tell Joseph to make the carriage ready,” she said.

The surprised expression returned to the elderly butler’s face.

“It’s almost midnight,” he replied. “You should not…”

“Please,” Chloe implored. “This is a pressing matter. It cannot wait. Just do as I ask.”

The concern showed on Harold’s face, but she knew she could trust him to carry out her orders when he asked a question.

“Where will you be going, Miss?”

Chloe pursed her lips to let out a slow breath. She’d retired to her bedchamber earlier in the evening concerned about her father, but never expected he would land her in the situation she now faced. In truth, she wasn’t even sure if the plan formulating in her mind was in any way sensible or, for that matter, would make the slightest bit of difference. Doing nothing wasn’t an option, however.

“I need to converse with Count Armstrong,” she said. “I’ll be visiting his apartment in town.”


Late Night Visit

The light pitter-patter of raindrops on the roof of the carriage melded into the clip-clop of hooves on damp cobbles as Joseph reined the horses into making the turn onto a wide boulevard. Chloe felt the sinking sensation in the pit of her belly as she leaned closer to the window to look out. The gloomy darkness on the other side of the rain-streaked glass made the large properties lining the thoroughfare appear all the more ominous to her. It heightened the angst she’d been feeling since her father’s devastating revelation.

She couldn’t let that stop her though and continued to stare out at the passing scenery as the late night journey came towards an end. The mansions they passed by were home to many of the great and good of the town. That was also the case for the apartment buildings. However, a good number of those had been bought up by out-of-town folk looking to have a comfortable, bijou residence they could use on their visits, with Count Armstrong falling into that group.

Chloe wasn’t even sure in which building he resided until the carriage finally came to a halt in front of one. She waited for Joseph to climb down from the driver’s seat and come to the door. He opened it and her lips tightened together when she saw the weariness on his face. It sparked a brief moment of guilt that she shrugged off in a hurry. There had been no choice but to drag him back out into the dank, rainy night to make the trip.

“Come along, Miss Chloe,” he said stoically. “I’ll escort you inside.”

He opened an umbrella and held it in place to give her some protection from the drizzle as he helped her down from the carriage. They hurried across to the door of the building, which he opened.

“Count Armstrong resides in Apartment 3/1,” he said. “Would you like me to come in with you?”

“It’s not required,” Chloe replied, with a shake of her head. “You can sit in the carriage to keep yourself dry. I’m not sure how long this will take, but I’ll try to keep the visit as swift as I can.”

“Yes, Miss,” Joseph replied and kept the umbrella raised until she walked inside.

She stopped to look around the lobby and, in spite of the miserable circumstances of her visit, she couldn’t help but be impressed. The dark, marble flooring looked pristine, with the white painted walls giving the place clean, crisp lines. A few pictures on the walls added vivid splashes of color to the minimalist décor and a seating area made of high-backed armchairs and a chaise-lounge provided somewhere comfortable for visitors to wait.

The only other furniture piece in the lobby was a large, wooden desk, which Chloe assumed belonged to the building manager. That was typically the first port of call for visitors, so she made her way across to it and tapped her palm down on the polished, metal call bell.

It was no surprise that it took a short while for someone to come into view from the room behind the desk, with the man straightening a tie he’d obviously just put on. The weariness in his expression mirrored what she’d seen on Joseph’s face and she wondered if ringing the call bell had disturbed him out of a slumber.

“Can I help you, Miss?” he queried.

“I’m here to see Count Armstrong,” Chloe replied. “He resides in Apartment 3/1, I believe.”

“That’s correct,” the manager said to confirm the information Joseph had given her was accurate. “Is he expecting you?”

The question made Chloe purse her lips. She knew there was no point in lying, however, so shook her head before speaking.

“No, I’m calling unannounced.”

The manager pointedly took a watch from the pocket of his waistcoat to check the time before bringing his gaze back to her.

“It’s late, Miss,” he said and returned the watch to his pocket.

“I’m aware of that,” she replied, with a confidence that belied the way she actually felt. “But I have an important matter to discuss with the Count. Please could you inform him that Lady Chloe Fitzgerald is here to see him.”

The man’s tight-lipped smile showed a hint of his vexation, but he cleared the expression from his face quickly and pointed to the seating area.

“You can wait there, Miss,” he said politely. “I’ll call on Count Armstrong and let him know you’ve arrived. If he consents to your visit, I shall take you up to his apartment.”

“Very well, thank you,” Chloe said and turned away from the desk to walk over to the seats.

She perched herself on the edge of one of the armchairs and looked to see the manager disappearing up the steps. Nerves made her fidget while she waited and she finally couldn’t bear to sit for a second longer, so got back to her feet. Her gaze flitted around restlessly as she paced back and forth, but she came to a stop when she heard the sound of footsteps.

Her gaze went to the stairs to see the manager come into view. The neutral expression on his face gave no hint of what he was about to say and it was only when he reached the bottom of the steps that he spoke.

“Count Armstrong has agreed to a meeting. If you’d follow me, Miss.”

Chloe nodded her head. She wasn’t sure what she felt as the manager turned to start climbing the steps again. There was relief that her journey had not been wasted, but the butterflies in her belly were now doing a merry dance to make her feel almost nauseous. She tried to get her agitation under control as she hurried to follow up the stairs.

When they reached the third floor of the building, the manager led the way to the first apartment in the wide hallway. He knocked and the door was opened right away by a uniformed man, who was obviously Count Armstrong’s butler.

“This is the young lady,” the manager said.

The butler put a smile on his face as he moved aside and motioned for her to come in. He closed the door when she passed him by then turned to her.

“Can I take your coat, Miss?” he asked.

“Oh, no thank you,” Chloe replied. “My visit will hopefully not disturb Count Armstrong overly long.”

She felt the rush of blood to her cheeks when the butler nodded. The truth was she’d been in such an absent-minded haste to make the journey that she’d simply taken off her robe then thrown on a coat over her nightgown. She suddenly wished she’d dressed properly, but it was too late to worry about it. The butler moved past her to lead the way and she followed in his wake. He came to a stop by a door and knocked before opening it.

“The young lady has arrived,” he announced when he walked in the room.

He motioned for Chloe to come inside and it was only when she did that he spoke again.

“Is there anything else you require, Sir?”

“Ask Angela to prepare some tea,” Count Armstrong said.

“Please,” Chloe interjected. “Do not go to any effort on my behalf. I will not take up too much of your valuable time.”

“You’re sure?” Count Armstrong queried.

“Quite sure,” Chloe answered primly, with a thin-lipped smile. “I understand it’s late and I do not wish to be burdensome.”

Count Armstrong returned his attention to the butler when he spoke again.

“You can retire for the night, Brendan. I will see my guest out when our discourse is at an end.”

“Thank you, sir,” Brendan acknowledged.

Chloe watched as the butler left the room and closed the door. Nerves took a stronger grip to make her belly muscles clench tightly as she looked across the room

“You must excuse my attire,” Count Armstrong said when he rose from the high-backed, leather chair to stand in front of it. “I did not expect a caller at such an advanced hour of the night, so was already in my nightclothes.”

“My apologies for the intrusion,” Chloe said as she took a tentative step towards him.

There was no response at first and she watched as he moved away from the fireplace to a nearby drinks cabinet. The quilted robe he wore appeared luxuriously expensive and covered most of what was obviously silk pajamas below. That he lifted a decanter brought her unwanted recollections of sitting in her father’s study not too long before. It made her wince.

“Will you join me?” Count Armstrong asked and held up the decanter.

“No thank you,” Chloe replied.

He nodded before pouring whisky into a glass. When he finished, he picked up his drink and moved back to his chair.

“Please,” he said as Chloe approached him. “Take a seat and warm yourself. It has been an inclement evening.”

He sat down and Chloe did the same when she got to the chair on the other side of the fireplace. She felt the warmth of the flickering flames, but it provided little comfort as she contemplated how to broach the subject she’d come to discuss. In the end, her silent deliberations were wasted when it became clear that her family name had alerted Count Armstrong to who she was and why she’d arrived at his apartment.

“You conversed with your father?” he asked.

Chloe let out a sigh as she wrung her hands together.

“Yes,” she replied, without looking up from her lap.

“He arrived home safely then?”

Chloe did look up now and nodded her head. It wasn’t only the warmth of the fire making her sweat. She felt wretched as her anxiousness brought the sinking sensation to the pit of her belly again. Pulling a lace handkerchief from her pocket, she mopped her brow.

“You’ll be more comfortable without your coat,” Count Armstrong said. “Let me take it for you.”

“I’ll be fine, thank you,” Chloe blurted out, but undid a couple of buttons of her coat and fanned the collar to try and let some of the heat out from under the heavy material.

Her breathing grew more labored as she watched Count Armstrong take a drink. She wasn’t sure quite how to go on, but didn’t need to when she was asked another question.

“Your father sent you here?”

“No,” she exclaimed. “Oh dear lord, no. He expressly forbade me from interfering.”

“But you felt the need to go against his wishes?”

Chloe’s lips tightened together for a second before she spoke.

“My father told me all was lost, but I refuse to countenance that. The manor house is the only home I’ve ever known. I can’t let…”

Her voice faltered as emotion took hold and she couldn’t finish the sentence. In truth, she hadn’t even been sure what she was going to say. The turmoil in her mind wouldn’t settle and it left her filled with uncertainty. A silence stretched out as Count Armstrong took a long sip of whisky and it was only when he lowered the glass that he spoke.

“And what exactly are you proposing?”

Chloe’s nose wrinkled. It wasn’t a question that was completely unexpected, but she had no sensible answer.

“I don’t know,” she eventually admitted in a hushed rasp of breath. “But my home cannot be lost to me and my family on the turn of a card.”

“I understand it must have come as a shock to you, but there is nothing unfair about the outcome. Two esteemed gentleman facing off against each other in gambling combat. In such circumstances, there can be but one winner.”

“Yes, but to put such riches at stake over the turn of a card seems, seems…”

“Preposterous?” Count Armstrong offered to finish the remark.

Chloe’s lips tightened together, but she nodded her head in agreement. She understood that men liked to gamble and had no problem with that. However, putting a home at risk of being lost did seem utterly preposterous.

“It’s wrong,” she said.

She kept her head bowed to stare at her hands in her lap until she heard the comment.

“My hand of cards was not unbeatable,” Count Armstrong said and their eyes met for a brief instant before Chloe bowed her head again. “It was not only your father who took a risk with the gamble. I could have easily lost this place to him. We both took the wager fairly and squarely, but, as I told you already, in those circumstances there can only be one winner.”

“But…”

“I would have honored the bet had I lost,” Count Armstrong interrupted. “I expect no less of your father, which was why he forbade you from interfering.”

“It’s my home,” Chloe let out wretchedly.

“I understand that, but tell me this. If your father had returned home to inform you of his good fortune at winning, would you have braved a damp, rainy night to visit me and say that the situation was wrong?”

