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Prologue - A Young Lady’s Predicament

AS THE DOOR to the headmistress’s office began swinging shut behind her, Kate Beaumont quickly twisted her head around to spare a quick glance back inside.

Her friend Sophie was still seated upon one of the sofa’s, a dazed expression on her face, evidently still stunned by the scene that had just played out before her eyes only moments ago. Lady Madeline, the headmistress, was seated beside her with her arms holding her lightly in a half embrace; a cunning look in her icy blue eyes that Kate had grown all too acquainted with during her time at the academy.

And then the door closed with a thump and Kate tried to put her friend out of mind. It had been abundantly clear to Kate that Lady Madeline had had her eye on Sophie from the moment the young woman had first arrived at the academy weeks ago and it seemed the older woman had finally decided the time had come to make her move. It was not as if there was anything Kate could do to help extricate her friend from the predicament she now found herself in and she was not entirely certain she could truthfully describe it as one. The fleeting little looks Sophie had been shooting the headmistress of late had not gone unnoticed by Kate either and left her with the impression that the advances Lady Madeline intended would very likely not be unwelcome.

Besides, Kate had a predicament of her own to deal with.

One that was immediately brought home at the feeling of her stepmother’s hands, one holding her lightly at the elbow with the other resting upon her shoulder, tugging lightly but insistently for her to move forward. Kate did not resist and followed the older woman’s lead, her eyes involuntarily turning to look at her.

Josephine Beaumont, her late father’s widow, was undoubtedly a stunning sight to look upon. Only several years older than Kate, which put her in her late twenties, there was an elegant beauty to her ovular face. She had shining black hair, identical to Kate’s own, which flowed down her back in a Dutch braid almost to the top of her lovely round bottom where it flared out from her narrow waist.

There the resemblance between the two ended however. Unlike Kate’s pale, creamy colouring, the Frenchwoman had naturally suntanned skin and her full figured body, so different from her stepdaughter’s more slender, willowy one, boasted large breasts and wide hips worthy of a Grecian goddess of classical antiquity.

The older woman said nothing as she continued to guide Kate down the corridor leading away from Lady Madeline’s office. Kate found herself honestly wishing she would, if only to distract her from her own thoughts on the situation now facing her. Much like the one Sophie was now doubtlessly facing with the headmistress, the young woman found she could not honestly describe it as a predicament as such. The memory of how just minutes before Josephine’s hands, now resting on her elbow and shoulder, had been touching other parts of her threatened to bring a blush to Kate’s cheeks and made the rest of her body tingle.

Part of Kate found herself hoping that when they reached their destination Josephine would touch her that way again. That would be simple and not involve thinking. That aspect of the relationship that had emerged between the two of them in the wake of her father’s death had in many ways been the easiest to navigate for her and even before her time at the academy under Lady Madeline’s tutelage had made her openly admit to the attraction she felt for Josephine, part of the young lady had always known she was lying when she pretended that it was not true. It was when the physical part had ended and Kate had been left with nothing to distract her from listening to her mind, and even worse her heart, that the problems had begun.

“Ma cherie,” Josephine spoke as if somehow hearing Kate’s thoughts, her accent sounding as sensual as it always did. “I confess I am not as familiar with these halls as you are. We take a left at this part to reach the wing with the guest quarters in them, non?”

“Yes…yes Josephine,” Kate answered.

The Frenchwoman’s lips thinned and Kate could tell she was displeased by Kate referring to her by her name and not the other title she preferred the young woman to address her by. She let the matter go for the moment and said nothing more.

As the pair turned left, Kate felt Josephine’s hand leave her shoulder and begin sliding down her back. Even through the admittedly thin material of the white camisole she was wearing, it felt to the young lady as if the older woman’s fingers were burning against her skin; when they passed the hem of her camisole and touched the bare skin of her back Kate’s eyes went wide and she almost whimpered aloud.

Josephine went on, her hand sliding further south to openly cup one of the round cheeks of the young woman’s bum, hardly covered by the skimpy white bloomers she was wearing. The flesh underneath the woman’s fingers was still slightly pink and a little tender from what had so recently occurred in the headmistress’s office; Kate felt a blush threatening to break out on her cheeks at the memory of Josephine’s hand slapping itself against her bottom, the sound ringing throughout the room.

When the Frenchwoman's fingers possessively clenched themselves over Kate’s bum cheek, nails biting into the soft skin, in a gesture that somehow was both loving but also a warning at the same time, the girl did in fact whimper just a little bit. Even without looking she knew Josephine was smiling in smug satisfaction at her reaction.

The deafening silence from the other woman continued as they made their way down the halls of the academy. Finally reaching the guest quarters, Kate saw servants dressed in the liveried uniforms of the school gathered in front of one of the doors, carrying in a few trunks that were stacked outside of it. One of them, a stout faced woman that Kate recognised but could not recall the name of, turned to face them as they approached and curtsied in greeting.

“Viscountess Beaumont?”

“Oui, it is I,” Josephine responded. “I take it this is the room Lady Sutherland has kindly arranged for myself and my dear stepdaughter until we depart tomorrow?”

Kate was not at all surprised that the servant did not seem at all scandalised by the scanty nature of her dress or the rather intimate way Josephine was holding her; the staff of Lady Sutherland’s Academy for Young Ladies were both very much aware of the unspoken nature of the education its students underwent and were very well trained in not acknowledging it in either word or deed. “Yes, My Lady. Give us but a moment and the last of your things will be deposited inside, along with those of Miss Kate that we have brought over from her room in Eloise Hall, and we will leave you to your privacy.”

Josephine smiled graciously. “That is more than acceptable. I believe I requested with Lady Sutherland that myself and Kate take dinner in our room?”

The serving woman nodded. “That will be brought up shortly. It is the same fare as is served in the academy’s dining hall I am afraid and may be a bit simpler than you are used to , Viscountess.”

“I am certain it will be fine,” Josephine replied. “If my darling Kate has managed to survive off of it for all these months then I shall be able to manage one meal.”

Within only a few minutes the last of the trunks had been carried inside of the guest room. The servants curtsied to Josephine and then walked away, leaving Kate and Josephine very much alone.

“After you, ma poupee,” Josephine gestured to the open door.

