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Bartholomew leaned closer to the window of the carriage, while holding the curtain a little aside to inspect the view. The passing scenery was unfamiliar to him and brought the notion that the Sunday afternoon jaunt was about something more than the meal he just enjoyed.

Stopping at a tavern during an outing with his Uncle John wasn’t exactly unusual. In fact, it happened more often than not when he visited for the weekend although they typically returned home straight afterwards. That did not appear to be happening on this occasion and he wasn’t sure why.

“Do you have some business to attend to, Uncle John?” he asked when he let the curtain fall back in place.

He saw the gaze come to him and put a smile on his face.

“An old friend,” John replied. “I promised them I’d make a visit.”

That was something which had definitely not taken place previously although Bartholomew wasn’t particularly troubled by the information. His uncle had a multitude of friends and he’d been introduced to a few of them. However, that was generally when they visited the house during one of his weekend stays. Traveling to meet one was out of the ordinary.

“Is it an important matter or purely leisure?” he asked.

“It’s a matter of education,” John answered and smiled.

Bartholomew frowned. It wasn’t a response he expected, but he didn’t get the chance to quiz his uncle about it when he was asked a question.

“How are the preparations for the big day coming along?”

“They are…, in hand, shall we say,” Bartholomew replied and made a show of rolling his eyes.

“Your mother, I take it,” John said in an amused voice.

“Both mothers,” Bartholomew went on. “They seem to be more joyous about the upcoming marriage than Elizabeth and I. The pair of them have become inseparable and, I think, are having the time of their lives arranging the event.”

“It’s the way of the world,” John said. “From the stories I’ve heard, your mother has been like that since she was a little girl. Always wanted to be the one who organized the running of the household apparently.”

“Well, she and Elizabeth’s mother certainly have taken to planning a wedding.”

“And how are you coping with your impending nuptials?” John asked.

“We are still six months away from the event, but I’m doing what is needed,” Bartholomew replied.

“What your mother tells you,” John teased gently.

“Well, that concisely sums up the situation I have to admit,” Bartholomew answered a little sheepishly. “She presently has me undertaking a weekly dance lesson with a tutor to make sure I can cope with the spotlight when the time comes.”

“What else?”

Bartholomew let his head loll back for a second or two before returning his attention to his uncle.

“I’ve been taken for the first fitting of my outfit, have selected my groomsmen and chosen the marriage bands.”

“Sounds like you have things in hand for the big day,” John said.

Bartholomew gave a quick shrug of the shoulders before responding.

“There are other things I need to attend to, but I’m sure I will be swiftly informed if I do not have things in hand.”

His eyes narrowed when he caught sight of a smile that could only be described as devious.

“And what of the wedding night?” John went on. “Are you prepared for that?”

It was impossible for Bartholomew to hold the gaze fixed on him and there was no stopping the flush of red which warmed his cheeks. He wasn’t sure quite how to respond, but it wasn’t him who broke the slightly awkward silence.

“Has your father spoken to you?” John asked.

Bartholomew kept his gaze fixed on the floor of the carriage and let out a slow breath while flexing his fingers. It did little to take away the sudden prick of unease that welled up. Matters of the bedroom was a topic he’d given much thought to as his wedding approached. In truth, it was something he’d contemplated more than he cared to admit since coming of age. He definitely was not comfortable discussing the matter, however, and tried to avoid it. That was impossible on this occasion as the carriage ride continued.

“Not really,” he eventually let out timidly. “He, umm, gave me…”

His face took on a strained appearance as he struggled to finish the sentence although in the end he didn’t have to when his uncle did it for him.

“The Copulation Compendium.”

A mere mention of the name made Bartholomew gulp down a heavy breath. It felt foolish to be so uptight and uncomfortable, but there was no pretending he was not. He tilted his head from side to side to try and relieve some of the stiff tension, but the movement didn’t really help.

“Yes,” he said quietly.

“We all get it,” John said.

Bartholomew lifted his gaze to the half-amused expression on his uncle’s face, but again he didn’t have to say anything.

“Produced by Great-Grandpa Victor by all accounts and handed down through the generations,” John went on.

“You were a recipient?”

“Oh yes,” John said in a laughing voice. “It’s a tradition. All males in the Cargill lineage or those lucky fellows who marry into the family are offered a copy of the compendium in the lead up to the big day.”

Each passing second heightened Bartholomew’s embarrassment and he shifted uncomfortably on the seat as memories of his father handing over the large book came to him. He wasn’t sure which of them had been more abashed in the silence that followed. It had been an intensely awkward experience. He’d eventually mumbled his gratitude and it brought the meeting to an end.

“Have you looked through it?” John asked.

Bartholomew grimaced as he shook his head.

“Nor did I,” John said and paused for a second before speaking again. “There are other ways in which a gentleman can become familiar with the acts of sexual congress.”

The flush of heat on Bartholomew’s cheeks grew stronger. His relationship with his uncle had always been more open and cordial that that which he enjoyed with his father. It didn’t extend to discussions of a carnal nature though. That the subject had been raised at all mortified him. The comment instilled a curiosity in him, however, but the chance to say anything more was taken away by the call of the carriage driver.

“Almost there, sir.”

“Ah, excellent,” John replied and reached out to pull on the curtain covering the window.

Bartholomew did the same and caught a glimpse of the high walls of the property that came into view.

“It looks like your friend has done well for themselves,” he said.

“Yes,” John replied.

There was no more forthcoming from his uncle, so Bartholomew returned his gaze out of the window. He set his attention on the huge, wrought-iron gates of the estate. A circular emblem in the center of the decorative bars showed two letters intertwined.

“What does C and H stand for?” he asked.

“They are the initials of the owner’s name,” John replied and closed the curtains.

Bartholomew did the same, but he was given no more information. The discussion they’d been having before the carriage driver’s interruption came back to him. He was in no hurry to return to the subject of conjugal rights, however, and felt the relief that his uncle seemed in no mind to do so either.

“Are we staying long?” he asked.

“As long as it takes,” John answered and smiled.

It was another puzzling response that Bartholomew didn’t understand. He wasn’t quite sure what to say, so remained silent. Before long, the carriage began to slow down and he leaned across to look out of the window once more. It got him a glimpse of the huge gates opening to let them pass through and he prepared himself for the meeting with his uncle’s friend.

***

The crunch of the wheels on the gravel surface of the long, tree-lined driveway ended when the carriage came to a stop beneath the covered portico of the large mansion. The waiting butler immediately stepped forward to open the door of the vehicle and Bartholomew gave a nod of thanks for the assistance when he stepped down. His uncle was quick to follow and the door was closed.

“If you follow me,” the butler said. “Lady Camilla is waiting for you in the drawing room.”

“Just give me a second,” John replied and moved to the front of the carriage.

The driver leaned down and Bartholomew didn’t quite catch the hushed conversation between the two men. Not that it bothered him too much. It was likely nothing more than instructions on how long the stay might last and when they would depart. The discussion ended quickly and John came back.

“If you follow me,” the butler repeated then led the way inside the impressive vestibule of the property.

Two large cherub statues stood guard on either side of the entrance, with small pictures of lush landscapes decorating the wood-panel walls. A narrow stretch of patterned carpet laid out on the polished wooden floor dampened the sound of their footsteps as they made their way along it to pass through an archway which took them into the main part of the downstairs area. At the far end of it stood a double staircase leading to the upper floors of the property although they didn’t walk all the way to it.

The butler came to a stop at a door and knocked before opening it to walk inside. John followed into the large drawing room first, with Bartholomew bringing up the rear and his gaze fixed on the person they’d come to see. The comment on the driveway that Lady Camilla was waiting had informed him their host for the afternoon was a woman, but there was still a modicum of surprise to who he found himself looking at.

Lady Camilla looked to be in her mid-to-late forties. At least, that was the impression Bartholomew drew from the strands of silvery grey in her otherwise light brown hair and the laughter lines creasing her attractive face. A large, red shawl draped around her shoulders hung down to cover the gown she wore as she sat ramrod straight in a chair beside a small, round table. The outfit disguised her figure somewhat although it was clear she was of generous proportions.

“Your guests have arrived,” the butler said. “Shall I ask Mary to serve the afternoon tea presently?”

“Yes, please do,” Lady Camilla answered in a cut-glass accent as she rose to her feet.

Nothing happened until the butler walked out of the room, with Bartholomew left standing awkwardly when his uncle crossed the carpeted floor. The greeting he witnessed was more effusive than he expected and the familiarity between John and Camilla took him aback a little.