Chloe’s heart sank. They both knew the answer to the question. In those circumstances, she would have been infuriated with her father for putting their home in such peril. She would not have interfered, however. There was no point pretending otherwise.

“No,” she mumbled.

“And rightly so,” Count Armstrong said. “You would have celebrated your windfall.”

A cold dread fell over Chloe as she clutched her hands together. It appeared her trip had been in vain, but the overwhelming emotions made her act without thinking.

“Please,” she begged as she dropped from the seat and moved to kneel before Count Armstrong. “There must be some way that we do not lose our family home. So much has gone wrong for my father in recent times and I fear this will break him.”

There was silence for a second as she brought her hands together in supplication.

“I’ve heard mention of your father’s troubles,” Count Armstrong eventually said. “It is most unfortunate.”

“Then please have some compassion for him,” Chloe implored when she looked up. “Find a way out of this, which does not lose us our home.”

Count Armstrong took a sip of whisky as they stared at each other.

“If I grant your request,” he eventually said. “What do you have to offer in exchange?”

Chloe felt the sinking feeling again.

“I am but the humble daughter of a Lord,” she said. “All I have comes from him.”

“You do yourself a disservice,” Count Armstrong said when he leaned forward.

It unnerved Chloe and a frown creased her brow.

“But I…,” she started to say although her words ended abruptly when she saw where the Count was looking.

A glance down showed the buttons she’d loosened on her coat revealed a glimpse of her nightgown. A flush of red colored her cheeks as she slapped a hand against the material to cover her chest up. She shuffled back on her knees, but was all too aware of his gaze remaining on her.

“The manor house is worth thousands,” she mumbled. “I have nothing of that value in my possession.”

“What you offer does not have to match the cost of the manor house,” Count Armstrong replied. “It just needs to be something I prize in a way that would convince me to make an exchange.”

Chloe felt her heartbeat hammering in her chest. The flush of heat on her face made more sweat bead on her skin and she lifted the handkerchief to mop her brow. She’d come hoping that she could find some way to stop the family home being lost. That eventuality now might very well be within her grasp, but there seemed little doubt what she’d have to give up to make a bargain.

“I am a Lady,” she let out quietly.

“And I a Count. Our titles are of no importance in this matter.”

“But what you ask of me,” Chloe uttered. “It’s, it’s…”

She shrank back when Count Armstrong rose to his feet, but he moved past her and she watched him return to the drinks cabinet. He poured himself another whisky from the decanter before filling another glass.

When he returned, he stood over her and held out the drink. Chloe stared at it for a second before reaching out to take it from him. The heat of the alcohol burning her throat when she took a sip made her grimace. Count Armstrong returned to his chair to sit down and drank some whisky before speaking.

“Is it such a sacrifice to make?” he asked. “Would you not trade one night of your life to save your family home.”

Chloe glanced at him, but didn’t say a word. Instead, she took another sip. The burn made her grimace again and she let out a rasping breath.

“I cannot,” she said.

“Are you innocent?” Count Armstrong asked.

Their eyes met, with the momentary pause being enough to give him an answer and Chloe knew it. She dropped her gaze as the humiliation took hold.

“There is nothing to be ashamed of,” Count Armstrong said. “Young women have their needs just like anyone.”

“It was only once,” Chloe declared then slapped a hand over her mouth.

The embarrassment felt overwhelming and she wanted to run. She couldn’t get herself to move though and knew fleeing the apartment would end any chance she had of saving her home. She lifted the glass she held to finish the rest of the whisky in one. It made her head spin a little as memories of the encounter took hold in her mind.

“Who was the fortunate man?”

“Please,” she whined. “I have never spoken of it to anyone. My family has already suffered too much scandal in recent times. I could not bear to be the cause of any more.”

Count Armstrong rose to his feet again. She clutched the empty glass tightly when he leaned down to take hold of it, but she eventually let go. It felt like too much effort to drag herself back to the seat, so she remained where she was kneeling on the floor. When another glass of whisky was held out to her a few seconds later, she simply stared at it.

“Take it,” Count Armstrong urged. “A stiff drink will make you feel better.”

Chloe could already feel the slight wooziness of drinking one glass of strong alcohol so quickly, but she gave in to his demand.

“Here, let me help you up,” he said and took hold of her wrist to pull her to her feet.

He didn’t let go, but she let her arm stretch out when he walked towards his seat. His insistence when he tugged harder made her follow and she was pulled down onto the arm of the chair when he sat. She took a drink, but it wasn’t only that which made her face screw up.

“Tell me who he was,” Count Armstrong encouraged.

Chloe let out a rush of breath as memories flooded her head. That they brought the prick of heat between her thighs heightened the embarrassment, but she gave in to the questioning.

“I spent last summer at the country home of my aunt and uncle, so I could visit them and my cousin.”

“And?” Count Armstrong prompted.

“Matilda, my cousin, enjoys riding and we spent a fair portion of our time doing that,” Chloe went on. “The stable lad would always get the horses ready for us and help us mounting them. He was a common boy although not in the least bit intimidated by our nobility.”

“You enjoyed the touches as he helped you up?” Count Armstrong asked and took a drink.

That he’d guessed where the story was heading felt excruciating to Chloe, but she admitted the truth and nodded her head.

“I went for a walk one day alone and found him with a bottle of cider in the stables. He offered me a drink and I decided to try it. One drink led to another and before I knew it he, well, he got out his erect manhood.”

“He took advantage of you?”

“No, it really wasn’t like that,” Chloe confessed. “I was curious and touching it had an effect on me stronger than the cider.”

“I know those emotions only too well,” Count Armstrong said. “They infect your mind until you can think of nothing else.”

“Yes,” Chloe agreed as the memories grew stronger still. “He asked to see under my petticoats and the cider clouded my judgment in a way I should not have let happen. But I gave in to his request and then to kisses I’ve never had before. It felt both utterly indecent and deliriously thrilling, and sparked emotions I could not control. I regretted what I let happen immediately it ended, made him promise never to speak of what we’d done and gave an excuse to leave the following day. It removed me from further temptation and nothing like it has ever happened again, so…”

“You gave that to him for nothing,” Count Armstrong interrupted. “Would it be so wrong to give me the same to pay off a debt and save your family home. I ask for only one night.”

Chloe rocked her head back and looked up at the ceiling. In the aftermath of her first sexual experience, she’d promised herself it wouldn’t happen again and that she’d save herself for the man she wed. Thinking of that brought something more to mind.

“You’re a married man,” she blurted out. “Your wife…”

“We have an understanding,” Count Armstrong cut in. “She is indebted to me for making her a lady and doesn’t plan to give up a life she’s become accustomed to. For that, she lets me have my indiscretions.”

“No, it’s wrong,” Chloe whined and rose to her feet.

Her legs felt shaky when she took a step, but she made herself keep going to walk to the drinks cabinet. She put the glass down and took a moment to compose herself as best she could.

“I will send my carriage to your home tomorrow evening,” Count Armstrong said when he got up from the chair. “The choice is then yours to make.”

“No,” Chloe murmured and closed her eyes tightly. “It is unthinkable.”

It was only when she became aware of Count Armstrong moving behind her that she opened her eyes.

“Give me what I want for one night and I promise I will relinquish my claim on your home,” he said.

Chloe felt the despair settle over her. She’d come looking for a way out of the mess her father created, but it was too much.

“I cannot,” she mumbled as she tried to move past him, but he caught her arm.

“No one outside the walls of this apartment will ever find out,” he said. “I give you my word as a gentleman on that. You know those feelings and by your own admission enjoyed them. I can give you more of...”

“Please, I need to leave,” Chloe interrupted and shook her arm free of his grip. “What I have told you this evening is between only us. Please promise me that.”

Count Armstrong nodded his head.

“I have no wish to sully your reputation. Your secret is safe with me.”

Chloe walked across the room to leave it and was aware of being followed. She quickened her pace and it was only when they reached the front door of the lavish property that they stopped. Count Armstrong reached out to the handle, but didn’t turn it.

“My carriage will arrive at eight in the evening,” he said. “If you decide to take up my offer, come dressed as you are now.”

Chloe said nothing and kept her gaze lowered. The awkward moment dragged on for longer than she wanted, but the door was finally opened and she fled the apartment.


A Carriage Arrives

Chloe heard the sounds coming from the driveway of the manor house. It made her stand up from where she was sitting at the side of her bed. A grimace flashed across her face when she recalled doing the same thing the evening before. This wasn’t her father coming home though. Quite the opposite, in fact.

She walked across to the window of her bedchamber just in time to see him reach the carriage and get in. That usually gave her a pang of apprehension, especially in recent times. On this occasion she felt relief, but a swell of guilt quickly followed. That her father was going out yet again wasn’t good, but it got him out of the way.

Not that she’d actually seen or spoken to him that day. He’d studiously avoided any chance of a meeting and she’d been more than happy to let him stay out of her way. It would have been far too awkward to have a conversation after what happened the previous evening and she didn’t have the slightest clue what she would say to him.

She continued watching out the window as Joseph geed up the horses. It got them moving and the carriage eventually disappeared from view after passing through the open gates at the bottom of the driveway. She closed her eyes as she leaned forward to press her forehead against the glass.

“Not good,” she let out under her breath. “Not good at all.”

Her father was more than likely going out carousing yet again and she didn’t know in what state he’d arrive home later that evening. Hopefully, he’d learned his lesson and would avoid any more gambling. There was no guarantee he would when he had a drink inside him, but there wasn’t a great deal she could do about that.

It was another thought that eventually crept into her head. The idea she might not be at the manor house to hear his return made her lips tighten together. Turning away from the window, she tried to clear her mind as she made her way back across the room. She didn’t sit down on the bed though. Instead, she walked to the full length mirror in the corner to inspect her appearance. It brought a grimace back to her pretty features.

She didn’t know what she was going to do. At least, that’s what she tried to tell herself, but loosening the belt of her robe let it fall open to reveal the nightdress she’d worn the previous evening. There was no pretending she’d put it on because she was tired although she tried to convince herself that was the case as she stared at the way her curves filled out the white material.

“Blockhead,” she eventually berated herself, but it didn’t make her turn away from her reflection.

She knew she should change into something else. She also knew she should make the decision not to take up the offer that came her way the previous evening. Getting herself to listen to the sensible side of her brain was proving difficult though and her father going out for the evening removed another obstacle to her leaving the manor house.

Considering the situation between them, she wasn’t sure if he would have said anything about a carriage arriving to pick her up. The idea of trying to explain to him what was going on if he did question her didn’t bear thinking about though. She wasn’t sure she had the guile or wherewithal to convincingly lie her way out of the query, without causing suspicion.

If her father actually found out the carriage belonged to Count Armstrong it would be an unmitigated disaster. He would know she’d defied him and broken her promise not to become involved. There was no telling how that would damage their relationship, but it surely wouldn’t be good. It would add yet another worrisome complication to their lives on top of the many others than had befallen the family in recent times.