The room was on the simpler side, guests to the academy being rare and seldom staying for more than a day or so. A small table with a few chairs sat in one corner, decorated with a freshly pressed linen tablecloth. Along one wall there was a vanity table and on the wall directly opposite a wardrobe and chest of drawers, Josephine and Kate’s trucks stacked beside them. Kate could not help but note that there was only one bed, a large canopy style one.

“Well, I certainly shall be glad once we are home at our house in London, but I suppose this shall do for tonight,” Josephine said. Eyeing the trunks she cocked an eyebrow when she identified only one that was not her’s. “All of your things at the academy fit into only one truck, ma cherie?”

“The school dress code is very precise so we make do with only a few dresses. I can put one on if you would like to see?” Kate answered, part of her very aware of how vulnerable she felt in the skimpy camisole and bloomers that she wore and leaping at the opportunity to change that.

“That will not be necessary, my darling,” Josephine said, a smile appearing on her face that was a touch wicked. “I must say, I rather like the look of you in these underthings you are wearing. I may have to ask your headmistress where she has them made so I can order more of them for you. And there is no need for you to change given it is just the two of us relaxing together, do you not agree?”

Trying not to shudder at the wicked smile on Josephine’s face even as her vagina ached from the sight, Kate’s eyes dipped down to her slippered feet, unable to meet the other woman’s eyes. “Yes…Josephine.”

Kate could feel the older woman’s smile thin without even looking. “Are you going to be difficult, ma chouchoute? I had hoped that would no longer be the case given what just transpired in your headmistress’s office, but if not…”

The note of warning in Josephine’s voice was clear and Kate made herself meet the other woman’s eyes. “No, mama, I will not be.”

The delight in Josephine’s eyes was evident at hearing Kate address her so, as was the shiver of pleasure that ran through the young lady’s own body at the tabooness of referring to her stepmother in such a way.

Her smile once again turning warm, Josephine closed the distance between them and wrapped her arms around the young woman, one hand going to the back of Kate’s head to cradle it against her ample bosom. “Good ma cherie, I am pleased to hear it. It has been so painful to be parted from you all these months, but we both know it was necessary and to see the good it has done, helping you come to terms with things, makes the pain worth it.”

Feeling Joephine’s lips plant a soft kiss upon the top of her head, Kate nuzzled her face against the older woman’s large breasts; the conflict within her seemed to slip away as the scent of Josephine’s perfume filled her nostrils and the heat of her body engulfed her own. Her hands slipped around behind Josephine to tentatively return the other woman’s embrace, and the Frenchwoman murmured approvingly and tightened her own arms around Kate’s slender body.

Even as she revelled in the feeling of warmth and comfort that came upon her from being embraced by the older woman, Kate’s eyes almost of their own volition darted to the canopy bed on the far end of the room. As her mind filled with memories of what had occurred the first time she had found herself like this, seeking comfort in the arms of her stepmother in her bedroom, her body tingled with pleasure at the memory of the events that had occurred even as a tinge of shame also filled her at what had transpired afterwards which had led to everything that had followed. Everything that had led her to this moment.


Chapter One - Six Months Ago

KATE HAD NEVER liked funerals. What did you say to someone who had lost a loved one? Any words of comfort or condolence spoken somehow seemed hollow, even if they were meant with all sincerity.

Her own father’s was proving to be even worse. As she stood in the centre of the Beaumont home’s parlour, a seemingly relentless stream of people continued to approach her, all keen to relay to her how sorry they were for ‘her loss’. The genuine ones were tolerable. Their sympathetic looks and expressions of sympathy did not make Kate feel in the least bit better, but they did not make her feel any worse either. In contrast, the far more numerous string of distant relations and vague acquaintances who positively reeked of their insincerity were rapidly making her want to scream.

“Again I am so sorry, Lady Kate,” Lord Sterling said for the countless time since he had waddled over, a plate piled high with jam tarts and fruit in one hand and the other holding a glass of port. “Though I’m sure you must feel some consolation that dear old Artie - did I mention your father preferred I call him Artie - is in a better place now. He had been sick for so long.”

Despite the solemnity of the occasion Kate suddenly felt the mad urge to giggle. Arthur Beaumont, her father, had in life been a man concerned first and foremost with formality. She found the idea that he had tolerated Lord Sterling calling him ‘Artie’ about as likely as a pig flying. She kept her face impassive with some difficulty. “Thank you, Lord Sterling, for your condolences. I am sure my father would say the same were he here with us today.”

“Oh please, you must call me Reginald, after all your father and I were such close friends,” Lord Sterling said before somewhat awkwardly plucking up one of the jam tarts and stuffing the entire thing in his mouth. After chewing for what seemed like an amazingly short amount of time he swallowed and went on. “To that end I cannot help but feel worried for you, my dear Kate, now all on your own in this house. You must be quite overwhelmed. Perhaps I might call on you some time in case you find yourself in need of a man’s assistance?”

Kate stiffened, sensing where Lord Sterling was going with all this, and the urge to giggle vanished and was replaced by one to give him a solid kick in the shin or perhaps somewhere else. Such presumptions would be unwelcome at the best of times, Lord Sterling being hardly any younger than her father had been and both fat and ugly to boot. However, to have him speaking this way at a time such as this was beyond improper.

Still with tremendous effort she kept any sign of her revulsion from showing on her face. Kate had a sense of propriety even if Lord Sterling did not and it would not do at all to cause a scene at a time like this. “Thank you for your concern, Lord Sterling, but I am hardly alone. My stepmother, Lady Josephine, is with me after all and I am well used to seeing to the affairs of the household. As you said, my father had been ill for such a long time, and as such I took over such responsibilities long ago out of necessity. Speaking of, I am afraid I am neglecting my duties as a hostess. I should see if the servants have refilled the tables with refreshments.”

Lord Sterling called after her, but Kate ignored him and quickly made her escape into the crowd, slipping between the various guests. Out of instinct, she gave courteous little nods at the various people who spoke to her as she passed, acknowledging their endless sympathetic condolences without engaging. Feeling suddenly overwhelmed by the events of the day, all the young lady could think of was how desperately she wanted a moment alone. Spying an open doorway, she did her best to discreetly slip through into the hallway beyond.

Now blissfully alone, Kate sank down onto a divan that sat against one of the hallway’s walls and let out a breath she did not know she had been holding. Her irritation at Lord Sterling’s inappropriateness had vanished practically the moment she was free of his presence. Now she felt merely numb. She supposed she could attribute that to shock.