“Camilla, it is such a delight to see you,” John enthused when he took her gloved hand to bring it to his lips with a flourish.

“I can say the same about you,” she replied with a smile as her fingers were kissed. “Although you have been remiss in coming to see me lately. How is your dear wife?”

“She is doing well,” John replied. “And how are you?”

“All the better for having some company,” Lady Camilla answered. “This must be your nephew.”

Bartholomew bristled uneasily when the gazes of the other two fixed on him. The fact that Camilla knew he was John’s nephew seemed to indicate she’d been forewarned of his attendance.

“Yes,” John said. “Let me introduce you to Lord Bartholomew Cargill.”

A gesture of the hand from his uncle got Bartholomew moving to cross the room, so he could join them.

“Bartholomew, this is my dear friend, Lady Camilla Henderson,” John went on.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, ma’am,” Bartholomew said.

He took the gloved hand held out to him, but wasn’t about to follow his uncle’s lead and kiss it. That would be too forward, so he simply bowed his head to show his respect.

“Please,” Lady Camilla said. “Do take a seat.”

She dropped back down on the chair she’d occupied when they entered the room. Bartholomew waited for his uncle to take a seat then stepped over to the last chair at the table to sit down.

“How was your trip?” Lady Camilla asked.

“Pleasant,” John answered, with a smile. “It’s a lovely day to be out.”

“Yes,” Lady Camilla agreed. “I took some air this morning to enjoy the sunshine.”

Bartholomew sat rigidly as he listened to the small talk continue. It was finally interrupted by a knock and he looked to see the door opening. The butler came in sight, but didn’t enter. Instead, he moved aside to let a young woman in a maid’s outfit step inside the room. She came over to the small table to set down the tray she carried.

“Shall I pour, Miss?” she asked.

“Yes,” Lady Camilla replied.

There was silence as the maid set the porcelain cups out on the table in front of them then picked up the large teapot. She placed a silver strainer atop each cup before pouring the tea and set down the pot when she finished.

“Is there anything else, Miss?” she asked after taking a step back.

“I’ll take my evening meal upstairs today at seven o’clock,” Lady Camilla replied. “Other than that, you can let the staff know they have my permission to unwind for the rest of the day.”

“Thank you, Miss,” the maid replied and smiled before moving back across the room, with the butler closing the door when she left.

“Help yourself to milk and sugar,” Lady Camilla said.

Bartholomew waited for the other two to serve themselves before picking up the milk jug to pour some in his cup. He expected the small talk between his uncle and Lady Camilla to continue, so was caught off guard when a comment was aimed at him to restart the conversation.

“I believe congratulations are in order for your upcoming nuptials,” Lady Camilla said.

“Oh, yes,” Bartholomew blurted out. “Thank you.”

The fact that she knew about his impending marriage struck him as more evidence that his attendance at the meeting wasn’t by accident.

“You must be looking forward to married life,” Lady Camilla went on.

Bartholomew took a sip of tea and answered when he put his cup down.

“Very much so.”

“He’s a lucky fellow,” John chipped in to join the conversation. “His bride-to-be is a very intelligent, sophisticated and beautiful young lady.”

“I’m sure they’ll make a lovely couple,” Lady Camilla said. “How are the preparations going?”

“They are coming along well,” Bartholomew replied. “The mothers of both myself and my betrothed have the arrangements fully in hand.”

“As they should,” Lady Camilla said and smiled. “And how are you coping with your duties?”

The question made the hairs rise on the back of Bartholomew’s neck and there was no shaking off the ripple of unease. He tilted his head to the side and was sure his slight discomfort didn’t go unnoticed. That the conversation was following a similar path to that which he had with his uncle in the carriage had to be a coincidence although he couldn’t quite get himself to believe it.

“I am readily attending to what is required of me,” he replied and picked up the cup to take another sip of tea.

He felt the relief that another question did not follow right away and the slight lull in the conversation gave him the chance to move it on to another topic when he put his cup down.

“You have a beautiful home, Lady Camilla.”

“Thank you, dear,” she said. “Would you like a tour of the place?”

The offer set Bartholomew back on his heels and he let out a stammering response.

“Oh, I…, no, I did not mean, well, to put you to any trouble.”

“It’s no trouble,” Lady Camilla responded, with a smile. “I would only be too pleased to show you around.”

Bartholomew’s jaw flapped open, but no words came out now. His gaze flitted between the other two and the confusion on his face was met with another comment although he gathered straight away that it was not aimed at him.

“You did not inform him?” Lady Camilla asked.

“I thought it better to do so here,” John replied.

Bartholomew watched the conversation, without having the slightest idea what was going on. It added to the puzzling comments he’d heard that afternoon and the situation grew ever more befuddling when their host rose to her feet. He followed his uncle’s lead by doing the same.

“I shall powder my nose,” Lady Camilla said. “It will give you two the chance to converse.”

There was silence in the room as she crossed over to the door to let herself out. Bartholomew turned to look at his uncle when it was just the two of them.

“Take a seat,” John said and dropped down.

Bartholomew remained standing to watch his uncle take a sip of tea.

“Sit,” John repeated when he put the cup back down on the table.

This time, Bartholomew acquiesced to his uncle’s bidding and sat down. He shuffled a little nervously on the chair when he spoke.

“I am at a loss, Uncle John.”

There was a pause as if his uncle was contemplating just what to say.

“I have to confess that I was not entirely truthful with you about the reason we made this visit,” John started.

“Lady Camilla knew I was coming?”

“Yes,” John replied. “She is an old friend of mine and I do visit her on occasions, but this time I had an ulterior motive.”

Bartholomew wasn’t sure quite what to say, but he kept his gaze fixed across the small table.

“I was in the same position as you,” John went on.

The comment made it no clearer to Bartholomew where the discussion was going.

“I, uh…, don’t really know…”

“In the lead up to my own wedding,” John interrupted as way of explanation. “It seems so long ago now, but I remember the feelings.”

Bartholomew opened his mouth, but his uncle’s hand came up to stop him speaking.

“Just listen,” John went on. “You said yourself that your mother had you undertaking lessons with a dance tutor to ensure you are ready when the moment comes on your wedding day.”

“Well, yes,” Bartholomew said, but the remark only deepened his puzzlement.

“The reason I brought you here was to put you in the hands of another tutor who can help ready you for the big day,” John said.

Bartholomew lifted a hand to rub his brow.

“I’m not sure I…”

“A lady is expected to be pure on her wedding night,” John cut in. “That means she will be innocent in the ways of lovemaking. It is therefore incumbent on the gentleman to have an understanding, so both are not so naive.”

Bartholomew’s eyes narrowed for a second until an understanding crashed down on him. He remembered his uncle’s comment in the carriage about there being other ways to learn the acts of sexual congress. The flush of hot embarrassment reddened his cheeks and he was totally at a loss for words. What was apparently being suggested seemed inconceivable and he tried to convince himself he was wrong in what he was thinking.

“Uncle John, you cannot be…,” he eventually stammered, but he was interrupted again.

“Lady Camilla can help you as she helped me,” John said.

“But…, but,” Bartholomew stuttered. “Her husband.”

“Is no longer with us and has not been for a long time,” John said. “He was an elderly gentleman when they met and wed. I was a friend to him and through that met Camilla.”

Bartholomew took a moment, but the unexpected direction of the conversation heightened his unease.

“I am engaged to be married,” he eventually blurted out.

“As was I,” John replied. “I have never been adulterous and wouldn’t dream of acting in such a scurrilous manner. Camilla would not countenance such an arrangement either. I was single when she taught me what I needed to know for my wedding night.”

“Does Aunt Phillipa know of this?”

John shook his head.

“I am taking you into my confidence and trust this matter will remain strictly between us,” he went on. “Any discussions or acts which take place within the walls of this house are to remain here.”

“But our host is a genteel lady of refinement,” Bartholomew said.

“Yes, and don’t you ever forget that,” John said sternly. “I would not countenance any disrespect being shown to a dear friend. But Camilla was not always as you see her here today. It’s up to her if she wants to reveal her storied past, but suffice to say she was not always a lady of refinement. Her life changed immeasurably when she met and married a lord of the manor.”

Bartholomew lifted a hand to rub his brow as he pondered the situation he found himself in. It seemed wrong and he couldn’t quite believe his uncle had put him in it.

“What you are suggesting,” he said. “I cannot.”

“Trust me, no one is forcing you,” John replied. “You can always study the Copulation Compendium. I’m sure that will stand you in good stead on your wedding night when your new bride is looking for you to lead the way.”