“Do you want to lose it?” she asked her reflection before looking around the room.

The thought terrified her. The manor house was the only home she’d ever known and until she became a married woman it would remain so. At least, she hoped that was the case. A wedding wasn’t going to happen anytime soon though. She wasn’t even courting and, as far as she was aware, there was no man showing any interest in her as a wife. That meant she had no plans to move anywhere else in the foreseeable future.

“You’ll have to move if you don’t do something,” she muttered darkly as she turned away from the mirror to walk towards the bed.

The problem was she didn’t know exactly what she would be doing. She felt the heat on her cheeks when she muttered some bad words under her breath before throwing herself down on the bed to bury her face in the covers.

Fleeing Count Armstrong’s apartment in such an abrupt manner the previous evening had been a foolish mistake. She should have kept her emotions in check, so she could fully question his intentions. It had proved impossible though. The way her world had been turned upside down in what felt like the blink of an eye had left her so overwrought, flustered and confused that she’d left his home without even knowing what he really wanted of her.

Not that she didn’t have some idea. He’d been interested in the story of her indiscretion with the stable lad. It was whether he wanted a similar encounter or something even more salacious that she didn’t know.

“Oh god” she let out in a despairing rasp of breath when she rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling.

She could go round and round in her head whether she should take up the offer. The niggle at the back of her mind that she didn’t really have a choice in the matter was always there, however. She was all but certain her father did not have assets that could be used to settle the debt and save the manor house. He would likely struggle to pay the one thousand pounds and, if truth be told, seemed in no state of mind to deal with any of the problems he’d caused.

That unquestionably left it up to her if the family home was not to be lost. She finally admitted as much to herself when a glance at the carriage clock in her room showed the time was just after seven thirty. That meant there were less than thirty minutes to go until the carriage arrived.

It made her act by getting off the bed to walk over to the table in the corner of the room. Pouring some water from the jug into the basin, she washed her face then dried it. She then moved over to the dressing table, sat down and looked at herself in the mirror. Putting on makeup to go out was something she always delighted in, but there was little joy on this occasion. She quickly applied some rouge to her cheeks then colored her lips and left it at that.

Afterwards, she walked over to the wardrobe to get her coat and put it on over her nightdress. It left her dressed as she had been the evening before and she knew she would go through with visiting the apartment. That brought a chill dread as she returned to the window to look down onto the driveway of the property.

The angst wasn’t all she felt though. Recollections of the encounter with the stable lad came to her as she waited and the tingle of intimate heat it brought to life felt thoroughly disgraceful. There was no pretending the flutter of arousal wasn’t there though and she knew it was not only because of the memories.

The situation she faced was not of her making, but it needed to be dealt with. She tried to convince herself that saving the manor house was the only reason for her actions. There was a lot of truth to that. It wasn’t the only reason though and she couldn’t pretend otherwise.

She’d admitted to Count Armstrong how curious she’d been when confronted with the stable lad’s erect manhood. Whether she liked it or not, that curiosity was there again and the prick of heat between her thighs wouldn’t go away as the last of the minutes ticked down towards eight o’clock.

She eventually saw Harold walk down to the driveway entrance when the carriage arrived. He talked with the driver through the bars of the gate then opened it to let the vehicle enter. Chloe drew in a deep breath as she watched.

“Time to go,” she told herself and walked away from the window.


An Indecent Agreement

There was no pitter-patter of rain on this occasion, with the last rays of the fading sunlight casting an orange hue over the buildings when the driver turned the carriage onto the wide, cobbled boulevard. The prettiness of the scene made it no less ominous to Chloe, however. She leaned closer to the window, but knew where she was going this time and tried to prepare herself before they came to a stop.

That proved easier said than done. Memories of the previous twenty-four hours flashed through her mind remorselessly to bring the sinking feeling back to the pit of her belly. It wasn’t only nerves afflicting her though. The tingle of heat between her thighs ignited a sense of ignominy. There was nothing public about her shame though.

Not yet, anyway.

The thought that she was about to place herself in a situation where she might bring more scandal crashing down upon her family played on her mind, but she knew she couldn’t stop. Even that disgrace would be preferable to losing her home. She flinched when the carriage came to a stop in front of the apartment building. The door opened a few seconds later, but it wasn’t the weary face of Joseph which came into view this time.

“If you follow me, Miss,” the driver said.

Chloe inhaled deeply, but it did little to contain churning emotions. Stepping down from the carriage, she waited for the door to be closed then followed in the wake of the driver. A glance around showed a deserted street and she was glad of that. She didn’t know anyone who lived nearby, but she still didn’t want to be noticed entering the apartment building.

The door was held open to let her walk inside first and she experienced a brief moment of relief that the lobby area was empty. There was no sign of the manager and it was the driver who led her up the stairs on this occasion. He knocked when they reached the apartment and it was a surprise to Chloe that it wasn’t the butler who opened the door.

“Thank you, James,” the woman who came into view said.

The driver tipped his hat to acknowledge the comment before heading back in the direction of the staircase.

“Come in, Miss Fitzgerald,” the woman said and moved aside.

Chloe nodded and stepped forward to cross the threshold. She remembered Count Armstrong asking the butler to arrange for tea when she arrived the evening before, but could not for the life of her recall the name he’d mentioned. She could only assume it was the woman she now looked at, but she wasn’t about to ask any questions.

“If you follow me, Miss Fitzgerald.”

Chloe simply nodded again and waited for the woman to get moving. She was led further into the large apartment although the door they ended up at was not the lounge she’d been in the evening before. A knock was met with the shout to enter.

The door was opened, but the woman did not step through it. Instead, she motioned for her guest to enter. Chloe did so and saw she was in a small room, not unlike her father’s study. It was no surprise to see Count Armstrong sitting at the desk. The other men in the room were a shock, however, and their unexpected presence spooked her. Her gaze flitted around them, but she brought her attention back to the Count when he spoke.

“Please, take a seat.”

Chloe heard the click of the door closing behind her and couldn’t help but feel intimidated by the situation she’d walked into.

“I did not think…,” she started, but her voice tailed off as she glanced around the other men once more.

She didn’t recognize any of the faces and settled her gaze on Count Armstrong when he stood up from his seat to walk around the desk.

“Please,” he said as he approached and put a hand on her shoulder then indicated to a seat at the desk.

Chloe did not submit to his efforts at first, but finally let herself be led across to the desk. She dropped on the seat and watched Count Armstrong move back to his chair. He settled himself in it when he sat down and brought his fingertips together.

“I’m glad you came,” he eventually said. “We just need to get a few matters of business done and dusted to make sure everyone is happy.”

Happiness was the last thing on Chloe’s mind at that very moment. Her seething emotions worsened the sinking sensation in her belly. She didn’t need to look to know that the eyes of every man in the room were on her. It was disconcerting, but she couldn’t pretend there was not also a certain allure to being the center of attention.

“I thought it would be only the two of us,” she said quietly when she leaned forward.

It made Count Armstrong cast his gaze around the others sitting in the room, but he eventually glanced across the desk towards her again.

“These men are here at my request,” he said. “They played in the card game that led to this situation and were witnesses to the debt incurred by your father. I deemed it appropriate that they should also witness this transaction.”

Chloe tilted her head to the side for a second before letting out a slow breath.

“You told me no one would find out about this,” she eventually said.

“What I actually said was that no one outside the walls of this apartment would find out,” he countered. “That still holds true. These men are close associates of mine and understand my requirements. No one will ever learn of your father’s gambling losses from anyone here present and that’s also the case for whatever happens this evening. You have my word in that regard.”

Chloe lifted a hand to rub the back of it on her chin, but said nothing as she stared wide-eyed across the desk.

“By witnessing our agreement, these men will ensure the terms cannot be broken,” Count Armstrong went on.

It made Chloe drop her hand back down to her lap. She was about to find out what she should have asked about the previous evening.

“And those terms are?” she asked.

Count Armstrong reached to the inside pocket of his jacket to bring out papers. The image of her father doing the same thing the day before in his study flashed through Chloe’s mind to make her wince. No good had come of her reading what he’d tossed down on the desk. She couldn’t help thinking that she was about to face a similar situation as she watched two pages being unfolded and set down on the wooden surface.

“This,” Count Armstrong said and put a finger on one of the papers. “Sets out that I shall relinquish any and all claims to your family home. It is already signed by myself and the others here present. Once we witness you putting pen to paper to add your signature, it will be passed into your possession for safekeeping.”

“And this?” Chloe queried and pointed to the other paper.

“It sets out that you agree to put yourself under my control for this one night in exchange for me giving up my claims on the mansion house. It is also signed by all here except you and I will keep it once your signature is added. I do not expect anything untoward in the aftermath of this night. However, these signed documents show that we entered into our arrangement freely and clearly state what the terms are. We will have them at our disposal, should they ever be needed.”

Chloe gulped down a heavy breath as she watched him open the drawer of his desk and bring out a beautifully ornate fountain pen. He removed the cap before setting the writing implement down beside the papers.

“Your signature is all that’s needed to make our deal binding,” he said and settled back in his seat. “You are free to read the documents, should you so wish.”

It made Chloe look at the papers, but she barely took in the words as she perused them. Thoughts tumbled through her mind at breakneck speed and she couldn’t catch hold of any of them. She knew a little of Count Armstrong’s reputation from the rumors she’d heard. They typically portrayed him as a wealthy, playboy figure, who took his pleasure where he could find it.

Nothing she’d been told suggested he was an untrustworthy liar, cheat or charlatan. That didn’t mean to say she should blindly put her faith in him and she forced herself to concentrate on what she read. It seemed aboveboard from what she could tell, but her mind still raced and she couldn’t get it to slow down.

The situation wasn’t exactly conducive to dispassionate, rational thinking and she was in no doubt it would be a massive leap in the dark if she signed the documents. They did not explicitly state what she would have to give and she still couldn’t be sure how lurid the night’s events would become. She glanced up and her gaze flitted around the room before settling on the man opposite her.

“This is strictly between us,” she said.

“No man will touch you, but me,” Count Armstrong replied. “I can assure you of that.”

“And my father?” Chloe went on. “He must know absolutely nothing of this. I need to be one hundred percent certain of that.”

“As I told you yesterday,” Count Armstrong went on. “I have no desire to sully your reputation. Neither your father nor any other person will hear of our arrangement from me or anyone else present in the apartment.”

“How will you explain to my father that the manor house is no longer a gambling debt he owes?” she asked.

“That I have heard of his problems and have no wish to further exacerbate them,” Count Armstrong said. “I like your father. He’s a decent man. I’ll inform him that payment of the one thousand pounds will be sufficient to settle the debt that exists between us.”

Chloe set her gaze back on the papers. She still hesitated though. Submitting to such an indecent agreement was undoubtedly disreputable, but she was all too aware of the unwanted curiosity taking hold again. It hadn’t exactly got her in trouble with the stable lad. She’d been just as keen for their encounter as he’d been.