Not that her father’s death could be described as a shock. Lord Sterling had at the very least been correct that he had been ill for a very long time and it had been clear for months that her father was not long for this world. Still, knowing a thing was coming and actually experiencing it were very different matters, as Kate was now learning.

Hearing a clicking of heels against the wood panelled floor of the hallway, Kate looked up and saw a short, older woman had stepped out of the parlour and was walking over towards her. Her heart sank as she realised it was her aunt, Lady Mary Peelson. 

“Oh Kate, I was just stepping out for a bit of fresh air, I always did tell Arthur the parlour gets too stuffy if the windows are not kept open. What are you doing out here?” Lady Peelson said, her voice layered with fake sympathy that rivalled the powders trying to hide the lines on her elderly face.

“The same as you, Aunt Mary,” Kate said, not believing the old woman was speaking the truth for a moment. She suspected Lady Peelson had spotted her slipping out of the parlour and leapt at the opportunity to get to her alone.

Seeing the old woman step over towards her, clearly meaning to join Kate on the divan, the young lady steeled herself for what she expected to be a taxing conversation and for a moment wondered if she would not have been better off remaining in the company of Lord Sterling. Lady Peelson was her father’s older sister and like him tended to be overly formal to the point of being pompous at times. However, while the late Arthur Beaumont had also been caring and empathetic underneath his stuffy demeanour, Kate had always found Lady Peelson to be cold, brittle and more than a little conniving.

True to form, Lady Peelson gave a little tisk of disapproval. “Under the circumstances I suppose I can forgive you for your overfamiliarity. Do try to be more aware in the future though, dear. Trying times are when it is most important to maintain good form, after all.”

“Yes, Lady Peelson,” Kate said dutifully as the old woman sat herself down on the divan, smoothing the skirts of her black dress as she did so.

“Much better,” Lady Peelson’s voice once again returns to its previously sympathetic, if obviously fake, tone. “How are you holding up, my dear niece? I imagine this whole unfortunate affair has you in quite the state?”

“As well as could be expected, Lady Peelson,” Kate replied dutifully. “But it is not as if my father’s passing came unexpectedly, he had been sick for quite a while. I simply tell myself he is in a better place now.”

As Kate parroted back the words Lord Sterling had so recently spoken to her, Lady Peelson gave an exaggerated nod of agreement. “Oh yes, it is a shame how Arthur’s health failed him so. I had warned him on many the occasion that he was on the road to ruin, trying to shoulder the burden of seeing to the good of our family all on his own. Let that be a lesson to you, my dear niece.”

Kate somehow doubted the truth of that. She could count on one hand the number of times Lady Peelson had come calling when her father was alive and none of those occasions had been in recent years when her father’s health had taken a turn for the worse. Still, pointing that out would hardly be proper. “He was not entirely on his own. Not of late, at least.”

Another tisk from Lady Peelson, this one clearly irritated. “You mean Josephine, that French…woman,” clearly Kate’s aunt had had another word in mind. “What went through Arthur’s mind marrying that foreigner is beyond me. Well perhaps not entirely beyond me, now that I consider it. He was as much of a man as any other. Still, I doubt she was of any real help to him.”

That struck Kate as rather unfair. When her father had announced he was remarrying, she had experienced the normal feelings of resentment typical of a young woman learning her widowed father was bringing a new wife into the household and a foreign one at that, but she had done her best to suppress them. Her own mother had died years ago when Kate was just a little girl, so it was not as if her father had not gone through a more than respectable period of morning before remarrying. Given his declining health, the young lady had simply told herself she should be grateful he had found someone who made him happy. Josephine certainly had seemed to do that and not just because she was beautiful; she had practically doted on the ailing Arthur Beaumont and seemed to genuinely care for the sickly, older man.

“Speaking of such matters,” Lady Peelson went on, “You yourself are not yet engaged, correct?”

“No, Lady Peelson,” Kate answered. Having just turned twenty, she was well past the point when young women of her class had accepted an offer of marriage from a suitable man, if they had not already straight up married one and mothered their first children to boot.

She had certainly had more than her share of suitors. Kate knew she was beautiful, at least everyone around her seemed to describe her that way, and the fact her family was wealthy and of good reputation, even if only of middling rank in the nobility, almost certainly made her a desirable match in other ways. None of the young men who had come calling on her had caught her interest, however, and her father thankfully had not pressured her on the subject.

“Hmmm,” Lady Peelson harrumphed. “Arthur should have seen that matter settled even with his poor health. Especially given his poor health. Still, it does present certain opportunities for us now. You have met my son, Cecil, correct? A fine young man, I am sure you will agree.”

“Yes, Lady Peelson,” Kate responded politely. She had met Cecil Peelson on a few occasions but doubted anyone but his mother would describe him in the terms she had just used. He was a short, shrimpy young man, standing even shorter than her despite her utterly unremarkable height of five two, who was entirely under Lady Peelson’s thumb. This was likely for the best because on those few occasions Kate had spent time with him outside of his mother’s presence he tended to play the smarmy bully.

“Perhaps he could call on you sometime? The two of you have known one another since you were children, after all, and while the late Lord Peelson was only a baron that does not stand that far down from viscount on the ranks of nobility. Cecil would be more than eligible once he comes into his majority and that title passes to him.

Kate blinked, a moment passing before she comprehended what her aunt was implying; it was a struggle to keep the revulsion from her face when she did. “Lady Peelson…he is my cousin.”

A flash of irritation appeared in Lady Peelson’s eyes, but her voice was calm as she answered. “A fact that is not unheard of in our world, my dear, even if some may frown upon it. Everyone would find it perfectly reasonable that you wished to keep family close in a trying time such as this. At the end of the day family is what matters, after all.”

Particularly when that family was wealthy, Kate could not help but observe. The late Lord Peelson may have been a baron but not a rich one. She could certainly see why the prospect of marrying her son off to Kate would be an attractive one to her aunt. As for herself, Kate suddenly found herself reevaluating the desirability of Lord Sterling as a potential suitor; when compared to her cousin Cecil he suddenly did not seem such a poor match after all.

“I am not certain I agree,” Kate said gently, trying her best to keep her tone diplomatic.