The comment made Bartholomew’s lips tighten into a grimace. He wanted things to be perfect with Elizabeth and his uncle’s words put the worry into his head that the night of their first time together might end up being disastrous. Neither of them were experienced and they’d shared no more than a chaste kiss so far. That would be the case right up to the wedding night.

“It’s not right,” he let out in a hushed voice and looked down to his shoes as he shook his head.

“It’s as I told you in the carriage,” John replied. “A matter of education and that’s how you should view it. I believe in the sanctity of marriage and would never condone adultery. However, until such time that you put a ring on the finger of your betrothed, you are a single man. No ifs or buts…, a single man and therefore in position to learn so you can give your bride the wedding night she deserves.”

“And if she finds out what I have done?” Bartholomew asked pointedly when he looked up from the carpet.

“If you take this opportunity, only three people will have knowledge of the events,” John replied. “Do you think I would break that confidence?”

“Well…, no,” Bartholomew admitted.

“Have you ever heard any such rumors about me from a person inside or outside of our family?”

Bartholomew solemnly shook his head.

“Then you can rest assured that Lady Camilla has no more desire for the arrangement to become public than either of us. I promise she is a lady who can be trusted. She has held true to me and I trust she will do the same for you. This day will pass into history and what took place in this house will do the same. No one will ever find out.”

“But…,”

“Not buts,” John interceded. “As I said, no one is forcing you and the choice is entirely yours to make. A chance to sow some wild seeds does not come along very often, however, and Lady Camilla will teach you how to use your virility to pleasure your wife. If you want my esteemed advice, this is an opportunity you should grab hold of with both hands.”

Bartholomew reached out to his cup. The way it rattled against the saucer revealed the tremble in his hand and he was all too aware of the gaze on him while he took a sip of tea. The discussion had set his nerves on edge, but a voice at the back of his head pierced through his angst and he felt himself wavering.

“I am a single man,” he murmured.

“And this can only happen when you are single,” John said. “I know you will be true to Elizabeth when you become man and wife.”

“Yes,” Bartholomew murmured.

The nagging voice in his mind grew louder. He was being offered a way to engage in some practical experience rather than trying to gain an understanding from a compendium he didn’t really want to read.

“Take the opportunity,” John said. “I can speak from experience that it is not something you will regret.”

Bartholomew’s lips tightened together as he came to a decision. The flutter of guilt he experienced was overpowered by a stronger, primal impulse when he glanced across the table and gave a nod of his head to agree to what he could only think to describe as an indecent proposal.

***

Bartholomew came to a stop at the door.

“Maybe this is not such a favorable…,” he said tentatively although left the remark unfinished.

The carriage departing the property with his uncle inside a short while previously had left him alone in the company of Lady Camilla and he’d been surprised that the tour she’d offered actually went ahead. It made him wonder if he was in the midst of an amusing jape or that he’d somehow misinterpreted what had taken place in the drawing room.

The discussion with his uncle about an education for his wedding night had turned to polite conversation about antique furnishings, artwork and architecture with Lady Camilla and he really wasn’t sure what to make of it. Her pride in her home was all too obvious, so he’d done the polite thing and showed an interest. However, he’d remained on edge as he followed her around and she’d eventually led the way up the impressive staircase to the first floor of the property.

The door he now stood at was open to let him see inside the room and spotting the four-poster bed had been the spark that sent his nerves over the edge. Lady Camilla turned to look at him, but he couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze. He almost jumped when she reached out to place a hand on his arm.

“I understand this can be daunting,” she said.

Bartholomew lifted his gaze to hers.

“I’ve never,” he told her.

“I know,” Lady Camilla replied. “That is the very reason you are here. Come in and we can discuss the matter.”

She pulled her hand from his arm, stepped all the way through the open door and gestured for him to follow. Bartholomew still hesitated. He couldn’t quite believe the curious moment he found himself in and it put his thoughts in a state of turmoil.

“Please, come in,” Lady Camilla repeated.

She reached out again to settle a hand on his lower arm, but this time Bartholomew felt the gentle tug. A last look back towards the staircase ended when he gave in and stepped through the door. It was closed and the key turned to lock it.

“Why would you…”

The excruciating embarrassment that welled up stopped Bartholomew finishing another sentence and he gazed fixedly at his feet.

“Your uncle asked for my help,” Lady Camilla said. “This is not something I take lightly, but I understood the need. A gentleman should be well versed in how to treat a young lady on the special occasion of their wedding night.”

Bartholomew lifted his gaze to a pretty smile. The last comment unnerved him all the more and he couldn’t keep the flush of abashment from showing on his face. He spoke without thinking and the words came out before he could stop them.

“My uncle told me you weren’t always a lady of the manor.”

The smile did not waver from Lady Camilla’s face and the remark did not seem to offend her in any way.

“Come and sit,” she said calmly.

A pull on his arm got Bartholomew moving again and he let himself be led across to an upholstered chaise lounge against the wall. He followed Lady Camilla’s lead by sitting down. She seemed completely at ease, which was something he could not say about himself.

“I need you to swear that what is revealed here will not go outside the four walls of this bedchamber,” she said.

“Of course,” Bartholomew blurted out. “I swear.”

Lady Camilla nodded, but remained silent for a few seconds in contemplation of how to start.

“What you see around you now,” she eventually said. “That was not how my existence in the world began. The privilege of being born into a stately home and a secure upbringing was not bestowed on me, unfortunately. Do not get me wrong…, I was loved, but being without money is a struggle that those living in the lap of luxury will never have to face. That became all the more of a problem when my parents died before I was even out of my teens.”

“I’m sorry,” Bartholomew said.

“You’re sweet,” Lady Camilla said and patted his knee. “But I am not relaying this tale to garner your sympathy. It’s merely to give you a flavor of how I came to be where I am. In those desperate days of my youth I needed to find a way to survive, so I took what I had and made use of it.”

An obvious question popped into Bartholomew’s head and he felt compelled to ask it.

“What did you have?”

“Well, for one, I had my wits,” Lady Camilla. “And I also boasted attributes that served me well in the profession I fell into.”

Bartholomew frowned, but the lines faded from his brow when Lady Camilla unwound the shawl from around her neck and set it aside to reveal the pretty black and red, corset-style gown she wore. It left him slack-jawed as he found himself only a foot or so away from voluptuous breasts cupped and lifted by the pretty material.

“Do you like my attributes?” Lady Camilla asked.

The instant effect it had on Bartholomew left him mortified and he realized just how intently he was staring, so averted his gaze.

“I…, I…,” he spluttered.

He froze when Lady Camilla’s hand gripped his chin to make him raise his gaze from the floor.

“You can look,” she said and brushed her fingertips across the expanse of smooth, pale skin the low-cut gown put on show.

Bartholomew was spellbound as he lowered his gaze from her face to the string of pearls which trailed down from around her neck to spill into her buxom decolletage. His interest didn’t go unnoticed and he watched in awe as Lady Camilla deliberately teased her fingers down the strand of lustrous beads. He could already feel the way his swelling manhood strained against the material of his trousers, but there was no looking away.

“I see I have caught the attention of a handsome, young man,” she said and let out a hushed laughed. “Just as it was in days gone by.”

The discomfort of his erection becoming so easily and solidly aroused made Bartholomew squirm on the seat and his breathing grew noticeably heavier as his eyes remained fixed on the breasts of a beautiful, older woman.

“I can’t say that I’m proud of what I did,” Lady Camilla went on. “But I’m certainly not ashamed. It’s how I met my darling husband?”

She saw the confusion on Bartholomew’s face and tightened her grip on his chin to pull his head forward. It allowed her to get her lips to his ear.

“Do you understand how I earned a living back in those days?” she whispered.

Bartholomew shifted uncomfortably as his pulse really started to race. The fresh scent of Lady Camilla’s perfume permeated his nostrils and it had the effect of exciting him all the more.

“No,” he admitted to answer her question.

“I was a harlot of the whorehouse,” Lady Camilla revealed.

It made Bartholomew jerk his head back to free it from her grip. His wide-eyed gaze met hers and a hotter flush of red stained his cheeks.

“Are you shocked?” Lady Camilla queried.

“I am…”

It was all Bartholomew managed to stammer.

“When needs must,” Lady Camilla went on. “You do what is required to survive. I don’t look back on that time with any fondness, but it served its purpose and got me to where I am today.”

“Your husband frequented a, well…,”

“Whorehouse,” Lady Camilla said to finished the sentence Bartholomew was so reticent to end. “Is that so inconceivable to you?”

“I did not think a man of means would be inclined to visit such an establishment.”

The moment of silence that followed felt excruciating to Bartholomew and he dropped his gaze back to the floor.