The shame afterwards hadn’t been a surprise, however, and she’d promised herself she would not let those primal emotions get the better of her again until she married. She was on the cusp of breaking that promise to herself. Count Armstrong picked up the pen to hold it out and she felt her heartbeat quicken when their eyes met.

“I’ve heard salacious rumors about you,” she blurted out. “I don’t want to be one of those.”

“Did those rumors include the names of anyone?”

“Well, no,” Chloe admitted and felt the flush of heat on her cheeks. “Just that you have a…, well, questionable reputation.”

A smirk played at the corners of Count Armstrong’s mouth and it seemed clear he wasn’t in the least bit offended by the remark. The humor played on his voice when he responded.

“You know what they say about rumors. They grow bigger in the telling and become exaggerated out of all proportion.”

“What are your plans for me?”

There was silence for a second or two as their eyes locked together again.

“You told me of the visit to your cousin’s home,” Count Armstrong replied. “You understand and have experienced those feelings that can burn fiercely when you crave something. Let’s just say they infected my mind when you turned up at my home yesterday and the opportunity you presented was a temptation I could not resist. You will get what you want from this arrangement and so shall I…, for this one night.”

The breath caught in Chloe’s throat as they stared at each other. She wanted to save her family home, but there was more to her taking the pen from Count Armstrong. It made her squeeze her thighs together as she leaned forward to put pen to paper. The rush of anticipation hit hard when she straightened up.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” Count Armstrong said when he took the pen from Chloe. “I appreciate you being here to witness this, but the time has come for you to leave the room.”

Chloe watched the men get to their feet then move to the door. Once it was opened they filed out of the room and the woman who’d met her on arrival entered.

“Please get Miss Fitzgerald ready.”

The woman simply nodded her head then set her gaze on Chloe.

“Come with me, Miss,” she said.

Chloe took the paper held out to her when she got to her feet. She couldn’t meet the gaze of Count Armstrong now and nothing more was said when a hand on her lower back got her moving to walk out of the room.


Ready or Not

The question she was asked barely registered in Chloe’s consciousness as she stared at herself in the ornately-framed mirror of the bedchamber. This was not her home though. She was suddenly all too aware of that when she blinked her eyes a couple of times to bring her attention back to her surroundings then glanced over her shoulder.

“I beg your pardon?” she said.

“Are you wearing anything under the nightdress?” the woman asked.

The flush of heat erupted on Chloe’s cheeks. She returned her gaze to her reflection and saw the spreading glow of red on her skin. It made her bring her hands up to bury her face in them. Being asked the question was downright mortifying. She wasn’t wearing any undergarments, but didn’t come out and say so. Instead, it was something else she blurted out.

“I don’t think I can do this.”

She flinched when hands settled on her shoulders from behind, but she caught the gaze of the woman in the mirror when she dropped her hands.

“I can’t do it,” she despaired in a sudden moment of doubt that she was making a colossal mistake.

“Relax, child,” the woman cooed.

“How can I?” Chloe wailed. “What I’m doing, it’s, it’s…”

“It’s exactly what you need to do,” the women interrupted.

Chloe cast her gaze down to the floor. The words were true, but there was no ridding herself of the sense that she was acting in an utterly immoral manner.

“It’s so wrong,” she muttered. “I shouldn’t...”

“Piffle,” the woman cut in. “There is not right or wrong in affairs such as this. Just do what you have to.”

“But…”

“It’s a fair deal,” the woman said to interrupt again. “More than fair and it’s not like you’re saving your innocence for the man you marry. It’s too late for that.”

Chloe looked up to catch the gaze on her in the mirror again. It appeared the woman knew the whole story of what was going on. The name mentioned the previous evening when Count Armstrong offered to arrange tea on her arrival suddenly came back to her.

“You’re Angela?” she queried.

“It’s not important what my name is,” the woman went on. “This night is all about you.”

She pulled her hands away from Chloe’s shoulders and walked across the room. Stopping at the dressing table, she picked up a large, pearl-encrusted hair clasp before returning to the mirror.

“Wait,” Chloe exclaimed and jerked her head forward when fingers brushed in her hair.

“It looks prettier if you wear it up,” the woman said.

“I can’t,” Chloe wailed.

“Would you like me to inform Count Armstrong you no longer wish to honor the deal?”

Chloe hesitated for a brief second before the words came tumbling out.

“Yes, no…, oh god, I don’t know, I don’t know.”

The turmoil felt tortuous and she couldn’t get her mind to settle. Hands came to rest on her shoulders again and she felt fingers kneading her tense muscles. It made her let out a slow breath as she tried to get a grip on her bubbling emotions.

“Relax,” the woman said. “You enjoyed being with the stable lad, didn’t you? Is this so different?”

The hot flush of embarrassment returned to Chloe’s cheeks.

“Count Armstrong promised he would say nothing of that,” she complained.

“He did not,” the woman said. “I eavesdropped your conversation with him yesterday, but I know my place. No one will hear of your secret from me. Did you go all the way with him?”

“I can’t…”

“There’s no shame in losing yourself to those feelings,” the woman interrupted.

Chloe screwed up her face, but words came tumbling out again.

“He begged me with such ferocity to let him put it in that I succumbed. I…, I wanted to know what it felt like to be honest. The fear came right away, however. I am not so naive that I don’t know the facts of life, so I made him pull out.”

“You saw then?” the woman asked. “It is such a glorious sight to watch.”

Chloe didn’t need to ask for an explanation. She’d watched with fascination as the stable lad desperately chased a release from the sexual tension in his body. The explosion, when it came, had held her spellbound.

“Yes, I saw,” she admitted before bringing her hands over her face again.

The situation seemed to be spiraling out of all control. She’d kept the encounter with the stable lad secret for almost a year. Suddenly, in the space of twenty-four hours it had become known to at least two people, if not more. She couldn’t be sure the men who witnessed her signing the papers didn’t also know of her indiscretion.

It was her own fault for revealing the details of the encounter to Count Armstrong and she’d just admitted more to someone she didn’t even know. She was all too conscious of the threat of scandal it left hanging over her. If she went through with the agreement she’d signed only minutes before, it would put her in an even more perilous situation. The thought of that heightened her angst and made her consider backing out of the deal, but the question the woman asked stopped the thoughts.

“Did you enjoy being with the stable lad?”

It made Chloe cringe.

“I have said too much already. I cannot speak anymore of…”

“It’s healthy if you did,” the woman cut in. “And it’s certainly nothing to be ashamed of. Men do not want to marry an innocent girl, who knows nothing of matters in the bedroom. They want someone who can pleasure them and is not bashful of doing so. You already have the experience of knowing what will confront you on your wedding night and this evening will further enlighten you as to the desires of a man. Think of it as an education.”

“Oh god,” Chloe let out.

“So, did you enjoy your encounter with the stable lad?”

Chloe brought hands over her face once more. She’d spoken too openly of the encounter already, so there was no point in lying. Her voice was barely a whisper when she answered.

“Yes.”

“Then you have nothing to fear from this evening,” the woman went on. “Just enjoy the experience and take what it gets you. Count Armstrong is a man of his word and you can be assured your home is safe if you give him what he craves.”

The hands lifted from Chloe’s shoulders and she felt fingers brushing into her hair again. She did nothing this time to stop her long, silky locks being gathered loosely into a bun at the back of her head. The pretty clasp was then set in place to hold her hair up.

“Have you found out what you like?” the woman asked.

Chloe frowned when she dropped her hands down to uncover her face. She saw the gaze still on her in the mirror, but couldn’t meet it.

“I’m not sure I understand,” she replied.

“Come now,” the woman went on. “I talk of self examination. You’ve had those occasions when impure thoughts stir feelings from deep inside, haven’t you? It is a rite of passage at your youthful age and nothing to fret about. That is the very time to explore your body and find out what you like.”

“Oh my good lord,” Chloe exclaimed when it dawned on her what she was being asked. She could feel the burn on her cheeks as the embarrassment of the situation grew.

“Don’t pretend to me you have not,” the woman went on, with a wickedly amused chuckle. “Young ladies of your age should be laying hands on their bodies to find the erogenous spots that ignite pleasure. It is how you come to understand what brings the arousal to fever pitch and satisfies those needs. You will then know what to show the man in your life, if and when that time comes for him to watch.”

“It’s sinful,” Chloe said and dropped her gaze to her feet as she shuffled them in mortified discomfort.

“Nonsense,” the woman scoffed. “It’s as natural as the sun rising in the morning. I take it you have only used your fingers.”

“Stop,” Chloe implored. “It’s…”

Bringing her gaze back up got her a sight that stunned her to silence. Her eyes opened wide and there was no taking them from what was being brandished.

“Count Armstrong likes to watch,” the woman said. “It is his preferred way of becoming aroused and, I dare say, there are plenty of men who enjoy the same thing. Come.”

The grip on Chloe’s wrist led her away from the mirror before she knew what was happening. It was only when they reached the door of the bedchamber that she finally reacted.

“Wait,” she pleaded and pulled against the tugging to bring them to a stop.

“Ready or not, it is time,” the woman said when she turned. “The agreement is signed and you now have to honor your side of the bargain such that Count Armstrong relinquishes his claim on your home.”

“What exactly does my side of the bargain entail?” Chloe blurted out.

The woman raised her free hand to brandish what she held again.

“For a start, you have to play a game to get a gentleman aroused for the rest of the evening,” the woman answered. “But not with your fingers.”

She let go of Chloe’s wrist to open the door then took hold again.

“Come now,” she said when she tugged to get them moving out of the bedchamber. “You should not keep Count Armstrong waiting.”


Four Men and a Toy

“Oh no, this is so indecorous of me,” Chloe hissed when she was brought to a stop in front of yet another door. She paused before letting out what she really thought of her behavior. “I’m acting like nothing more than a common whore.”

“As a lady should in the bedchamber,” the woman replied. “You have to let go of all reservations in there and enjoy being a harlot for your husband.”

“But this is truly sinful,” Chloe went on in a hushed rasp of breath. “Count Armstrong is not my husband.”

“No..., he is mine,” the woman said. “So take what he likes to watch me with and be the wanton whore he wants for this one night.”

The jaw-dropping revelation left Chloe in a stunned bewilderment. She barely even registered her fingers being wrapped around the phallic object to make her take it.

“You’re, you’re…,” she finally spluttered, but the door was opened before she got the chance to finish speaking.

A hand on her shoulder pushed her inside the room and she was suddenly confronted with a similar scene to earlier in the evening. This was no study though and she wasn’t about to put pen to paper. It was a bedchamber in which she would be required to play the debauched games a known gadabout would ask of her. The sudden panic made her spin around, but a last glimpse of Countess Armstrong’s smile was all she got before the door slammed shut.

Reaching out, she grabbed the doorknob. It was obviously being held from the outside because she couldn’t turn it. That a wife had sent her into a husband’s bedchamber made the situation all the more surreal. She could barely believe what she’d involved herself in, but her scrambling efforts to open the door came to an end when she heard a comment.