“Now see here, girl,” Lady Peelson’s voice definitely had a touch of irritation to it now. “I suspect Arthur may have spoiled you by letting you have far too much free reign for a young lady your age. I remind you that he is no longer with us, however, and the new head of the family may not be so inclined to cater to your whims.”

“And thankfully that role is not yours, Lady Peelson.” A new, heavily accented voice cut in.

Kate looked up and saw Josephine standing at the parlour doorway, her eyes narrowed in distaste as she stared unblinkingly at Lady Peelson. The old woman openly scowled back, the sour look on her face plain to see.

“I thank you for coming to pay your respects to my late husband, Lady Peelson,” Josephine said, her heels clicking on the hardwood floors of the hallway as she walked towards the seated pair. “However, I feel the time has come for you to depart.”

“Excuse me!” Lady Peelson almost squawked. “You have some nerve, you French hussy. Are you actually kicking me out of my own house, at my brother’s funeral no less?”

“I believe you are mistaken, Lady Peelson,” Josephine said evenly, her voice calm and betraying no sign of offence but her eyes flashing dangerously. “This is in fact my house and brother’s funeral or not, I am afraid I must ask you to leave it.”

“Your house?” Lady Peelson sneered. “I am not certain how they do things in France my dear, but here in England sharing my brother’s bed for a few months does not make this house yours, even if my fool of a niece has not been wise enough to toss you out on your tarty behind yet.”

Josephine smiled, but it was not a particularly friendly one. “And I see you are not familiar with the terms of Arthur’s will. As Kate’s stepmother her father’s estate, this house included, falls under my control until such time as she marries, when of course it passes to her.”

“And I suppose you shall have the final say on that matter as well?” Lady Peelson said with a glare. “How convenient.”

“A eh bien,” Josephine replied. “Frankly who and if Kate chooses to marry is her business as far as I am concerned. I could not care less. Though from what I have seen of that beastly son of yours I doubt it shall be him, unless my stepdaughter has entirely taken leave of her senses.”

Kate looked on with wide eyes as Lady Peelson spluttered and seethed, clearly unused to being spoken to in such a fashion. The young woman could not help but feel a bit in awe of Josephine, even if she could not truthfully describe the manner in which she had dealt with her aunt as entirely proper. Still, she could not help but feel a bit of satisfaction at seeing the nasty old woman finally be taken down a peg.

“Why I never,” Lady Peelson muttered, rising from the divan in a huff. “If this is how all the nobility of France behave I cannot say I blame your peasantry for tossing the lot of you out. I have never been spoken to in such a disrespectful fashion in all my years on this earth. Ask me to leave? At this point you could not beg me to stay.”

Lady Peelson shot one last look at Kate. “If you ask me, my dear, you have taken leave of your senses. I shall await your apology once you have regained them.”

With that the old woman stalked off, nose practically turned up in the air. Reaching a turn in the hallway, she turned on her heel and vanished.

Kate felt a sense of relief wash over her at Lady Peelson’s absence. It seemed Josephine shared it as the older woman let out a breath she had evidently been holding in and sank down onto the divan on the spot Lady Peelson had just vacated.

“Mon Deiu,” Josephine muttered, her hands rubbing her temples as if to soothe a headache. “Arthur was not exaggerating when he said his sister was the most insufferable woman in all the British Isles.”

“She is my father’s sister. We all show grief in our own way.” Kate said without any real conviction. Lady Peelson was her aunt and propriety said she should defend her, though in that moment the girl found herself very much agreeing with her late father’s assessment of the woman.

Josephine met Kate’s eyes and cocked an eyebrow. “You are a kind young woman, ma cherie, and I have always liked you for that, but in Lady Peelson’s case I fear you are far too kind. I believe you English are known to refer to us French as frogs, non? Well, I may be a frog but your aunt is a toad and a wrinkly old one at that!”

Kate giggled. She could not help herself. At Josephine’s words an image had appeared in her mind unbidden of Lady Peelson squatting on a lilypad, croaking incomprehensibly. It was an uncanny resemblance to the real woman, she had to concede.

Her stepmother joined in and Kate could not help but think of how lovely the sound was, so light and carefree. Her giggle became a laugh, part of her worried that the sound would carry into the parlour and be overheard by one of the guests but the rest of her not giving a damn.

Then suddenly, Kate felt something hot and wet running down her cheeks and she realised she was crying. When exactly it had happened she was uncertain, but it seemed once she had lowered her guard and surrendered the brave facade she had been hiding behind the last few days all the feelings she had been suppressing came pouring out and she could not force them back down again.

Then Kate felt a pair of arms wrap themselves around her and something soft and warm pressed against her body. It took her a moment to realise it was Josephine. Her cheeks blushed with embarrassment at having lost her composure in front of her stepmother, but the older woman did not seem at all upset with her. She only tightened her embrace of the girl, holding her close as she shushed her gently.

“Sssshhhh ma poupee…it is alright…let it all out…my poor darling Kate…”

Kate only seemed to cry harder at Josephine soft, reassuring words, everything she had been avoiding since the morning a few days ago when the butler had gone to wake her father only to discover he would never wake again bubbling up onto the surface. Josephine only hugged her tighter in response, one hand cradling the back of her head and nestling it against her bosom as she murmured to her softly in French. Kate did not understand what she was saying but as the words washed over her she felt herself calming, a sense of reassuring safety coming over her.

The girl’s cheeks turned red as Kate’s crying ceased and she became aware of where her face was pressed up against. Josephine’s dress was modestly cut and her entire chest area was covered by the black muslin fabric of it, now more than a little damp from Kate's tears. It was a tight fit, however, and Kate was now very much aware of how the bodice clung to Josephine’s breasts so snugly that their lovely, large shape was quite evident.

Suddenly all she could hear was a thumping sound ringing in her ears and Kate realised it was the frantic beating of her heart within her own chest. Her young body felt hot and tingly in a way it never had before.

Confused, she tried to wiggle free. Josephine’s arms only tightened themselves around her, however, holding Kate in place. Being held in such a way, her arms pressed against her sides and her body almost immobilised and unable to move, felt strangely nice, the young woman realised and her half hearted struggling ceased. Josephine did not seem to mind her face laying atop of her bosom and Kate found that she did not really wish to move. The older woman’s breasts felt so wonderfully soft and plump underneath her head, and the girl could feel the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her dress.