“Being a member of the upper classes does not preclude you from the sins of the body,” Lady Camilla said. “All men have carnal needs that cannot always be ignored. Nor should they be and that craving for what a woman has between her legs can become an all-consuming passion. Many have a desire for that, and only that, without the commitment of putting a ring on a lady’s finger. A harlot in a whorehouse provides the service needed. That primal impulse is something that can and does affect men from all walks of life. I can assure you there are plenty of gentlemen who look to those establishments to satisfy their needs.”

There was a longer silence now, which ended in a way that was all the more excruciating for Bartholomew.

“Do those primal cravings affect you?” Lady Camilla asked.

He couldn’t get himself to answer as he shuffled uncomfortably on the seat.

“There is no shame in it,” Lady Camilla went on. “Sex is a basic need for all and that does not only apply to men. Have you kissed your betrothed?”

Bartholomew nodded his head to answer.

“Does she respond to your embrace?” Lady Camilla went on.

“She…, well, she seems to enjoy it,” Bartholomew replied.

The touch on his chin made him raise his gaze to hers and he felt a stronger flush of heat on his cheeks.

“It is imperative on you that she does enjoy it,” Lady Camilla said. “I assume she will be innocent on her wedding night, so you cannot be.”

She pulled her hand from his chin to brush fingertips down the strands of pearls again and saw the way it caught Bartholomew’s rapt attention.

“Are you capable of controlling yourself?” she asked.

Sweat beaded on Bartholomew’s brow. He was mortified at the way his erection pressed against his undergarments and his stammering response revealed his unease.

“I, well…, I am…”

“Stand up,” Lady Camilla said.

Bartholomew’s embarrassment turned to a burst of panic at the prospect of getting to his feet. It would reveal his arousal and he couldn’t get himself to comply.

“I cannot,” he murmured.

“I understand your reticence,” Lady Camilla said. “But there is nothing for you to have concerns about in my bedchamber. I have confessed to you the life I led in my younger days and during that time I came across many a young lord like yourself. The truth is, you were the type of man we preferred.”

Bartholomew’s gaze flitted to Lady Camilla’s face.

“Why?” he asked

“They have no control and it’s easy to get things over and done with quickly. While that’s a blessing for a harlot in a whorehouse…, it is not something that is beneficial to a wedding night that should be special for you and your bride.”

“I cannot help it.”

“I understand,” Lady Camilla said. “It is a common occurrence for younger men of little experience. Trust me, however, there is absolutely nothing for you to be ashamed about in my presence. An alluring glimpse of the female form such as I have given you can stir the blood. I take it as a compliment that you find my figure so attractive considering I’m not the seductive nymph I was in my younger days. However, a true gentleman should not finish until he has satisfied his lady and that means controlling your lust when it rears its head.”

“But how?” Bartholomew blurted out.

“I cannot give your first lesson if you do not stand up.”

A heavy sigh spilled from Bartholomew’s lips as his gaze flitted to voluptuous decolletage. The sight of it was stirring his blood in a way he could not control and the throbbing strain of his fully erect manhood against his undergarments made him grimace.

“You came here to learn,” Lady Camilla said. “If you want me to be the harlot I once was and teach you what you need to know for your wedding night then it requires that you stand before me.”

The situation was spiraling out of control in a manner Bartholomew could barely countenance. It brought a hot mix of emotions that confused and excited him in equal measure and he was unsure of how to deal with them.

There was no denying that a rare opportunity was within his grasp, however. The door was locked and the chance to gain experience from a beautiful, older lady was there for the taking. It finally made him act and he drew in a deep breath as he slowly rose to his feet.

A touch on his hip made him turn to stand before Lady Camilla and he instinctively used his hands to hide the obvious bulge in his trousers. He couldn’t make eye contact when she glanced up and resisted for a second when he felt the grip on his wrist, but eventually gave in to being uncovered.

“You do like me,” Lady Camilla teased when she pressed a palm against the solid bulge.

It sent a convulsion through Bartholomew’s torso and he stood rather awkwardly. His breath came out heavily as he felt the surging pulse of hot blood making his manhood throb all the more fiercely.

The intimate caress of a lady’s hand wasn’t all that excited him. The manner in which he stood over Lady Camilla gave him the perfect view of the strand of pearls trailing down into her cleavage and there was no looking away from it until he was asked a question.

“Do you indulge in self pleasure?” Lady Camilla queried.

Bartholomew’s gaze shot up to her face, but even the briefest second of eye contact was too much for him and he looked away.

“I told you,” Lady Camilla said and pressed her hand more firmly against the stiff outline of his erection. “You have nothing to be ashamed of in this room. As you have sworn to keep what happens a secret, so will I. No one will ever hear about any of this from me, so you can talk openly and honestly. With that said, answer my question.”

The burn of embarrassment glowed on Bartholomew’s cheeks and he rocked his head back for a second. A sheepish expression crossed his face when he nodded.

“Yes, I have,” he said.

“As you should,” Lady Camilla replied. “How long until you marry your beloved?”

“Six months.”

“Then you still have plenty of time to practice,” Lady Camilla went on. “Self exploration is a wonderful way to do so. How long does it take for you to reach climax?”

“Oh god,” Bartholomew whined as he stepped back.

“Quickly, I take it,” Lady Camilla said, with a knowing smile. “Not uncommon, but it’s not a state of affairs that is conducive to pleasing a lady.”

Bartholomew froze when she stood up, but he grabbed at his jacket when she tried to take it from him.

“I have shown you more than a hint of bare skin,” she said and let out a hushed laugh. “The least you can do is return the favor.”

“But…”

A finger came to Bartholomew’s lips to silence him.

“No more buts,” Lady Camilla said. “From this moment forth, I am your harlot.”

Heavy breaths spilled from Bartholomew’s lips as he let his jacket be removed. He felt the trembling weakness take hold of his legs as he looked down to the fastenings of his white shirt being loosened. It bared his chest and it wasn’t long before he was stripped to the waist.

“Remove your boots,” Lady Camilla instructed when she sat down to perch herself on the edge of the chaise lounge.

“This is improper,” Bartholomew murmured.

“I’ll grant you it’s unorthodox,” Lady Camilla replied. “But indulge me and I’ll give you the lessons you require to make sure you have a wedding night to remember.”

The heaving of Bartholomew’s chest grew more pronounced as he gulped down heavy breaths. It definitely didn’t feel right that he was about to expose himself, but that in no way dampened his arousal. His hesitation ended when he bent down to remove his boots and Lady Camilla’s hand returned to the front of his trousers when he straightened up.

It wasn’t to press her hand on the outline of his erection though. Instead, she loosened his trousers and took hold to ease them down. It left him standing in only a pair of tight-fitting flannel drawers, with the material at the crotch being stretched out by the tumescence of his erect manhood. He stood awkwardly as Lady Camilla fixed her gaze on him and her next action was totally unexpected to him.

“Undo the ties,” she said and shifted in the seat to reveal the lacing on the back of her gown.

“I cannot,” Bartholomew said and stepped back. “It would be unbecoming of me to treat a lady…”

“Then don’t think of me in such a way,” Lady Camilla interjected. “Until such time that we leave this bedchamber it is your whorehouse, so treat it as such and loosen the ties.”

Bartholomew clenched and loosened his fingers as he stared at the back of the gown. The glimpse of Lady Camilla’s buxom chest had been enough to ignite his arousal, but she was now offering him so much more and it seemed like a dream.

“You are sure?” he queried.

“Untie them,” she instructed.

Stepping forward, he reached out and his trembling hands fumbled the task for a second before he loosened the knot. It enabled him to pull the ties free and he saw the effect when he stepped back. The black and red material slipped lower to reveal there was nothing below and the shock of it was thrilling.

“Is your betrothed a buxom girl?” Lady Camilla asked.

“She’s…, she’s not quite as sizable as you,” Bartholomew stammered and his eyes opened wide as he watched.

Lady Camilla pulled the material lower to make her breasts spill free of the gown. She cupped them in her hands and looked up when she spoke.

“Step before me again.”

The constriction in Bartholomew’s throat made him gulp down more stifled breaths. The sight of such magnificent bosoms was not something he expected when he walked in the large house, but he was spellbound by their beauty and hurriedly stepped forward.

“Give me your hand,” Lady Camilla said and reached out.

It was too much of a temptation for Bartholomew and he willingly gave his hand. The prick of anticipation brought out a gasping rush of air that ended when his palm was pressed against the smooth skin of Lady Camilla’s bare breast. She made him squeeze to sink his fingers into soft flesh before letting go to grasp hold of his erection through the flannel material.