“I see you have the toy,” Count Armstrong said.

Chloe let go of the doorknob to turn and face him. He was not the only man in the room, however, and she was all too aware that the four others who’d witnessed the signing of the agreement were also in attendance. She could barely get a breath as her angst exploded, but that thrill of being the center of attention played on her mind again. It felt utterly immoral that she could have such an emotion, but she couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there.

“Impressive, isn’t it,” Count Armstrong said as he approached her.

It made her look down at what she held. That it had been put in her hand by his wife was beyond belief, but there was suddenly no taking her eyes from the carved dildo. Memories of being with the stable lad flitted through her mind.

The toy was fashioned in the shape of a man’s engorged penis although there was no doubt what she held was bigger than the one erection she’d touched in her life. She could feel the slipperiness on the shaft. It made her want to toss the lubricated dildo on the floor, but she stopped herself from doing so.

A grip on her free hand sent a jolt of what felt like quivering tension through her body and her gaze shot up to the man standing before her. Their eyes met for a brief instant before she nervously looked around the room to take in the scene she’d put herself in. It was only when she returned her attention to Count Armstrong that she spoke in a hushed voice.

“You told me no man but you would touch me.”

“And that promise will be held true,” Count Armstrong replied before glancing around. “These men will not lay one finger on you, but they are free to enjoy the show you give.”

“But…”

“You agreed to do as I wished for one night,” Count Armstrong cut in. “I understand you are apprehensive, but it’s not all you are feeling is it?”

Chloe’s lips tightened together as she dropped her gaze. She wasn’t about to admit to the frisson of excitement that had lit up in her body, but she didn’t need to. Her reaction was not overt, but she was sure the signs were something an experienced man could read.

All the men in the room were mature and experienced although the only one she knew was Count Armstrong. That made what she was doing all the more scandalous to her. She had no wish to become acquainted with any of the other men, but their murmur of anticipation was all too obvious. They wanted a show and fully expected her to now give it.

Her heartbeat raced faster as a tight grip on her wrist led her across the room to the bottom of a single bed. She was made to face the other men in the room and shivered when Count Armstrong moved right behind her. She was acutely aware of how close he was and his lips brushed against her hair when he leaned in.

“Please,” she let out and closed her eyes. “I am a lady.”

The grazing caress of lips on her ear startled her, but she was all too conscious of a stronger rush of exhilaration. The thought sprang into her mind that she was acting in a truly shameful manner and it felt almost unreal.

“Were you a lady with a common stable lad?” Count Armstrong whispered and let out a gruff chuckle. “Let those feelings come over you again.”

Chloe closed her eyes when lips grazed against the sensitive skin of her neck. The prick of heat between her thighs grew stronger as fingers grasped at the material of her nightdress.

“Please,” she repeated and her voice came out in a husky rasp as her breathing grew more ragged.

The material was eased off her shoulders and she instinctively lifted her hands to stop her breasts being bared. There was no stopping the smooth, pale skin on her back becoming exposed as her nightdress was pulled lower. Tension really took hold to make her stand stiffly while a disgraceful moment she never expected to experience in her life played out in almost slow motion.

Soft kisses trailed along her bare shoulder and her legs weakened as unspeakable emotions she had no control over came to life. Fingers brushed down the pretty curve of her spine to make her back arch. It made her look self-consciously over her shoulder at the man behind.

“No other man will touch you,” Count Armstrong whispered. “You have my solemn vow on that. Our desires are only to worship the perfect form of a young, beautiful goddess. And you are perfect. Just remember, the more you excite us, the quicker this will be over for you. Now let go of your nightdress.”

Chloe felt a harder tug, but she clung on to the white material as thoughts tumbled through her mind at breakneck speed. She desperately wanted to save her home and spare her father the ignominy of his foolish actions bringing down more scandal on the family. Giving in would put her reputation on the line, however, and she wasn’t sure how she’d cope with such an affair being made public. At the same time, there was no pretending she wasn’t becoming aroused by the situation she found herself in. It left her in a confused torment.

“Oh god,” she let out under her breath and rocked her head back.

More kisses slid along her shoulder and she started to loosen her grip on the nightdress. There was no choice. That’s what she tried to tell herself, but she knew it wasn’t the only reason she submitted to the will of an older man. A glance across the room showed the excitement on the faces of the others watching the scene unfold.

It wasn’t only their expressions she looked at. Her gaze was inexorably drawn lower to a sight that got her in trouble before. The vivid memory of seeing the bulge in the stable lad’s breeches loomed large in her mind. It had sparked curiosity, excitement, arousal and she’d succumbed to those feelings. She hadn’t been able to stop herself and could feel it happening again.

“So indecorous,” she murmured to mirror the words she’d spoken when she stood at the door of the bedchamber.

She let go of the white material to let it be pulled down, but got one arm across her chest and the other hand in front of her crotch to retain a modicum of decency. It was a crumb of comfort though. The nightdress slid all the way down her legs to pool around her feet and it left her standing as naked as the day she was born. She couldn’t bring herself to look at the four men now. There was no doubt they were enjoying the pretty sight which had been presented to them, however.

Hands came around her chest from behind to pull her arm away and she looked down to the way her breasts were cupped. Kisses pressed on her neck as the fluttering caress of Count Armstrong’s thumbs brushed across her nipples. It brought them stiffly erect and each touch sent ribbons of pleasure down between her thighs.

His hands eventually slid lower to grab hers, so he could pull it away from in front of her crotch and she felt the shame of letting herself be so crudely exposed to watching eyes. It made her squeeze her legs tightly together and she looked down to the feather light touch of fingers playing in her neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair.

Everything seemed to crash down on her in that instant when the enjoyment of the touch brought more shame. It wasn’t all she felt. A plethora of irresistibly unruly emotions made her legs tremble and she glanced at the men to see the way they were rubbing their crotches as Count Armstrong’s fingers wiggled between her thighs.

“You are ready,” he whispered in her ear when he pulled the touch away.

She knew what he meant. The flush of moist heat between her thighs was impossible to ignore. It grew stronger when Count Armstrong’s touch trailed across the fluttering muscles of her belly. His hands clasped on her breasts for only a second, but the way his fingers roughly sank into her flesh made her gasp.

The touch pulled away and a shove on her shoulder pushed her right to the bottom of the bed. She was made to get on it and crawled forward to get her head over the pillows. Burying her face in them, she stayed on her belly and it was a few seconds before the stern instruction came.

“Turn over and show us.”

Chloe hesitated for a second before giving in. It got her a sight of Count Armstrong pulling a chair to the bottom of the bed. He set it in place before dropping down on it and she knew what he wanted.

“Forgive me this sin,” she let out under her breath as she squeezed her legs tightly together.

It only let her feel the wetness of her arousal and she closed her eyes as she spread her legs to expose herself fully to watching eyes. The murmur of anticipation grew louder and she was aware that the other men weren’t about to sit on the other side of the room watching.

It made her look and she could do nothing but watch as they moved into position around her. There were two on either side of the narrow bed and she realized just how they were about to enjoy the situation when she saw them unbuttoning their flies. Her gaze flitted to Count Armstrong, but he wasn’t about to intervene.

The meeting of their gazes showed his excitement and she remembered the words of his wife. He likes to watch to become aroused. It wasn’t just her putting on a performance with the dildo that he wanted to enjoy though and her gaze flitted around four stiffly rigid erections being pulled through the gaps in dark trousers. She wanted to look away, but curiosity kicked in and she found it impossible to stop gawping.

It brought vivid memories of her encounter with the stable lad. This was different though. She wasn’t going to touch these men, or them her. It was a voyeuristic game and not only them watching her. She stared at thick, bulging veins stretching along male members that were stiffly erect because of her. There was no two ways about it. The men were aroused for her naked figure and a quick glance showed that every one of them was staring between her spread thighs.

It should have disgusted her, should have made her want to flee the room that five men were so brazenly ogling her most intimate spot. She couldn’t though and the inconvenient truth was that she didn’t want to. The thrill of putting herself in such an unladylike situation was there and to pretend otherwise would only be lying to herself.

Her head rolled from side to side as she watched the men take hold of their erections and begin masturbating to the sight of her pretty curves. It was the gruff sound of Count Armstrong’s voice that made her look to the bottom of the bed again.

“Use the toy,” he ordered.

Chloe had almost forgotten about what she held, but mention of the smooth, wooden dildo made her grip tighten around it. Count Armstrong had not followed the lead of the others by exposing himself to her, but there was no doubt he was becoming aroused. His hand was in his lap and it was clear he was groping his manhood.

“Show them what they want,” he barked.

The elation in his voice was clear to hear. Chloe squirmed around as she got her hand between her thighs and her muscle began to spasm when she stroked the tip of the toy along her tight slit. The way her actions attracted every eye in the room felt so indecent, but that didn’t take away from the excitement.

Before she could stop herself, she lifted her head to get a view of what she was doing and the flush of heat exploded on her cheeks when she heard the growling chuckle. It made her look to the bottom of the bed and her eyes met with Count Armstrong’s.

“See how wild the mere sight of you can drive a man,” he said as he groped himself through his trousers.

Chloe looked around the others. They were masturbating with more gusto as they watched the way she trailed the tip of the phallic toy along the soft folds of her flushed labia. It made her spread her legs wider. She was being the whore Count Armstrong wanted and the wanton feeling of liberation was intoxicating in a way she couldn’t even begin to comprehend. She didn’t know she had it in her to be so promiscuous, but she gave in to more instructions.

“Inside,” Count Armstrong growled.

The fluttering tremors of Chloe’s thigh muscles grew stronger as she pushed a little harder. The breath caught in her throat as the pleasure of spreading her plump labia made her back arch. She couldn’t stop looking at the way the men’s fingers stroked along their erect, throbbing members and she could hear the gasping sound of their excitement as they pushed themselves closer to losing control.

It brought memories of the stable lad doing the same and the outcome of that played on her mind. He’d begged her to pull up her dress to show the smooth skin of her thighs. She was doing more than that now. Every inch of her body was bare and on show to a group of strangers and the thrill of being so immodest pushed her on.

Her back arched tighter as the slippery head of the toy stretched her vagina open. The spasms it triggered made her inner muscles grip around the thick girth of the dildo and her mouth opened wide as she slid more of it inside.

“Keep going,” Count Armstrong encouraged.

Chloe let out a whimper as she eased the big toy further into her slick depths. It felt both depraved and delicious to commit such an obscene, sexual act in the presence of men. That she didn’t even know four of them made it all the more deviant, but she could feel the hot arousal taking a more powerful hold on her body. Her virtue wouldn’t be so pure when the night ended. She knew that, but there was no stopping now.

She closed her legs tightly when the full length of the toy violated her. The fluttering spasms of her thighs were there for all to see, but they wanted more. At least, Count Armstrong did and he was leading the way.