A few moments passed then Josephine shifted and tilted her head down to plant a soft, brief kiss on the top of Kate’s head before straightening and beginning to lift the young woman into an upright sitting position. The young lady stiffened at the feeling of her stepmother’s warm, moist lips against the skin of her forehead and almost gasped at their touch. She suddenly felt as if a nest of butterflies had taken up residence within her stomach and the hot, tingly feeling in her body both intensified and seemed to concentrate between her legs in her most private place.

Thankfully, Josephine seemed completely oblivious to the confusing reaction that seemed to have come over Kate. The older woman produced a handkerchief from somewhere and began wiping away the tears from the girl’s cheeks, the red colouring of which would hopefully be mistaken as another aftereffect of her crying, and Kate tried to comprehend what had just happened. It was not as if this was the first time someone had given a quick kiss to her cheek or forehead out of friendly affection and she had never thought anything of it on such occasions. Now, Kate found herself staring at Josephine’s plump, red lips as she remembered how they had felt pressed against her skin. How would they feel against other parts of her body?

Kate’s eyes widened at the thought. Where had that come from? She could not think such things. It was unnatural. Josephine was another woman. Not just that, she was her stepmother - her father’s widow! Shame coursed through her body, dousing the arousal that had just sprung up in it like cold water on a fire.

“Are you alright, ma cherie?” Josephine’s voice shook Kate out of whatever had just come over her.

“Yes…yes, I am fine…I am so sorry…I do not know what came over me just now…you must think I am so silly…” Kate knew she was babbling but could not seem to help herself. When Josephine raised a finger and pressed it against her lips she immediately found herself quieting.

The older woman gave a little smile. “It is alright, my darling Kate, I know.”

“You do!” Kate said, shock and more than a little alarm filling her. Had Josephine noticed something after all? Oh no! What would she do now?

“Of course, ma cherie,” Josephine’s smile turned sympathetic. “I cannot imagine how you must be feeling right now; the shock and the grief. And on top of it all you had to deal with that toad of a woman who is Lady Peelson. I am surprised you have managed to hold yourself together this long.”

Relief surged through Kate at Josephine’s words, grateful that whatever the older woman may or may not have noticed had simply been chalked up to her distress over her father’s passing. The relief was short lived, however, as Josephine then reached forward with her hands and took both of Kate’s with her own. A shiver ran down the young lady’s spine at the Frenchwoman’s touch, somehow both so very soft yet also firm at the same time.

“I know we have not known each other long,” Josephine said, her eyes staring unblinkingly at Kate’s; the young woman was struck for the first time by how vividly green they were. How had she not noticed before? “But I wish you to know, Kate, that I am here for you. Please do not think that I believe I can replace your father, let alone your true mother, but if you need me for anything - anything at all - you have only to ask. Do you understand me, ma belle?”

Her throat too dry to speak, Kate wordlessly nodded and the older woman smiled happily.

Josephine reached forward and tucked a lock of Kate’s black hair that had come loose behind one of her ears and then stood. “ Please, take as much time as you need to compose yourself, ma cherie. I shall see to our guests while you do.”

With that, Kate’s step mother turned and walked back towards the door leading into the parlour, a picture of elegance as she did so as always seemed to be the case. As the door closed behind her, Kate was left alone to her confusion.

TURNING AND TOSSING fitfully in her bed, Kate tried for what felt like the countless time to find a comfortable position to lie upon her mattress. Oh how she wished for sleep to come but no matter how many hours slowly seemed to pass it did not.

Kate was so very tired but she seemed unable to close her eyes. Her entire body seemed to be thrumming in a strange way it never had before and her skin was tingling as it brushed against the soft material of her nightgown as she twisted back and forth across her bed. She could not seem to stay still no matter how much she found herself longing for sleep.

In some ways the young woman was thankful for the distraction. Whenever she let her mind wander she seemed to immediately begin fixating on how alone she felt. In some ways this was odd. She had slept alone her entire life. Her father had practically been bedridden the last few months. There was no reason the house should somehow feel empty. Yet it did.

Sitting up in her bed, Kate squinted to try and make out the time on the small clock ticking away from its perch atop the mantle on the far wall across from her bed. Seeing it was only a bit past midnight she cursed. It felt like an eternity had passed since she retired for the night but it seemed dawn was still a long way off.

With the bliss of sleep still seemingly out of her grasp, Kate dreaded the prospect of continuing to lie alone in her bed for the long hours still ahead of her with nothing for company but her own miserable thoughts. There did not seem to be an alternative, however. It was not as if she could wake one of the servants to keep her company. That would be both improper and rude.

Then out of nowhere Kate suddenly found herself wondering if Josephine was still awake at this hour. If that were the case it would hardly be improper for her to call on her, especially given just that afternoon she had told the young lady that she was there for her should she need her.

Suddenly able to think of nothing else other than how much she wanted to see the older woman, Kate slipped on a pair of slippers onto her bare feet and stepped out of her bedroom into the hallway beyond. It was pitch black but Kate’s eyes quickly adjusted and her slippered feet padded across the floor as she made her way down the corridor and onto the landing that connected the wing of the house that held her room with the one where her late father’s and Josephine’s were located.

Kate encountered no one as she made her way down the dark corridor, the servants all being asleep as expected. Not that it mattered, she told herself. She was only going to call on her stepmother. That was perfectly understandable and certainly had nothing to do with the strange reaction she had had to her that afternoon.

Her cheeks grew hot at the memory and her body tingled in a similar fashion to how it had then. Despite being a virgin, Kate understood what the feeling was. When her mother had passed she had still been only a little girl, so when she had begun growing into a woman her governess had been the one to explain, in a thorough if rather clinical fashion, what would occur when her inevitable wedding night came upon her while stressing that as a proper young lady she should keep herself chaste and innocent until that night came. Kate had never struggled with temptation in that regard…until now that was. But Josephine was another woman. It was so confusing.

Reaching her destination, for some reason Kate’s eyes lingered for a moment on the door that led to her father’s room which now lay empty. Forcing herself to look away, she turned to the far door and knocked.

After a moment she heard a voice answer. “Oui, come in?”