“Is it as you expected?” she asked.

“It’s…, well, I’m not...,” Bartholomew let out in a garbled rush.

The grip on his erection was released and the shock of having his undergarments pulled down to completely expose him made him yank his hand back. Fingers wrapped around his stiff shaft and the knee-trembling moment threatened to make his legs collapse under him. His hand shot out again, but settled on Lady Camilla’s shoulder now.

She began to slide her fingers up and down his manhood and the spasms of his groin muscles made his hips jut forward. The pace of the stroking increased and the hot rush of pleasure grew stronger by the second until he feared he would not be able to control himself. It made him blurt out a warning and Lady Camilla brought her hand to a stop just below the bulbous helmet of his erection. The strong squeeze had the effect of cooling his ardor and a shudder ran through him.

“I’m showing you a technique that can inhibit ejaculation,” Lady Camilla said. “It’s not foolproof and eventually the urge for a release will overpower it’s effect, but it can be used to avoid losing control prematurely. With six months until your marriage, you have time to practice it. Now, you try.”

She slipped her hand down to cup them around his testicles then grabbed hold of his wrist with her other hand to pull his touch back to her breast.

“Pleasure yourself,” she said.

Another shudder ran through Bartholomew as he was made to sink his fingers into soft flesh again. The exhilaration of such a salacious moment was laced with uncertainty and embarrassment, but he took hold of his erection. Lady Camilla’s hand came up from his testicles to grasp over his and he rocked his head back when he was made to stroke touches up and down his erect length.

He could feel the rising pressure taking effect as he was made to speed up the pace of the stroking until he gasped a warning again. His hand was pulled up to just below the head of his throbbing manhood and he squeezed forcefully in the manner that had been demonstrated to him. It worked once more to help him back off from the urge to emit his seed.

“Oh god,” he let out in a quivering rasp of breath.

“Down on your knees,” Lady Camilla ordered when she pulled her hand from over his.

Bartholomew watched in amazement as she eased the gown further down her plump figure then cupped her breasts to squash them together. He fell to his knees before her to watch intently as she brushed fingers across her protruding nipples.

“Female arousal can manifest itself in a number of ways,” Lady Camilla explained. “The nipples, for example, will swell, stiffen and become more sensitive to touch, so make sure to pay them attention.”

She released the grip on her breasts to grab his hand and the breath caught in his throat when his fingertips were rubbed across the stiffening bud.

“Do you feel that?” Lady Camilla asked.

“Yes,” Bartholomew gasped.

“All women are different in what they enjoy, so it’s incumbent on you to find what will bring out your bride’s passion,” Lady Camilla went on. “This is a good way to start. Kiss them.”

Bartholomew’s gaze shot up to hers. She didn’t give him a choice when her hand came to the back of his head. His neck muscles instinctively stiffened, but she pulled him in and he let out almost a whimper when his lips pressed on the dark bud.

“Take it in your mouth,” she told him.

The calm, dispassionate manner in which she’d been explaining things seemed to slip when she said the words and it didn’t go completely unnoticed by Bartholomew. He heard a gasp of breath when he let her nipple slide into his mouth and it made the moment all the more arousing.

“You’ll feel it stiffen more if you suck,” Lady Camilla let out, with the breathlessness in her voice becoming very apparent.

Bartholomew closed his eyes as he eagerly sucked on her nipple and he could indeed feel the swell of stiffness turning it to a hard bead in his mouth. A grip on his hair pulled him back.

“You need to lavish attention on both,” Lady Camilla said and pulled his head across her impressive chest.

The grasping caress of Bartholomew’s lips excited her more than she’d intended and she closed her eyes to enjoy the first touch on her body in a while. It brought back feelings she’d suppressed and she clamped her lips together to hold in the sound of her enjoyment. Teaching a young lord the joys of lovemaking brought back memories of her younger days when she did the same thing for her husband-to-be.

Not that she knew they would marry when he first started visiting the whorehouse, but she’d captured his heart and found a way out of the bawdy life she’d fallen into after the unfortunate death of her parents. She’d never looked back, but was suddenly reliving those days as Bartholomew ably demonstrated his eagerness to take what she was showing him and learn.

She eventually grabbed his hair to pull his head back. It stretched her swollen nipple out for a brief second before he let go and gasping breaths spilled from his lips. A smile played on Lady Camilla’s lips when he glanced up at her.

“Your bride will indeed be a fortunate lady if you show her the same enthusiasm,” she said.

Wrapping her arms around his head, she pulled it in to cradle it against her breasts.

“Can you feel how rapidly my heart beats?” she asked.

“Yes,” Bartholomew replied.

“That is what you must do for your bride. Make her body sing and she will become the whore you want in the bedchamber.”

“What else should I learn?” Bartholomew exclaimed.

He gasped when his hair was grasped to drag his head back again.

“On your feet,” Lady Camilla instructed.

He scrambled up immediately and looked down to her fingers clasping around his stiffly erect manhood. His gaze fixed on the way the fingertips of her other hand trailed down the strand of pearls which hung down into her cleavage.

“My husband gave them to me,” she said and saw his gaze come to hers. “It was to remind him of a lesson I taught that was one of his favorites.”

Bartholomew’s mouth flapped open, but he said nothing.

“Would you like to know how a Lord gives a harlot a pearl necklace?” Lady Camilla went on.

It made him frown, but he nodded his head tentatively.

“Then sit down,” Lady Camilla ordered and let go of his erection when she stood.

The frown deepened on Bartholomew’s brow as he perched himself on the edge of the chaise lounge. He watched Lady Camilla cross the room to the side of the bed. His eyes widened when she pushed the red and black material down, so she could step out of the gown completely and it left her standing in only a pair of white bloomers. She picked up a small container from the cabinet beside the bed before returning to him. When she came to a stop, she dropped to her knees.

“Open that,” she said and thrust the container into his hand.

Bartholomew watched as she unclasped the pretty pearl necklace to remove it from around her neck. She then held it in her hand before clasping her fingers around his erection. Her grip tightening made him convulse.

“There are only two other men I have given this pleasure to,” she said. “My husband and the man who brought you to me.”

“You taught my uncle,” Bartholomew blurted out.

“He has always been kind to me,” Lady Camilla said. “Especially after the death of my husband. He was there for me, so when the time came for his marriage I helped him.”

The judder of Bartholomew’s hips was involuntary when the smooth beads of the necklace grazed along his erection.

“If you open the container, I’ll show you how a lord gives a harlot a pearl necklace,” Lady Camilla said.

His gasping breaths grew heavier as her fingers clasped the pearls tighter against his hard flesh. The silky feel of them stroking up and down made his excitement climb and he hurried to pull the lid from the container.

“Petroleum jelly,” Lady Camilla said. “I would advise you get some in the lead up to your marriage. A lubricant in the bedchamber can be called upon when needed.”

She slipped the fingertips of her free hand in the container to coat them and spread the oily jelly into her cleavage. Bartholomew couldn’t take his eyes from the titillating sight of touches gliding across pale, smooth skin. The pearl necklace was left draped around the base of his erection when Lady Camilla pulled her hand from it and he watched all the more intently as she squeezed her breasts together.

It was only when she shuffled forward to move in between his spread knees that he caught on to what she was about to give him. Tension seized hold of his body to make him sit stiffly, but another convulsion ripped through him when his erect manhood was trapped in the soft, slippery grip of her bosom.

“Oh god,” he let out as he dropped the container on the chaise lounge and gripped the edge of the seat.

The rippling contractions of his muscles made his erection strain as Lady Camilla slowly stroked her breasts along his length. He could feel his excitement bubble up quickly towards a climax and there was no taking his eyes from the way the thickly swollen helmet of his erection poked out of the top of slippery cleavage as he was subjected to the luscious attention.

“Please,” he groaned and his erection was immediately released.

“Control yourself,” Lady Camilla urged.

She pulled the string of pearls from around the base of his erection as he employed the technique she’d demonstrated. His gasping breaths slowed as he gripped tightly just below the head of his stiff member and squeezed to lower the heat.

“You’re learning,” she teased him. “Now let go.”

The second Bartholomew pulled his hand away from his groin, he got the perfect sensation of his erect manhood being engulfed in the soft, lubricated warmth of plump breasts. There was no need for him to do anything and his buttocks clenched tightly as slippery flesh began to stroke along his throbbing manhood once more. This time the pace quickened and it caught him in a heady rush of anguish that took him right to the very edge once more.