“Spread your legs and use it,” he ordered.

Chloe’s buttocks clenched tightly as she slowly parted her legs to put herself on display again. Her fingers clasped tighter around the base of the toy and she couldn’t hold in the groan when she eased it almost all the way out then stroked it back in. The juddering movements of her hips were uncontrollable as her world became the hot sensation between her thighs.

She recalled the stable lad’s thick manhood entering her, but the threat of becoming with child had made her end the moment. There was no need to worry about pregnancy now, however. All modesty had been shed and it was the hot grip of desire that filled her veins in a way that made her act even more outrageously.

The other men began to encourage her in hoarse gasps while she stroked the thick dildo deep into her pussy. She saw the way it made them masturbate in an even more frenzied lust for her bawdy, indecent behavior and she was in thrall to the power she seemed to have over them. It made her spread her legs wider still as she pleasured herself with the toy until she heard the desperate groan of one of the men to her left.

Turning her head showed him step forward as he dragged his fingers to the very base of his erection. His knees settled on the edge of the bed as he got himself in position and the sudden thick burst of cum which erupted from the small slit in his manhood made her squeal. The sticky streak splashed across her breasts and was followed in quick succession by more.

The sight of her naked body being so crudely defiled seemed to spur the other men on. She let out a whimpering gasp as she drove the dildo all the way into her quivering depths then closed her legs tightly. Her inner muscles rippled around the thick girth of the toy to make her tremble as she watched the last of the cum shooting from the man to her left.

His strong release had barely ended when she heard another guttural groan. This time it was a man to her right who took himself to the edge of a climax. He got his knees settled on the side of the bed and Chloe was aware of the other two doing the same thing. She closed her eyes for a second, but the burst of semen splattering across her belly made her look as all three men brought themselves to a finish in quick succession.

Her shrieks rang out as she came under assault from older men reveling in the thrill of emptying their heavy balls all over her. Thick, streaming globules of creamy white rained down on her defenseless, naked figure as the men gave her everything and there was no doubting how excited they were as they ruggedly stroked their erections until they’d expended every last drop of cum on her.

She could feel it on her thighs, her belly, her breasts and neck and knew she should be utterly repulsed. The mortification of not having that feeling was raw and she grimaced as the men moved back on shaky legs.

“You’ve made her pretty, don’t you think?” Count Armstrong said.

Chloe heard the murmur of agreement and was fully aware of the leering gazes of all five men taking in her cum-drenched appearance. She parted her thighs to drag the dildo out, but snapped her legs together and closed her eyes to take away the sight of the men as they continued to feast their eyes on her dirtied body.

The quiet murmur of voices came to her after a short while and it was followed by the sound of the door opening. It made her open her eyes to the sight of the four men who’d just masturbated over her leaving the room.

She knew it wasn’t the end of things though. Not by any stretch of the imagination. As Count Armstrong approached the bed, she could see the bulge in his trousers. There was no doubt he was thoroughly aroused by what he just witnessed. All she could do was wait when he came to a stop and looked down at her. The silence stretched out, but it wasn’t broken by his voice.

A loud knock made them both look towards the door. It opened to reveal Countess Armstrong. Her expression remained neutral as she entered the room, but a smile played on her lips when she came to a stop beside her husband.

“Your friends enjoyed her performance,” she said.

“She gave them a good show,” Count Armstrong replied as he moved around to the bottom of the bed.

He picked up Chloe’s discarded nightdress and gave it to his wife when he moved back beside her.

“I’ll get her cleaned up and bring her back to you,” Countess Armstrong said and turned her attention to Chloe. “Come with me.”

A grip on Chloe’s wrist made her slide to the side of the bed, so she could rise to her feet. The gamut of emotions in her mind left her in turmoil as she was led across the room. She glanced back to see Count Armstrong’s intense gaze on her and it sent a shiver down her spine as she was pulled out to the hallway.


A Lady and a Bathtub

“Those unutterable beasts,” Countess Armstrong said when she closed the door of the bathroom and turned the lock. The breathless excitement in the words was at odds with the harsh message they appeared to convey and it seemed clear that she thought no such thing about her husband’s friends.

A glance down showed Chloe what they’d left on her naked skin and lifting her gaze showed it wasn’t only her looking.

“Sit, sit,” Countess Armstrong said.

A gentle shove on Chloe’s shoulder pushed her back and her legs knocked against the side of the cast-iron, claw foot tub. Sitting down on the edge let her feel the warmth of the steam rising from the water on her naked skin. However, she knew she wasn’t about to get into it straight away when hands pressed down on her knees to hold her in place.

“All four of them,” Countess Armstrong said almost to herself as her gaze took in Chloe’s appearance. “Did they at least let your finish before they took advantage of your delectable figure?”

“I…,” Chloe said, but Countess Armstrong’s gaze coming to hers ended her words.

Not that she wanted to answer the question, but she didn’t need to.

“Men can be selfish when the beast inside takes control of their actions,” Countess Armstrong said. “Their manhood becoming engorged takes all other thoughts from their minds as it becomes fevered with lust. All that matters is to ejaculate. They hunger for it like nothing else on earth and, as you just found out, they have no consideration whatsoever for the needs of a woman.”

Chloe looked down to fingers brushing across her midriff. It was something Countess Armstrong’s husband had done not long before although her skin had been clean on that occasion. The touch now slid through the thick streaks of creamy white which coated her skin and a shiver trickled down her spine.

“Let me clean it off,” she pleaded.

“You understand the danger of this,” Countess Armstrong said when she held up her sticky fingers to show the semen on them.

“Yes,” Chloe said. “I told you already that I know the facts of life.”

“It can be the ruin of you,” Countess Armstrong went on and rubbed her fingertips together.

“It already is,” Chloe wailed as she looked down at her cum-streaked skin.

“Not so,” Countess Armstrong said. “No one outside this apartment will ever hear of this. I can assure you of that. Within these walls you have a chance to let your inner whore out and I sense a kindred spirit in you.”

“No, it’s not true,” Chloe whined, but her rebuttal was met with a wicked laugh.

Countess Armstrong reached out and it was only when the dildo was pulled from Chloe’s hand that she realized she still held it.

“This is safer until you are wed,” Countess Armstrong said and held up the toy. “It gives the feel of what a man is like, without the danger of an unfortunate calamity happening that might very well leave your reputation in the gutter. Did you like being watched with it?”

Chloe screwed up her face and heard another laugh that made her cringe.

“Intoxicating isn’t it,” Countess Armstrong said. “To have that intense attention solely on you and see the stirring effect it has. Each man watching you was likely having fantasies that it was their manhood violating your cupid’s cloister and not this.”

Another shiver trickled down Chloe’s spine. The vulgar slang for her vagina was something she knew, but to hear if falling from the lips of a woman shocked her. There was no doubt what she’d just been told was true, however. She’d watched the effect she had on the men and saw the way they looked between her thighs as she’d used the toy. It had excited her more than she cared to admit although she was of no mind to reveal this.

“It’s frustrating to have the arousal without a release though,” Countess Armstrong went on.

Chloe resisted the grip on her knees, but it was too strong and she grimaced when she was exposed again. This time it was not the lascivious gaze of a man on her though.

“This is unseemly,” she gasped. “We...”

“I can help,” Countess Armstrong interrupted. “Give you the satisfaction and relief that a man will likely not.”

“Please,” Chloe whined, but there was no stopping the smooth tip of the dildo brushing across her flushed labia. “Your husband promised no one else would touch me.”

“He promised no other man would touch you,” Countess Armstrong let out in a hoarse rasp.

Chloe tensed when the soft caress of fingertips played on her skin. and there was no hiding the slickness of her arousal. The touch made her hips judder and she bit her lip hard to hold in the whimper that almost came out. Her hands clutched at the side of the tub she was perched on when her knees were shoved indecently wide apart.

The quiver was there in her thigh muscles again as the thick head of the toy stretched her open. It wasn’t her sliding it in now though. She was letting herself be violated by another woman. Looking up at the ceiling made her neck stretch out and she could feel the pulsing throb in her veins as the touches brought on a hot-blooded flush of arousal. It felt wrong, so wrong, but ignited a pressure between her thighs as she let herself be debased in a manner she could never have imagined.

The caress of lips on her sticky belly made her cry out and she looked down to the sight of kisses trailing lower. That her skin was dirtied with the semen of four men appeared to be no discouragement. The dildo was stroked all the way inside her and her body responded to the attention. She wanted to beg for an end to it, while desperately craving a release from the sexual tension that was now more potent than even that which she experienced with the stable lad.

“Please, please,” she whimpered although she had no real clue what she was begging for.

It didn’t matter anyway. Countess Armstrong was taking control and she could taste her husband’s friends on lithe curves. There was suddenly no controlling her desires. They took hold to make her act on impulse. Flicking out her tongue, she trailed it down to plumply swollen lips.

The whimpers of an innocent girl spurred her on to act in an ever more lewd manner. She used her tongue to tease a swollen clitoris out of its hiding spot and rasped licks across it. At the same time, she began stroking the dildo into tight, virginal pussy.

The hunger to show an innocent girl the pleasure of a feminine touch took hold and it was her mind that was now fevered. It made her actions rougher still as she played. The hot arousal it ignited made her squeeze her plump thighs tightly together, but she was content for her pleasure to wait. The night was far from over and there would be plenty of time to use the toy on herself, so she concentrated her efforts on the pretty, young lady in her grasp.

Chloe clasped her fingers tighter on the edge of the tub to hold herself in place. It turned her knuckles white, with quivering spasms rippling through her muscles as the licking grew rougher. A hand pressing hard on her inner thigh spread them wider still as the thick dildo was stroked into her to a quickening pace.

It was unspeakably deplorable to let herself be used in such a ribald manner by an older woman, but her body responded to the attention being so crudely lavished on it. She wanted the touches, needed them with a desperation that shocked her as the pressure between her thighs made her body quiver in delight. The tension when it came made her body stretch out in the final throes of the build-up and she couldn’t hold in her gasping cries.

The sound of them only seemed to encourage the woman between her thighs and the pulsating throb in her clitoris became her world as ravishing licks tormented it until the moment broke to a shuddering orgasm. Her cry was met with the thick dildo being slid all the way inside her vagina and she lost herself to a pleasure like no other.

She could barely keep herself perched on the side of the tub as the licking continued until she couldn’t stand it. Loosening her grip was a mistake she regretted right away as she tried to push Countess Armstrong away. Her bottom slipped back and she let out a squeal as she plunged down into the tub, with the toy still buried inside her.

There was no pulling it out as she thrashed around. It sent water spilling over the side to wet the floor of the bathroom until the tension returned to make her back arch tightly in the last euphoria of the orgasm. Her mouth opened wide as her inner muscles clenched around the thick girth of the toy, but the sensation eventually melted away and she slumped down in the water gasping for breath.