Opening the door, Kate stepped inside. The room within was illuminated by a single burning candle that sat atop the side table next to Josephine’s bed. The older woman herself was sitting on her bed, her back propped up against the carved wooden headboard, with an open book on her lap. Her hair was down and hanging loose down her back and she was dressed in a silky nightgown that was a dark burgundy colour.

“Kate?” The surprise in Josephine’s voice was clear. “What is it, ma cherie?”

“I’m sorry to disturb you this late,” Kate answered, suddenly feeling tongue tied. “But I could not sleep and…well…and…” she trailed off.

A look of understanding appeared in Josephine’s eyes and she put her book aside on the side table and patted the space on the bed next to her welcomingly.

Kate gratefully climbed onto the bed next to Josephine, already feeling better just from being in the other woman’s presence. “I am sorry to be bothering you.”

“Nonsense,” Josephine said, reaching over with one arm across Kate’s shoulders to pull her closer in a half embrace. “You have nothing to be sorry for, my darling Kate. It is not as if I was asleep myself and I understand why you would not wish to be alone tonight.”

Kate blinked and suddenly felt a tinge of shame. She had been so caught up in her own grief that she had forgotten that her father’s death must have affected Josephine as well. “Oh of course. You must miss him also.”

“Indeed I do,” Josephine nodded slowly. “Though not nearly as much as you do, I imagine. Still, I owed him much and he was a good friend to me.”

“A good friend?” Kate said in surprise. The young lady had no illusions as to how the world worked and if Josephine had chosen to describe her late father as the love of her life she would have found the declaration suspect, but she was still more than a little startled by the older woman’s choice of words.

“Oui,” Josephine answered. “I knew him since I was just a girl even younger than you. He and my father were old friends. When the revolution came to France, my father arranged for me to be sent to England for my safety. A wise choice as it turned out, as like much of the nobility he was arrested and sent to the guillotine by the revolutionaries and our family estate seized ‘for the people’ as they put it.”

“That’s horrible,” Kate responded. Josephine had never spoken much of her past, at least not to her.

Josephine shrugged dismissively. “It was some time ago now and I have come to terms with it. It did leave me in somewhat of a perilous position though. By marrying me, your father saw an opportunity to repay mine for his years of friendship by ensuring I would be provided for, even after he was no longer alive…he knew he was not long for this world as I am sure you are aware.”

Kate nodded, her mind racing as she absorbed this new knowledge she had learned. It seems she was pleased for some reason to have learned Josephine’s and her father’s relationship had not been at all romantic, even in the ‘older man takes a beautiful young wife’ manner she had always assumed it was. She tried not to dwell on this fact.

Squeezing the arm that was draped over Kate, Josephine pulled the girl closer. “It also was his way of ensuring you would not be left entirely alone. As I said before, I am here for you, Kate. I hope you believe me.”

A breath caught in Kate’s throat as she felt the warmth of the older woman’s body against her own and suddenly was very aware of just how close she was to her stepmother. She was also very aware of how much of Josephine’s body was displayed by the nightgown she was wearing. Unlike the dress she had worn to the funeral, the neckline was cut quite short and barely seemed to be containing her large breasts while showing off a good deal of cleavage.

Something indecipherable appeared in Josephine’s green eyes and the woman leaned closer. “You are a truly beautiful woman, ma cherie. I hope you do not mind me saying so.” One of her hands reached out and ran itself through one of Kate’s long, black lockes. “You have such lovely hair. So similar to mine, it’s almost identical.”

For some reason this made Josephine smile and Kate found herself staring at her lips. Had they always been so plump? So red? Once again Kate found herself remembering the brief kiss to her forehead Josephine had given her earlier and how lovely those lips had felt. The young woman felt her body begin to grow hot underneath her nightdress at the memory.

“Are you alright, ma choupette?” Josephine’s voice sounded so low it was almost a croon. “You seem very…flushed.”

The older woman’s hand went to cup Kate’s forehead, as if checking her temperature. Kate’s skin certainly seemed to feel burning hot to her. At the Frenchwoman’s touch the young lady could not stop the gasp that slipped from her lips, her skin seeming to tingle underneath Josephine’s fingers in a wonderfully delightful way. The tingling seemed to be shooting straight to her pussy, which was suddenly aching but in a way that felt so very pleasurable.

Kate would never be certain exactly what happened next. Who it was that made the first move. All she knew was that in the next instant Josephine’s lips were pressed against her own in a kiss. Her nostrils were filled with the scent of her stepmother’s perfume and her body could feel the seemingly scorching heat of the older woman’s through the thin material of her nightdress. Her own body seemed to be burning and Kate felt almost feverish, her head spinning as she was overwhelmed by the realisation of what was happening.

Josephine’s lips were gentle yet insistent. Kate had no frame of reference, never having been kissed in such a way before, but they felt like nothing she had ever experienced in her life. Moaning in delight, she melted against the older woman’s body. Josephine caught her in her arms, holding her steady even as she deepened the kiss, making it more passionate.

Feeling a tongue probing against her lips, Kate instinctively parted them to give it entry. The moist, warm muscle thrust itself ruthlessly into the girl’s mouth. Somehow knowing what she should do, Kate’s own tongue rose to meet it and the two lathed against one another. The young woman felt breathless but never wanted the kiss to stop at the same time.

Eventually though, Kate’s need for air proved unsuppressable. Breaking the kiss, she panted for breath, her heart pounding almost deafeningly in her ears as she did so. Josephine seemed similarly affected, nostrils flared as she breathed deeply, and her green eyes gleaming with an intensity that the young woman was almost mesmerised by.

She did not notice at first that Josephine’s hands had reached for the buttons of her nightdress, only realising what the other woman was doing as she parted the material to bare her chest. Kate’s eyes widened as she realised just how hard the nipples of her breasts had become. They were also very sensitive; she gasped at the feeling of her nightdress’s material as it brushed against the rockhard little nubbins when Josephine slid the garment from her shoulders.

The nightdress slipped down her body to her waist, leaving her small breasts uncovered. Kate’s cheeks grew hot with a blush and her hands itched to cover herself, but when she saw the obvious appreciation in Josephine’s eyes as she drank in the sight of the twin pale mounds she stopped herself. She had always been conscious of her breasts, how small they were, and a rush of pride flooded through her at how Josephine seemed delighted with them just as they were.