His breathless warning didn’t make Lady Camilla back off this time. Instead, she squashed her breasts even tighter around his thickly engorged cock and her efforts became fraught as she pleasured him. The tight knot clenching in his belly was impossible to resist as his muscles contracted strongly in the last few seconds before it was impossible to prevent the inevitable.

Another warning only made Lady Camilla press her breasts down hard towards the base of his erection, so the head jutted out the top of her cleavage. It overwhelmed Bartholomew and she let out a squealing gasp when a thick, streaming burst of cum splashed the underside of her chin.

He slumped back on the chaise lounge as the ecstasy of an indecent moment left him shuddering in euphoria. There was no taking his eyes from the thick bursts of his hot seed splashing Lady Camilla’s upper chest to streak it in creamy white, but the deluge finally began to weaken. It didn’t stop the juddering movement of his hips as he tried to push up harder between slippery breasts, but his climax finally peaked to make his body stretch out tautly for a few short seconds before his limbs turned to jelly.

He let out in a breathless groan when he slumped down in a heap on the seat. Lady Camilla backed off to free his erection from her cleavage, but wrapped her fingers tightly around his still-throbbing shaft and dragged them up from the base to the tip. A smile played on her lips when she brushed her thumb through the dribble of white that slid from the little slit to trickle across the glistening head.

“Look what you did to me, Lord Bartholomew,” she said in a teasing rasp. “Do you like giving a harlot a pearl necklace?”

He watched in amazement while she stroked the fingers of her free hand through the sticky, white streaks on her upper chest to slide it down between her breasts and it suddenly dawned on him what she meant. His pearly seed now mimicked the necklace she’s been wearing only a short while previously.

“Yes,” he said in a gasp.

“Do you think your bride will play the same titillating games with you?”

Bartholomew’s mouth opened wide, but it was a few seconds before he said anything.

“I do not know.”

“She might if you give her a pleasure that drives her wild,” Lady Camilla said and rose to her feet before holding out a hand. “Come, it’s time for your next lesson.”

***

Bartholomew let himself be led through the door on shaky legs and glanced around to see he was in a small washroom adjoining the bedchamber. Lady Camilla took him across to the chair beside a decorative vanity table and released her grip when she sat down.

“Down on your knees,” she told him.

He did so immediately and settled back onto his haunches as she reached out to the table. She poured clean water from a jug into the bowl beside it then picked up a small cloth to wet it. Bartholomew expected her to wash the sticky cum from her chest, so was surprised when she held out her hand.

“Clean yourself,” she told him.

He took the cloth to wipe it on his face and saw the amused expression his actions were greeted with.

“It’s not your face you need to keep scrupulously clean,” Lady Camilla said and grabbed the cloth back from him. “Stand up.”

He scrambled to obey and she reached out to his groin, so she could clean his softening erection. It still felt sensitive and the rubbing of the coarse cloth on the head made his thigh muscles quiver. When she finished, she made him drop back to his knees and easily held his attention by stroking the fingers of her free hand across her chest.

“Do you want me to clean it?” she asked.

His tongue slid around his lips as he stared and she knew the answer, without him having to say a word. It brought a hushed chuckle from her lips.

“Men do like their masculinity put on show, so I’ll grant you it,” she went on and put the cloth in the bowl of water.

Settling her hands on the side of the chair, she raised her bottom up a little before speaking.

“Take the bloomers down.”

Bartholomew’s wide-eyed gaze came to hers and she nodded her head as a sign to do as she commanded. He reached out to grab the material, so he could pull it down to uncover her thighs.

“All the way off,” she instructed when she dropped her naked bottom back down on the seat.

Bartholomew was only too happy to oblige and hurriedly dragged the bloomers from her legs when she lifted her feet from the floor. He didn’t toss them aside, however. His fingers surreptitiously rubbed on the soft material as his gaze fixed on plump, white thighs clamped tightly together.

“My scent will be on them,” Lady Camilla said.

He didn’t need to ask what she meant and looked down to the underwear he still held in his hand.

“It is improper of me,” he mumbled.

“You need feel no shame about your immoral proclivities with me,” she went on. “We all have them and there’s nothing you can reveal to me that I did not already witness many times over in the whorehouse. If you want to take my scent from the bloomers while you can, it will not shock me.”

Bartholomew’s fingers twitched on the material and he felt mortified at the thoughts in his head, but the craving was too strong. He looked away from the gaze on him as he lifted the bloomers to his face and pressed the crotch against his nose. The aroma of Lady Camilla’s perfume came to him, but also something more. His gaze fixed on her plump thighs, but they remained clamped tightly together.

“Your tutors enlightened you of human anatomy during your days of schooling?” she queried.

He nodded his head and kept the bloomers pressed in place when he spoke.

“I saw drawings,” he said.

“And now you get your first practical,” Lady Camilla said.

The breath caught in Bartholomew’s throat when she slowly parted her knees. It got him a glimpse of her most intimate spot, but there was no reticence on her part and she spread her legs indecently wide to completely expose herself to him.

“Come closer,” she said and slid a hand to the top of her pubic mound.

Bartholomew now dropped the bloomers on the floor then threw himself forward onto his hands and knees, with his head between Lady Camilla’s spread legs.

“I can only show you what works on my body,” she said. “As I told you before, every woman has her own individual likes and needs that will entice her into a mood of arousal. What I’m teaching you will serve you well to get started and I’m sure you’ll take delight in finding those particular erogenous zones on your bride’s body that will serve to inflame her passions.”

“Perfect,” Bartholomew murmured as he fixed his gaze on Lady Camilla’s vagina.

It held him mesmerized until she reached out to grasp his chin and he looked to her face when she started talking.

“Understand that women typically do not respond quite like men. Most need something more than a glimpse of a muscular torso to become aroused.”

She slid the fingers of her free hand to her inner thigh and felt the flutter of her muscles when she brushed touches on her smooth skin.

“When you spread the legs of your bride,” she went on. “Do not fall on her most intimate treasure as if that’s all you want from her. Tease and tantalize her body as you see me doing, with your fingertips or even better with soft kisses.”

She let go of his chin when she pulled her hand away from her thigh. There was a moment of complete still before Bartholomew realized he was being given permission to replicate what he’d just been shown. He balanced himself on one hand, so he could get the other to the smooth skin of Lady Camilla’s inner thigh.

A shiver trickled down his spine when he trailed his fingers across silky smooth skin. His gaze fixed between her thighs as he brushed the touch higher, but she slid a hand down over her pubic mound to stop him getting all the way to it.

“Kisses too,” she told him and spread her legs wider when she leaned back in the chair.

He gave what she wanted by nuzzling his lips on her thigh and there was no missing the way muscles began to strain and quiver. It brought an excitement that made him all the more eager to please his sexual tutor. She pulled her hand from between her thighs, but it wasn’t to let him get to what he wanted. He winced when his hair was grabbed to yank his head back and forth between her thighs.

“Like that,” she instructed. “Start close to the knee and slowly work your way up. Tease your bride and make her wait for the most intimate touch of your lips. That will make her crave it even more.”

Bartholomew did exactly what he was told when the grip on his hair was released. He could already feel the power returning to his body as he kissed from thigh to thigh and worked his mouth slowly higher. The fluttering tremble of muscles became all the more obvious and the gasping breaths of Lady Camilla showed her enjoyment of his attention.

“Your tongue also,” she urged.

The excitement in her voice infected Bartholomew and he trailed a wet lick along her inner thigh.  His hair was grabbed again to stop him getting right between her spread thighs and it left his face mere inches from that which he’d only seen drawings of previously.

Lady Camilla shuddered when she slid her free hand from the top of her pubic mound down onto her vagina. Her buttocks clenched tightly when she began to stroke touches along her swollen cleft until her fingertips slipped in between.

It made her hips judder as she brought herself pleasure, but for once she was not alone while masturbating. Having the mesmerized attention of a young lord on her actions felt indecently thrilling and she slowly eased her fingertips from between her swollen lips to reveal a thin, glistening string of her wet arousal.

“A woman will cream when arousal takes effect,” she said. “This lubrication eases the penetration and makes it more pleasurable for both. You need to ensure you give your bride enough attention to stir her emotions.”

“How?” Bartholomew exclaimed.

The shock of Lady Camilla’s wet fingertips brushing on his lips made his head jerk back, but his tongue came out to go after the taste.

“Take more,” she urged and held out her hand.

Bartholomew continued to slide his tongue slowly around his lips as he hesitated. Fingers brushed on his mouth again and he reacted by taking them to suck them clean. It ignited a pulse of hot-blooded lust and he could feel the strength returning to his manhood.