“See how wonderful the release makes you feel,” Countess Armstrong said as she rose to her feet and grabbed a bar of soap from a nearby table. “Now hurry and clean yourself. My husband will be waiting. You must pay the gambling debt to him and him alone now.”

Chloe reached between her thighs to pull out the dildo. It felt mortifying, but the slow withdrawal gave flutters of pleasure that she could feel in the pit of her belly. Countess Armstrong’s last words put a thought in her mind and there was no holding it in.

“You warned me of the danger of a man’s semen,” she blurted out as she began to clean the stickiness from her skin. “Will the debt being paid include him finishing…”

“My husband is no fool,” Countess Armstrong cut in to stop the question. “He no more needs the burden of unwanted offspring than you do. He will hunger for the feeling of tightness an innocent girl like you can offer, but will not take the risk of a calamity.”

Chloe screwed up her face, but the prickle of heat came between her thighs when she rubbed the bar of soap across her pubic mound. The memory of the stable lad’s manhood inside her was one she often thought of. Using the dildo gave something similar, but it did not compare with the sensation of the erect, throbbing hardness of a man. That such a thought even came to her made her cringe.

“Hurry,” Countess Armstrong urged again and moved to the side of the tub with a large towel. “The time has come.”

Chloe dropped the soap then brought her hands together to scoop up water, so she could splash it across her chest to rinse the bubbly suds away. She did so a few more times before getting her hands on the side of the tub to help as she rose to her feet on shaky legs. The towel was wrapped around her chest before she stepped out of the water and she stood compliantly as she was dried.

“Now put this on,” Countess Armstrong said when she pulled the towel away.

Taking her nightdress, Chloe put it back on and felt the rush of nerves when her wrist was grabbed. It felt like she was nothing more than a pawn being moved around for the pleasure of others. She knew that wasn’t the whole truth though and a flush of guilty embarrassment warmed her cheeks that she was taking enjoyment from the evening. The bathroom door was unlocked and opened to lead her out to the hallway and she was on the move again.


A Debt Paid

“Don’t tell him what occurred between us,” Countess Armstrong said quietly when they came to a stop.

The door they now stood beside in the large apartment was opened before Chloe could say anything. She expected to be pushed inside, as happened earlier in the evening. However, this time her hand was taken to lead her into the room. It made her realize that the show she’d put on had not been in the main bedchamber, which was where she now appeared to be.

It was larger, with an impressive four-poster bed dominating the space. Other pieces of polished, wooden furniture were dotted around the room, with Count Armstrong settled in a high-backed seat beside a fireplace. It reminded her of her visit the night before.

On that occasion she’d been in the lounge and he’d been wearing his bedclothes. He was again, having changed into them although there was no quilted robe this time. It let Chloe see all of the silk pajamas she’d only got a glimpse off previously.

“Go to him,” Countess Armstrong urged and let go.

Chloe hesitated. Her pulse quickened as she looked across the room and it wasn’t until Count Armstrong reached a hand out towards her that she felt compelled to move. The sound of the door closing came to her before she reached him and a glance back showed that Countess Armstrong remained in the room.

It came as a shock, but there was little she could say or do to change things. Signing the agreement to save her home had landed her unceremoniously in the center of a dalliance with a debauched couple. It seemed that part of the deal was a wife watching how a husband took advantage of a young lady. The thought that it was utterly seedy flitted through her mind when she came to a stop beside Count Armstrong, but she couldn’t pretend she hated it and that made her cheeks glow redder with embarrassment.

Her hand was taken to pull her down onto the arm of the high-backed seat straight away and it sparked more memories of her previous visit to the apartment. She’d been seated in a similar manner when she gave in to questioning about her encounter with the stable lad and revealed secrets that should have remained hidden. She was about to give Count Armstrong a lot more than secrets now though.

His grip tightened on her wrist and she let out a squeal as she was pulled down onto his lap. The tumescence of his manhood was all too apparent and no amount of squirming could get her in a position where the hardness was not pressing against her pert derriere. It seemed the delay between the end of her show and her return had done nothing to cool Count Armstrong’s ardor and her movements only seemed to ignite a stronger throbbing.

“Did you enjoy putting yourself on display in such a tawdry manner?” he asked when he nuzzled his lips against her ear.

“No,” Chloe retorted and heard the hushed laugh.

“I’ll expect another lie,” he went on. “Did my wife touch you?”

“She bathed me,” Chloe replied and the hot flush of red on her face strengthened.

“Look at her,” Count Armstrong ordered.

Chloe held her breath as she turned her head to look across the room. It got her the sight of Countess Armstrong now sitting, with dress and petticoats being dragged up to reveal plump legs.

“See how she likes what we do,” he went on and let out another hushed laugh. “Illicit desires have taken hold of her and she can’t wait to defile herself with her toy while she watches us.”

“A husband and wife should be true to each other,” Chloe said and averted her gaze from knickers being brought into view.

“Only in a conventional marriage,” Count Armstrong replied. “Ours is not.”

The comment was an understatement to say the least. Chloe wouldn’t have begun to imagine that an older, married couple would indulge in such corrupt behavior. She instinctively grasped at the material of her nightdress when Count Armstrong began easing it up.

“Don’t stop me,” he said when he pressed his mouth against her ear.

The breathless elation in his voice was all too apparent and she knew she was on the verge of becoming a gambler’s pretty prize. She’d already debased herself in ways more shameful than seemed possible, but the main reason why Count Armstrong had made the agreement was now on the offing.

Part of the conversation in the bathroom came back to her about how a man loses his mind when the beast inside takes hold. It seemed Count Armstrong was in such a state. He grabbed at her hand to make her let go of her nightdress, so he could pull the material up and she looked down to the hem sliding up the front of her thighs. It enabled him to get his hand underneath and she could feel the throbbing pulse of his manhood growing fiercer when the touch on her bare thighs made her squirm all the more.

“Please,” she implored and pressed her legs together.

“Don’t deny me,” he urged. “I watched in the other bedroom and saw the way you enjoyed the attention.”

“No, I…”

“Don’t lie,” Count Armstrong interceded.

“You made me do it,” Chloe retorted.

“I did no such thing,” he replied. “You entered our arrangement of your own free will and were contemplating more than saving your home when you put pen to paper. You have the devil in you as much as I or my wife do. I am a man of experience and can sense when a lady enjoys succumbing to her deepest, darkest desires. You can protest all you like, but you will not convince me otherwise.”

Chloe shuddered when his lips played on her neck to send ribbons of pleasure rippling through her body. She hated that what he said had the ring of truth to it. She had acted in a manner unbecoming of a lady and couldn’t pretend it had not been thrilling. It was even more mortifying that the touch of fingers now wiggling against the soft flesh of her inner thighs excited her more than she cared to admit.

It was a shock to her sensibilities that she could act in such a way, but she gave in to churning emotions and parted her legs to let the caress of a married man’s fingers slide closer to her forbidden spot. Count Armstrong tensed and she could feel the way he pushed up to force his engorged member against the softness of her rounded cheeks.

The touch right between her thighs made her gasp when it came, but she sank her teeth into her bottom lip in an attempt to stop any more of her enjoyment showing so obviously. Kisses pressing on the nape of her neck made shivers trickle down her spine and she parted her legs wider when fingers entered her.

“So wet for an indecent touch,” Count Armstrong whispered in her ear. “Did my wife like that?”

Chloe didn’t answer. Mention of the other woman in the room brought the urge to look and she couldn’t stop herself. The shock of seeing legs so widely spread left her reeling, but there was no averting her gaze. Chubby fingers spread soft folds of skin to reveal pretty pink glistening with arousal.

“Oh god,” she murmured as she continued to watch the thick head of the dildo she’d used on herself not long before now being spanked on the exposed clitoris of its owner.

“I think you are so alike,” Count Armstrong said as he slow stroked his fingers into the slick tightness of Chloe’s vagina.

“No,” she gasped and averted her gaze.

“You both like to play for an audience,” Count Armstrong said as he stared across the room at his wife. “And she gives a show every bit as good as yours.”

Chloe closed her eyes and pressed her legs tightly together, but it only served to trap Count Armstrong’s fingers inside her. She could feel them wiggling, the movement sending rivulets of hot pleasure through her veins that made her muscles spasm relentlessly. There was no holding in the gasp that spilled from her lips when she parted her legs again. Her nightdress was pulled higher to expose her and she looked down to the way strong, stiff fingers violated her.

“Please,” she groaned and grabbed Count Armstrong’s wrist.

He let her pull his hand from between her thighs.

“Then you must pleasure me,” he said.

He pushed Chloe to the floor in front of the chair and grabbed at the arms of the seat to lift his bottom up.

“Take them off,” he ordered.

Chloe glanced up to meet his gaze, but didn’t react to his command. She lifted a hand to wipe it across her mouth and looked down to the way the silk material bulged under the pressure of a rampant erection. The curiosity was there again.

“Be the girl he wants,” Countess Armstrong called out.

It made Chloe look across the room to the way the dildo was now being used. It was unbelievable to watch the full, thick length of the toy slipping so effortlessly all the way inside over and over and over again and she found herself mesmerized for a few seconds until another order came from Count Armstrong.

“Do as I say.”

She returned her attention to him and held her breath as she grabbed at the silk material to pull it down. Her gaze alighted on his erection when it came into view. He dropped his bottom back to the seat and she resisted when he grabbed for her hand. It was futile though. Count Armstrong was too powerful and she gave in to his wants.

A shudder ran through her when her fingers were wrapped around hot, hard flesh and it stirred vivid memories of doing so before with a common boy. Touching an older man was every bit as good. She squirmed around as she squeezed tightly and felt the throbbing response it elicited. Her breathing grew labored when Count Armstrong released his grip on her hand, but she didn’t let go and felt the shame of not wanting to.

Fingers tangled in her hair to pull her head closer and she was mesmerized again. This time by a man’s erect penis. Her gaze took in the swollen, shiny head and bulging veins snaking along the thickly engorged shaft. They were there right in front of her face as the grip tightened in her dark locks.

She’d gone as far as stroking the stable lad’s erection to give him pleasure, but knew that would not suffice on this occasion. Count Armstrong clearly wanted more than her hand. He held her in place on her knees between his legs and she succumbed to his desires by planting a kiss in the head of his erection.

“Yes,” he groaned as he slid forward on the seat until his bottom was perched right on the very edge.

“A whore in the bedroom,” Countess Armstrong called.

Chloe’s head spun as she was caught in a dizzying agitation. Count Armstrong’s erection looked so huge close up and she felt the compulsion to give in to the feelings welling up from deep inside. She kissed the tip of his erection again and this time let her lips slide all the way over the head.

His muscles tensed to make his body stretch out as he forced his hips up and the way his erect manhood slipped deeper in Chloe’s mouth panicked her. She tried to back off, but a hand came to the nape of her neck to hold her in place and she closed her eyes tightly as her mouth became nothing more than a plaything for an aroused man.