But when Kate felt Josephine’s fingers reach out and touch them, gliding down the soft, tender flesh towards their twin peaks, the part of her that had been raised to be a proper young lady reasserted itself. “Oh Josephine…please no…you must not…”

“Why mustn't I?” Josephine practically purred, not stopping her fingers as they slid even closer to Kate’s large, dark nipples, which seemed to almost be pulsing in anticipation. “Are you not enjoying my touch?”

Kate certainly was and as pleasure flooded her mind she struggled to articulate exactly why it was that Josephine should stop. “It feels wonderful…but please…the first man a lady allows to touch her there should be her husband on her w-wedding night -”

The girl’s attempts at speech abruptly ended when she felt Josephine’s skillful hands at last reach her nipples. A squeal escaped her lips as pleasure jolted through the hard, elongated tips as the older woman’s fingers lightly caressed them.

“But I am not a man, am I, ma poupee?” Josephine smiled smugly at Kate’s very visible reaction to her ministrations. “And you cannot deny that what I am doing feels good, non? What a good girl you are, responding to my touch so eagerly. Do my fingers on your lovely little breasts not give you pleasure?”

“Yes…” Kate panted, her resolve melting under the waves pleasure flowing through her young body as Josephine continued touching her, lightly rolling the pointed tips of her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. “What you are doing feels good…so good…oh god…”

A sharp squeak flew from her lips as Josephine suddenly pinched her nipples, but it was in an almost teasing fashion and Kate gasped as the slight feeling of pain seemed to shoot straight to her most private place, which clenched in delight. Without thinking, the young woman arched her back to try and feed more of her breasts into Josephine’s caressing hands. A little mew of dismay followed when in response the older woman instead withdrew them altogether.

“Of course it feels good, my darling,” Josephine said, her hands going to the thin straps of the silky nightgown she was wearing. “After all, I have a pair of my own and understand what brings pleasure to them.”

Kate’s eyebrows shot up to her black bangs and she forgot all about her dismay at Josephine no longer touching her as the older woman slipped her nightgown down her chest, baring it as well. Her stepmother’s breasts were large and plump, capped with puffy dark nipples so very similar to Kate’s own, and stood tall and proud on her chest without a hint of sagging.

“Do you like them, ma cherie?” Josephine asked coyly, cupping the soft undersides of her breasts to hold them up more prominently. “Would you like to touch them? Go ahead, you are more than welcome to.”

Kate needed no urging and reached out with trembling hands to run her fingers over Josephine’s breasts; they felt so soft and warm in the most wonderful way. She did not really know what she was doing, but remembering how it had felt when the other woman had touched her nipples, she tentatively began to caress them. The pointed tips were almost an inch long, jutting out from Josephine’s wide areolas, and were rock hard to touch.

It was now Josephine who groaned in appreciation. “Oh oui…oui…keep doing that ma tresor…it feels so wonderful…good girl…”

Beaming at Josephine’s words of praise, Kate eagerly asked. “What else should I do? Please, tell me how I can make you feel good.” The older woman calling her a ‘good girl’ had sent a rush of pleasure through Kate and she found herself desperately wanting to please her further.

“You can do whatever you wish,” Josephine said, her voice low and sultry. “Touch them. Play with them. You can even suck on them if you like?”

Kate’s eyes immediately shot down to Josephine’s nipples, her mind imagining how they would taste. Almost without realising it, her head began drifting down towards the older woman’s breasts, her lips puckering in anticipation. Latching onto one hard nubbin, she began to tentatively suck.

“Oui…oui ma bebe…my good girl…” Josephine moaned in delight. “...oh oui…keep doing that…such a good girl…suck on my nipple…oh, you please me so, ma cherie…”

Kate began sucking away even harder, spurred on by Josephine's praise and moans of delight, savouring the tangy, salty taste of the older woman’s nipple. She lathed her tongue over it and was rewarded by an even hotter moan of pleasure from her stepmother and Kate repeated the act again and again.

One of Josephine’s hands reached up to cup the back of Kate’s head, softly stroking her long black hair as she nestled her face against her breast as the young woman continued to suck away. The other ran itself down the girl’s back. Kate felt the hem of her nightdress being pulled up, the soft material running over the back of her thighs and the curves of her bum, baring it to the cool air of the bedroom. Unlike her breasts, which Kate had always felt subconscious over the small size of, her bottom was large and round, with plump cheeks that flared out from her narrow waist.

Josephine cupped one of them with her hand, fingers kneading at the soft skin and tender flesh underneath. Kate groaned in pleasure, the sound muffled by the nipple her lips were still sucking eagerly at. The older woman’s fingers teasingly traced their way down one round bum cheek and then shifted to begin stroking up and down the girl’s inner thigh.

When Kate felt her stepmother’s fingers touch the very bottom of the slit of her vagina, however, a tingle of apprehension suddenly ran down her spine. No one had ever touch her there before. Wiggling in the older woman’s arms, Josephine’s nipple slipped from her lips with a wet plop as she spoke. “Josephine! What are you -”

“Hush, my darling,” Josephine shushed her. “Be a good girl and be still for me as I do this. I promise you, ma choupette, this shall feel so good.”

Her heart was pounding against her ribcage like a bird trying to take flight, but Kate took a deep breath and nodded, ceasing to wiggle. She trusted Josephine. And as new and a little frightening as everything she was doing with her was, it had also been so very pleasurable. She wanted Josephine to touch her.

One of Josephine’s fingers traced itself up the length of Kate’s slit, the touch light and soft. Kate squealed in delight. It felt so good. Unlike anything she had ever felt before. An indulgent smirk on her face, Josephine repeated the act, this time her finger pushing between the silken lips of the girl’s slit to touch the wet folds beyond.

Josephine continued to teasingly run her fingers over Kate’s most private place, stroking her puffy labia lips and the wet folds of her vulva. It felt wonderful and soon Kate was moaning aloud from the caresses. The one place Josephine did not touch, however, was the young woman’s clitoris, which had become swollen with arousal and was almost throbbing in protest at the neglect.

And then one of Josephine’s fingers brushed over the straining little bud ever so lightly. The contact was brief but pleasure exploded throughout all of Kate’s young body as her pearl tightened in delight. The young woman had to cram a fist into her mouth to stop from crying out in joy, worried that someone would hear.