“You use your fingers, your tongue and kisses,” Lady Camilla instructed and pulled her hand from his mouth to get it to the back of his head.

He willingly let himself be pulled forward until his lips pressed on plumply swollen pussy lips. A shudder trickled down his spine as he got more of the taste and there was no missing the breathless excitement in Lady Camilla’s voice.

“Slide your tongue along the cleft,” she urged him.

The contraction of her muscles when a lick trailed all the way along her sensitive lips made her convulse. She grabbed the hair at the nape of Bartholomew’s neck to pull him back a little, so she could get the fingers of her other hand between her thighs.

“A lady’s treasure is not fragile,” she said. “So don’t treat it as such. A rugged touch can be all the more stimulating, so do not treat your bride as a dainty princess in the bedchamber. Never force her to do anything she does not want, but show her you are a man and that you know how to excite her.”

Bartholomew’s eyes grew wide as he watched fingers sink roughly into soft flesh. Lady Camilla wriggled around on the seat as she spread slick folds of skin wide to reveal glistening pink to the eyes of an innocent lord.

“Kiss it,” she said and let go of his hair.

The command made Bartholomew act without a second of hesitation now. His head darted forward to press his mouth on velvety soft skin and it coated his lips in slick arousal. Lady Camilla used her fingers to spread herself wider.

“Put your tongue inside,” she gasped.

Bartholomew shuddered as he flicked his tongue out to wiggle it into the slick softness of Lady Camilla’s vagina. Her hand gripped the back of his head more forcefully to pull him forward and her grinding movements rubbed against his mouth. He acted on instinct when he began to lap at velvety inner skin and it was clear the roiling touch of his tongue was exciting her.

The juddering movement of her hips became more volatile as she squirmed around and it was all he could do to get a breath as his lips stuck fast to her plump vulva. She let him pleasure her with his tongue for a short while before grabbing his hair to pull his head back and he eagerly licked at the taste on his drenched lips.

“Penetration is not the only way to arouse your bride,” Lady Camilla gasped then slid her fingers to the top of her pubic mound and dug them into soft flesh to pull up. “If you want to drive her out of her mind then show some love and attention to her clitoris. Did your anatomy classes describe this to you?”

Bartholomew shook his head and watched as she pulled her hand away from the back of his head to get fingers to the little button that popped out of its hood. A shuddering spasm ripped through her naked body when she brushed her fingertips across the swollen bead. It made her bottom rise up from the seat for a second before she slumped back down.

“It is the most sensitive spot for women, so make yourself familiar with it,” she went on in a breathless voice. “Touches on it can drive a lady to complete distraction and take her to orgasm. If you wish for your bride to act the harlot in the bedchamber then make sure you pay her clitoris plenty of love by licking, kissing and sucking on it.”

She got her hand to the back of his head again to pull him in and the attention he eagerly lavished between her thighs set her body alight. Her grip tightened to hold him in place, but there was no need for it. Bartholomew set his focus on her clitoris and it brought out the sound of her groans as he rasped his tongue across the swollen bead then took it between his lips to suck on it.

The juddering spasms of her hips knocked against him as he explored how to excite her in every way she’d described. His breath came rasping out when he was pulled back and he stared between naked thighs as Lady Camilla spoke through harsh gasps of breath.

“Give me your hand.”

He was quick to do it and she grabbed his wrist before speaking again.

“Extend your middle and forefinger.”

He saw what was about to happen when he complied and his mouth gaped wide when his fingertips were pressed on the slick opening of Lady Camilla’s vagina.

“Both penetration and stimulation of the clitoris is the most invigorating,” she said and forced his hand forward.

Bartholomew shuddered as his fingers slipped between pussy lips to slide inside the tight, wet softness. The swell of his cock brought him fully erect again, but he barely noticed as he was made to stroke his fingers into Lady Camilla’s vagina.

“Do not falter in your efforts,” she urged him and let go of his wrist to get her hand to the back of his head once more.

A hard tug pulled him in between her spread thighs and she got what she wanted. His fingers continued to plunge deep inside her slick depths as he took her clitoris back between his lips. The juddering motion of her hips became more pronounced as he clamped his mouth around the little bead, so he could rasp his tongue across it.

“Yes, yes, don’t falter,” she encouraged as she tightened her grip to hold him in place between her naked thighs.

Her body responded to his efforts and it set her muscles quivering as hot pleasure swept through her veins. It was no surprise that Bartholomew was a willing student. She was giving him free rein to explore her naked body and he was eagerly seizing the opportunity with both hands.

A knot of tension grew in the pit of her belly as he fingered her with a growing abandon that left her teetering on the cusp of release. She pulled harder on his head as she bucked her hips against him and he licked frantically to bring her to the very edge.

“Thrust your fingers in deep,” she gasped in the final seconds of the climb to orgasm.

Her muscles stiffened when Bartholomew’s fingers buried knuckle-deep in her vagina. He kept licking on her clitoris and it took the swell of arousal to its heights. Her body stretched out as the moment became too much for her and her cry rang out as the climax broke over her.

She released her grip on Bartholomew’s head and he backed off as she writhed around on the chair to make the legs rattle against the floor. She closed her eyes tightly as a fire burned deep in her core, with the rush of ecstasy it released being all that mattered for what seemed like a few, never-ending seconds of mind-numbing bliss.

Her mouth opened wide as the last throes of the orgasm swept through her shuddering curves, but her body stiffened again for a split-second before a weakness hit to make her slump down in the seat. She opened her eyes to see how intently she was being watched, but there was no getting any words out for a few seconds as she took in long, deep breaths.

“That is what you must strive to give your bride,” she eventually said and dragged his hand from between her thighs. “She may be shy of the intimate touches at first, but you can show her just how good they will make her feel.”

Bartholomew did no more than nod his head. His gaze stayed fixed between Lady Camilla’s thighs as she tried to recover her composure, but the sight was finally taken from him when she sat up and pushed him away to bring her knees together.

He was sure it brought the encounter to an end until he heard the order.

***

“Stand up,” Lady Camilla repeated.

Bartholomew scrambled to his feet and heard the seductive titter when her gaze fell upon the way his erect manhood jutted out proudly from his groin.

“Young men have such vitality,” she said and reached out.

The grip of fingers circling around his rigid erection made Bartholomew convulse and his mouth gaped as he let out heavy gasps.

“The second time will last longer because your sensitivity is reduced,” Lady Camilla said and slid her fingers up and down his throbbing length. “I cannot promise that your bride will give you the delight I’m about to show you. It will be up to you to convince her to do so.”

Bartholomew frowned, but the grip tightened on his erection. He looked down to knees parting and a tug made him step forward between spread legs. It was only at the last second that he realized what he was about to get and he let out a loud gasp when a kiss pressed on the tip of his stiff shaft. It ended with Lady Camilla’s gaze coming up to his.

“Do you like that?” she asked in a teasing voice.

“Yes,” he replied.

“A harlot gives more than kisses,” she went on and let out another sensual titter when she leaned in.

Bartholomew understood the comment when another kiss turned to soft lips grazing all the way over the head of his erection. The jolting contractions of his muscles made his hips jerk forward and Lady Camilla let more of his stiff length slide into her mouth before pulling her head back a little. She gripped tighter around the base while she slowly rolled her tongue around slick skin.

A glance up got eye contact and she held Bartholomew’s gaze while she revealed to him the delights of oral pleasuring. Her gaze came down when she started bobbing her head to let the tip of his manhood rub against the soft, velvety skin of her inner cheek and the sound of masculine groans rang around the small washroom. She gradually quickened the pace while taking more to let the tip almost slip to the back of her throat and there was a brazen thrill to teasing an innocent man in such an indecent manner.

Bartholomew began taking the Lord’s name in vain as soft lips continued sliding along his erection, but the pure bliss of Lady Camilla’s attention did not elicit a warning shout from him this time as he held his excitement in check. When she finally lifted her head, she took in heavy breaths and watched her fingers as she stroked them slowly up and down. The lubrication of her saliva made the sensation silky and she could feel the throbbing pulse of a primal lust.

“I cannot,” she said, but used her grip on his erection to make him fall to his knees before her.

Bartholomew didn’t quite understand the remark. He willingly shuffled forward, however, to let Lady Camilla hold the hardness of his rigid member against the soft plumpness of her pubic mound. She squirmed around on the seat to rub against him, but eventually made him back off.

“The risk is too great to let more than your fingers penetrate me, so you understand I cannot,” she said.

It dawned on Bartholomew what she was talking about.

“Yes, my tutors explained how babies come to be.”