She was letting herself be defiled like a common whore, with a mix of shame, excitement, arousal and more taking hold. The gut-wrenching emotions were overwhelming, but there was no escaping them. Count Armstrong’s grunts of pure bliss filled the room as he pumped his hips with gusto to revel in the soft warmth of her mouth, but the strain in his muscles finally made him slump down.

“So good,” he gasped in a hoarse rasp.

The hand pulling away from the nape of her neck allowed Chloe to lift her head and it broke the bubbly strings of saliva that stretched out from her lips. She saw the lust in Count Armstrong’s eyes when she met his gaze. He kicked his pajama bottoms off and she was forced to shuffle back when he rose to his feet.

His spit-soaked erection loomed right in front of her face and she couldn’t look away. It didn’t need an order for her to grab hold. She acted on instinct and felt the silky slipperiness of stroking her fingers along his rigid length. It made his legs tremble and he put a hand on her shoulder when she glanced up at him.

“Make sure you wed a man who does this for you,” he said.

“Does what?” Chloe asked.

Her words turned to a squeal when her arm was grabbed to pull her to her feet then across to the bed. She was shoved down on it and watched as Count Armstrong stripped completely naked. Looking across to his wife showed the dildo being used frantically, but her attention turned back to him when he stepped forward.

“Does this,” he said.

Chloe let out another gasping squeal when he grabbed at her nightdress as he crawled onto the bed. She scrambled backwards as the white material was shoved up her legs and her head dropped down on a pillow just as she was exposed. Her back arched when kisses pressed on the bare skin of her belly and she started to squirm as the caress of lips ignited feelings she could not control.

She expected the kisses to slide lower, but that didn’t happen. Instead, the material of her nightdress was pushed higher still until her breasts were bared. Earlier in the evening the touch of Count Armstrong’s thumbs had made her nipples swell. This time it was his mouth teasing and tormenting her and she grabbed at his hair while his head moved back and forth across her chest.

By the time he stopped sucking, her nipples felt so sensitive that the merest brushing caress of his lips on them was enough to make her body arch in pleasure. He grabbed the nightdress again to shove it higher as he crawled up the bed to get his face over hers.

“Take it off,” he told her.

Chloe grabbed the nightdress to drag it off. It left them both completely naked and she tried to turn her head when she saw him duck down. His lips pressed on her cheek, but he tangled his fingers in her hair to make her look up at him and there was no avoiding the kiss on her lips this time. Her breath came out in a rasp when it ended.

“This is your marital bed,” she said.

“My wife is not complaining,” Count Armstrong threw back. “Far from it, as you can see for yourself.”

They both looked to the disheveled state of Countess Armstrong. Her legs were spread wide to crudely expose herself and she continued to masturbate as if her husband being with another woman was the most natural thing in the world. The glistening slickness on her skin was all too obvious as she used her toy to pleasure herself and the sound of her excitement grew louder.

“See how she likes corrupting herself for us to watch,” Count Armstrong said.

The crude words only seemed to make Countess Armstrong quicken the pace at which she used the toy to pleasure herself. Chloe couldn’t take her eyes from the obscenely titillating display. It brought home to her that she’d been showing the very same thing to five men not long before. Not that she’d been able to see as she played with herself. She now could though and watched the way flushed pussy lips gaped to take the width of the thick dildo.

“Did you prefer the feel of that or the stable lad’s manhood?” Count Armstrong asked.

Chloe looked up at the sweaty face over hers. She felt his knee push in between her legs to spread them, so he could get in the missionary position. Her breath came out in ragged gasps as the hardness of his erection rubbed against her inner thigh.

“Your wife told me you would not risk leaving me with child,” she blurted out.

“And neither I will,” he replied.

“But…”

It was all Chloe got out before his lips crushed down on hers. She squirmed around as he maneuvered himself into position to get the tip of his erection pressing against her slick entrance. Her body arched when she felt the penetration. It brought the same panic she felt with the stable lad, but there was no ordering Count Armstrong to pull out. She’d made an agreement to give him what he wanted and he was taking it.

He shoved his hips forward to slide his full length in the tightness of her slick, virginal depths and forced his weight down to pin her in place. She tried to twist her head and it eventually worked to end the kiss. It was a mistake though and she realized that when Count Armstrong pushed himself up on straightened arms.

He started to thrust immediately and it left her in turmoil. She wanted to shout for him to stop, but at the same time despairingly tried to hold in the groans of pleasure as she was violated. The hard strokes of his erection pounding deep made her back arch, with the shouted encouragement of Countess Armstrong making the situation all the more surreal.

Count Armstrong seemed lost to the raw pleasure of the sex and it brought a fear to Chloe that the primal beast inside would overwhelm him until he gave in to it. His thrusts grew more vigorous to slam his body between her spread thighs until the sound of his grunts made her sure that he would release inside her.

He finally slumped down on top of her, with his face in the crook of her neck, however. His breathing was labored as he tried to recover from the exertions, but it wasn’t that which held her attention. She could feel the fierce throb of his manhood inside her and it sent hot shivers through her body. Enjoying the sensation so much only heightened her shame.

“I can feel how much you like it,” Count Armstrong said.

“No, I…” Chloe blurted out, but her attempt at protesting tailed off to a moan when he forced his hips forward to grind against her.

“You can try to say untruths, but your body does not lie,” he said and lifted his head.

Chloe could not look in his eyes and turned her face away from his piercing gaze. It stretched out her neck and his lips came down on it as he started to thrust again. She wanted to lie limply as he took her roughly, but the pleasure made her muscles tense up as he drove his manhood into her like a man possessed until he slumped down once more.

“Please,” she implored. “Take what you want from me as we agreed, but do not risk leaving me with child.”

“As you wish,” Count Armstrong said and pulled out.

He moved back and ducked his head down to get his mouth on her breasts again. Chloe shuddered when a lick across a stiff nipple turned to his lips wrapping around it and she cried out when she felt the gentle bite. She pushed at his head to make him stop, but it only made him move lower.

Kisses trailing across her taut belly made her muscles flutter and she did nothing to stop her legs being shoved apart again. Count Armstrong’s tongue flitted out to slide a wet trail right between her thighs and there was no pushing him away now. Her was like an animal in heat, with the rough rasp of his tongue sliding across her slick mound over and over.

His hands came between her thighs and she groaned as strong thumbs pressed into her flesh to spread her indecently. It exposed sensitive inner skin to the ravages of his tongue and her hips juddered and bucked as she let herself be used indecently.

Count Armstrong stiffened his tongue to slide it inside and shoved his head forward to make Chloe squeal. Her hand touched on his head, but she wasn’t trying to push him away. She was in the throes of arousal and it made him torment her with more roiling licks. Her bottom lifted up from the bed as the grip of tension stiffened her body until she was crying out louder.

He got a thumb to her clitoris to press against it and didn’t let up until she lost all her inhibitions. The way she forced herself against him soaked his lips and he licked frantically to rip the tension from her body in a toe-curling moment of sheer bliss. She couldn’t hold in her gasping cries as she writhed around on the bed, but she finally wriggled away from him to make the oral sex end.

When he got up to all fours, she snapped her legs shut. It was only then that he heard the sound of his wife’s excitement and looked across the room. He saw the way she held the dildo deep as shuddering convulsions made the chair she sat in rattle. Their eyes met and her voice was hoarse when she spoke.

“Finish it.”

Count Armstrong returned his attention to Chloe to see the way she lay limply on the bed. He grabbed his erection to start masturbating and she expected him to give her what the other men did earlier in the evening.

She gasped when he let go of his manhood to grab her hip, so he could flip her onto her belly. It made her bury her face in the pillow. He got up to his knees to shuffle into place over her waist, so he could press his thick length into the crease of her ass.

Chloe grabbed at the covers to hold on as he humped against her, but fingers dug into her rounded cheeks to spread them and the sudden realization of just how things were about to end made her start thrashing around frantically.

“Please, you cannot,” she groaned as the thick head of Count Armstrong’s erection was forced against her tiny, puckered hole.

“You told me I could take what I want from you and this way presents no risk of pregnancy,” he said. “Let me show you how good it can be.”

“Oh god, you’re making me such a whore,” Chloe groaned.

“Embrace it,” Count Armstrong urged. “A husband will love you all the more for your willingness to please.”

Chloe turned her head to look across the room to see the way she was being watched.

“The only way to know what you like is to try,” Countess Armstrong said and got to her feet on trembling legs.

She moved across the room to the side of the bed before speaking again.

“Show her,” she urged her husband.

Her gaze went to the way in which the tip of his manhood began to stretch open a tight, virgin asshole. The sound of his groans filled the room as he gripped his erection just below the head to force it forward.

The rush of pleasure it gave shocked Chloe to the core. She couldn’t imagine she would feel that way to be defiled in such a degrading manner. It wasn’t the first time she’d thought that on an evening which would long live in the memory and she gave in to what she needed to do to save her home.

Trembling spasms afflicted her thighs as the pulsing resistance of her sphincter was overcome and, suddenly, she was being entered easily. She buried her face back in the pillow and grabbed at the covers to hold on as Count Armstrong’s weight pressed down on her. She didn’t know if it was husband or wife that spanked a hand on her bottom, but the fluttering contractions it ignited in her muscles turned hot pain to pleasure in a way that left her writhing around.

She felt the movement of the mattress when hands came down on either side of her body. Count Armstrong’s grunts of elation filled the room as he forced himself against her, but the sound was almost drowned out when the loud, shouted encouragement of his wife made him start thrusting. Chloe was in no doubt the beast inside had taken control of him as he drove forward harder and faster to take her roughly and the pleasure it gave her felt truly shameful.

She bit down on the pillow as he used her and hated that her body responded in a way she could not control to the excitement of being ravished in such a sordid manner. His thrusts became even more animalistic as carnal lust brought hot pressure to his loins that needed to be released.

It made him drive forward in a relentless onslaught until the moment finally came. His body arched tightly in a final split-second of quivering, pelvic tension at which he could not stop the inevitable. He thrust his hips hard one final time to bury his full length in the tight softness of Chloe’s virgin hole and rapid-fire contractions set him off.

The gut-wrenching spurts of cum which erupted filled his veins with a pleasure like no other and he forced his hips forward to hold his erection deep. Chloe’s gasping whimpers excited him all the more as his climax rose to a peak that emptied his balls and he felt drained when the strong release finally came to a shuddering end.

He slumped down in a heap on top of her and he could feel the pulsing grip of her anal muscles around his still-erect manhood. The rush of relaxation that followed took his power and he finally pulled out then rolled to the side to lie beside her on the bed.

“I think you’ve found yourself a whore in the bedchamber,” Countess Armstrong said.

Chloe wanted to deny it, but knew she could not. She’d fulfilled her part of the agreement and given Count Armstrong what he wanted by acting like a common whore. The shame took hold once more as the pleasure of forbidden sex died away, but she knew the debauched couple would probably try to tempt her to their home again. The truth of the matter was that she didn’t know what she would do when the invitation came.
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