“That is for your wife and a lady cannot risk the scandal of bearing a child when she is unmarried,” Lady Camilla said. “There are ways around the problem, however. I can show you how a harlot removes the risk of becoming pregnant while allowing a man to slake his lust. Would you care for that?”

Bartholomew screwed up his face, but there was only one answer and it came out in a rush of breath.

“Yes.”

“Then return to the chaise lounge and I’ll join you presently,” she told him.

The grip on his erection being released let Bartholomew rise to his feet. A glance back towards Lady Camilla as he moved to the door showed her taking the wet cloth from the bowl and she proceeded to clean her chest.

Bartholomew watched until he reached the door. He opened it to leave the small room and walked over to perch himself on the edge of the seat. The wait imbued him with a sense of anticipation, which grew stronger still when he saw Lady Camilla come out of the washroom.

She remained completely naked and he took the opportunity to feast his eyes on her perfect form as she approached, but she didn’t sit beside him as he expected. Instead, she dropped to her knees and leaned forward to rest her upper body on the seat. She reached for the small container which still sat on the chaise lounge and held it out.

“It needs to be well lubricated,” she said. “Get on your knees behind me.”

The puzzlement spread across his face, but he dropped down from the seat and shuffled into position. His gaze fixed on fingers sinking into a rounded cheek and the realization came crashing down on him.

“Lady Camilla,” he exclaimed. “We cannot indulge in such impropriety.”

His eyes didn’t waver, however, as he watched a tiny, puckered hole being brought into view.

“It’s a forbidden pleasure that not all find alluring,” Lady Camilla replied as she pulled harder on her buttock. “Some do, however. It’s what brought my husband to the whorehouse and I gave in to his cravings.”

“But…”

“The sex is not quite the same,” Lady Camilla cut in. “But it will give you a taste of what you’ll experience on your wedding night and neither of us need worry about an unwanted pregnancy.”

“But a lady…”

“Until the door is unlocked to let you leave, I’m not a lady,” Lady Camilla interrupted. “I am the harlot I once was, so take this from me if you want it.”

Bartholomew could hear the excitement in her voice and sensed that he might not be getting the offer purely for his benefit. It seemed Lady Camilla longed for a reliving of something she shared with her husband. He watched as her other hand came to her bottom and she pulled on both cheeks to make her tight ring stretch a little.

The excitement of such a lascivious moment made his erection throb even more fiercely and there was no taking his gaze from the delicious sight being presented so shamelessly to him. He lifted his free hand to rub the back of it across his chin as his hesitation drew out for a few more seconds before he dipped his fingers in the tub of petroleum jelly.

The sound of the gasp when he rubbed his greasy fingertips across puckered skin made him flinch, but Lady Camilla kept her cheeks spread to let him lubricate her. He gave in to temptation by wiggling a fingertip on her tight hole and it got him more.

“Slip it in,” Lady Camilla urged.

Bartholomew’s heartbeat hammered as he pressed harder and felt the clenching resistance slowly being breached. The tightness of pulsing muscles gripped around his lubricated finger when it dipped inside. It was Lady Camilla pushing back that made it slide deeper still and he heard the muffled groan when she forced her mouth down against the chaise lounge. A shudder ripped through her, but she pulled forward again in a hurry and her words came out in a gasping rush of breath.

“Lubricate yourself too.”

The order made Bartholomew dip his fingers in the petroleum jelly again. He put a small dollop on the tip of his erection then put the container down before working the lubricant in.

“Let me feel it,” Lady Camilla encouraged.

She held the grip on her buttocks to keep them spread and Bartholomew shuffled forward. Grasping around the base of his erection, he pressed the tip in place and felt the clenching pulse of sphincter muscles. He slid his fingers to just below the head when Lady Camilla pushed back.

His mouth opened wide as she wiggled her bottom to force herself back onto him and his eyes never left the sight of a tiny puckered hole stretching to accommodate the thickly swollen helmet of his engorged manhood. The slipperiness of the lubrication helped smooth the entry and he groaned when he felt the grip of muscles around his shaft.

Lady Camilla let go of her cheeks to throw her hands forward, but Bartholomew didn’t want to lose the view he’d been getting. It made him grab hold of her buttocks and there was no complaints when he spread them to watch as more of his slippery erection eased into the tight grip of anal muscles.

“Have I given you my husband’s fetish?” she asked in a hoarse rasp.

The answer was yes, but Bartholomew couldn’t get himself to vocalize it. His gaze stayed on the way his throbbing member slid all the way into tight asshole and he heard the desperate groan when his body pressed against Lady Camilla to trap her against the side of the chaise lounge.

“Wait for me,” she said after a few seconds and pushed back.

There was no missing the way she slid a hand between her thighs and the rippling pulse of muscles around his stiff shaft grew stronger when she began to pleasure herself. Her head rose up from the chaise lounge to stretch out her neck as she pushed him back a little further then began to rock her hips.

Bartholomew began to take the Lord’s name in vain again as he was given his first taste of penetrative sex. That is was the anal passage of a beautiful, mature woman being his harlot aroused him more than he imagined and he grabbed at her curvy hips to hold on as she took his erection deep again and again. He could hear the sound of her groans becoming more desperate and he was in no doubt she was punishing her clitoris to build her excitement.

“Now, now,” she finally cried out. “Take me now.”

It made Bartholomew sink his fingers deeper into the soft flesh of her hips to hold on as he started to pump his hips. He was suddenly in control of the action and his groin slapped noisily against naked buttocks as he gave in to a primal, animal lust.

Lady Camilla roughly circled her fingers on her clitoris and pushed back hard to meet his thrusts. It crashed their bodies together more vigorously to plunge the virile erection of a handsome young lord deep inside her until she felt herself becoming overwhelmed by their passion.

“Finish it,” she groaned and forced her thighs against the side of the chaise lounge when her movements came to a stop.

It trapped her fingers against her swollen clitoris as an innocent man slaked his lust on her naked body. Bartholomew threw himself at her frantically to ravage her asshole relentlessly and her torso stretched out in anticipation of a moment that finally exploded to life.

She writhed around in the hot grip of ecstasy while he continued to ravish her with uncontrolled abandon until his body succumbed to the first sex of his life. His groin clapped against her quivering cheeks a final time to leave his manhood buried all the way inside and she let out a gasping squeal when he gave his virginity to her in the most forbidden of ways.

Her excitement peaked in a flurry of shuddering tremors before a final burst of tension made her anal muscles clamp around his spurting manhood while his balls emptied for a second time that afternoon. The ache of pleasure filled her very being for a few seconds of sheer, unadulterated bliss as the last of his cum erupted into her before he slumped forward to pin her to the seat.

They lay gasping for breath as they tried to recover from the exertions of the sex. Bartholomew waited for her to bump back against his groin before he pulled out and he collapsed down on the floor. Lady Camilla heard his curse and knew that he’d glimpsed the trickle of his seed spilling from her.

“Get my robe,” she told him and pointed to the garment hanging on the wardrobe door when she straightened up.

He slowly rose to his feet to cross the room. Taking the robe down, he returned to her and handed it over. She was quick to cover herself and sit on the chaise lounge. He stood before her, so she wrapped her fingers around his softening erection to give him a last few seconds of pleasure before the power drained away.

“Thank you,” he blurted out awkwardly.

“Be sure to show your bride the same passion as you brought to my bedchamber,” Lady Camilla told him and let go of his penis. “Get dressed.”

Bartholomew quickly gathered his clothes from where they’d been discarded on the floor, so he could put them on. By the time he finished, Lady Camilla was already standing at the door of the bedchamber and he heard the sound of the lock turning.

“Let yourself out quietly,” she told him. “My servants are discreet and will be in their quarters, but it’s better that you leave quickly.”

She opened the door and grabbed his shoulder as he moved past.

“I hope everything goes perfectly on your wedding day,” she said and kissed him on the cheek.

Bartholomew nodded his head, but said nothing in response when he was pushed out of the bedchamber. He quickly made his way back to the staircase to walk down to the ground floor of the property. It was deserted and he hurried along to the main entrance. He quietly opened the door and felt the relief of seeing the carriage waiting for him under the covered portico when he stepped outside.

As he moved to the vehicle, the driver got down to open the door. Bartholomew kept his head bowed as he got in and was aware of his uncle’s gaze coming to him. Nothing was said until the driver returned to his seat at the front of the carriage.

“Whatever took place stays here between you and Lady Camilla,” John said. “I do not need to know any of it. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Bartholomew said and saw the smile flash across his uncle’s face as the carriage got moving for the final journey of the afternoon that would take them home.
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