Josephine ran her fingers over Kate’s clit again and again. Soon she was rubbing away at it, the little pearl throbbing underneath her fingers in delight. Unthinkingly Kate began rocking her hips, matching them to the caresses of Josephine’s fingers against her vagina. Kate moaned at the wonderful sensations coursing through her body, feeling almost like a wave was building inside of her. She sensed something was coming. Something wonderful. Something unlike anything she had ever experienced before.

But then without warning Josephine stopped, her fingers vanishing from Kate’s burning sex altogether. For a moment Kate did not realise what had happened, her body still spasming in anticipation, of what she was still not entirely sure but certainly it had been something wondrous. Then as she comprehended what had happened she whined unhappily. “What…Josephine no please…do not stop…please, I was…I was about to…”

Josephine simply smirked down at her smugly and Kate could only watch unhappily as the older woman leisurely raised one of her fingers up to her lips and began to suck on it. After a moment she released it with a plop. “Oh my darling Kate, you are truly exquisite. I simply must have a proper taste.”

Kate’s eyebrows shot up in bafflement, not understanding what the older woman meant. Then her confusion was forgotten as Josephine immediately seized the nightdress that was tangled around the girl’s hips and pulled it up and off of her body. Now totally naked, Kate felt her cheeks burn with embarrassment even as she relished the way the Frenchwoan looked over her body, clearly drinking in the sight.

Then without warning Josephine’s hands shot out and shoved at the young woman’s shoulders, knocking her flat onto her back on the bed. Stunned by this, Kate craned her neck to raise her head off of the rumpled blankets and watched as Josephine rose up onto her knee so she towered over her.

As the older woman pulled off her own nightgown, Kate’s eyes went wide as she took in the sight of her stepmother’s naked body for the first time. The flickering light of the candle cast dark shadows over the naturally suntanned skin of her body. Wide hips flared out from her narrow waist and Kate found herself staring at what lay between them. Unlike Kate, who’s cunt was covered by a thick bush of black pubic hairs, Josephine’s was shaved bare except for a neatly trimmed triangle that hovered above her vagina while leaving it entirely on display; Kate could see that the Frenchwoman’s labia lips were glistening with juices, clear evidence of her arousal.

Josephine crouched over Kate, placing one hand on either side of her head, and swooped down to press her lips against the girl’s. The kiss was brief but fierce, Josephine forcing her tongue ruthlessly into Kate’s mouth in an almost ravishing fashion. Breaking the kiss, the older woman planted another one on Kate’s jawline, then on her throat, and then further down till she was leaving a trail of feathery kisses along her chest.

After briefly pausing to anoint both of Kate’s nipples with a brief kiss of their own, sucking each for a few short moments in turn which elicited a squeal of delight from the young woman, Josephine began licking and kissing her way down her trembling stomach. Kate’s cheeks grew hot again as it began to dawn on her just what it was Josephine intended. Did she really mean to put her mouth there, on her vagina? The idea was so lewd. So indecent! Yet the girl’s most private place practically ached with longing at the idea as she imagined just how her stepmother’s skillful lips and tongue would feel once they touched her there.

She did not have to wait long. Soon Josephine was hovering just above her pussy, nuzzling her nose against the thick bush of her pubic hair as she blew a teasing gust of breath across Kate’s puffy, engorged slit. Kate groaned in frustration. “Josephine…please…”

“Please what, my darling?” Josephine said tauntingly, a wicked look in her gleaming eyes, clearly enjoying the frantic tone in her stepdaughter’s voice.

“Please…” Kate whimpered. “Please…lick me…there…please…”

Smiling wickedly, Josephine slowly began lowering her mouth towards Kate’s burning sex; it was so hot and congested that her slit was freely leaking juices. Closing the distance, she parted her lips and shot out her silky, pink tongue to slowly lick it across the entire length of Kate’s pussy.

“Ooooooooh,” Kate moaned, the inner walls of her cunt clenching in delight at the indescribable pleasure she felt from Josephine tongue. “Thank you, Josephine…oh please more…”

Josephine more than obliged, lapping away at Kate’s cunt with her tongue. She concentrated her efforts in particular on the young woman’s clitoris, coaxing her little pearl out of its protective hood with skillful licks and swirls. Her lips then fastened onto the straining little bud and began to suck.

Kate actually shrieked at the feeling of her clit between Josephine’s plump, silky lips, encased in the moist warmth of her mouth, heedless of who might hear. She mindlessly rocked her hips, grinding herself against the older woman’s mouth, and her hands reached down to grab the sides of her face. Josephine deftly caught them however and held them tightly pressed down against Kate’s sides. For some reason the young woman found she liked the feeling of being held this way, her hands gripped tight and unable to move, but was too lost in the lustful haze that had descended on her to think much of it.

The Frenchwoman only sucked away harder in response to Kate’s obvious enjoyment of her attentions. She stared up unblinkingly from between the girl’s legs, eyes burning with an intense look in them, drinking in the sight of her stepdaughter’s writhing body. For her part, Kate could concentrate on nothing other than the indescribable feeling of Josephine’s silky mouth and tongue on her most private place. The wave of pleasure was building again, growing higher and higher with each luscious stroke of the older woman’s tongue on her desperately throbbing clitoris. Kate never wanted it to stop.

Only stop everything did. Josephine’s lips and tongue vanished from her pulsing pussy just as that delicious wave felt like it was beginning to crest. For a few moments Kate could only howl miserably, the inner walls of her vagina clenched in anticipation of something she still did not completely comprehend but was certain would be indescribable, and then whatever it was began to slip away.

“No, please!” Kate sobbed, tears leaking from her eyes at the horrible feeling of frustration that swept through her body. “Please, why did you stop? Please, Josephine -”

“Mama,” Josephine said softly yet firmly, cutting the young woman off.

“What?” Kate said, not understanding.

“Call me ‘mama’,” Josephine spoke again, her voice growing hotter.

Kate reacted without thinking, conscious only of how desperate she was for Josephine to finish what she had started. “Mama please…”

Josephine’s eyes burned with delight at Kate’s words and the young woman felt a tingle of pleasure run down her spine as she realised what she had just said, her clitoris seeming to tighten in the most delicious manner at the tabooness of it.

“Good girl,” Josephine praised her. “Now be a good girl for me again, ma tresor, and repeat what I say. ‘Please mama. I want to cum, mama. Please mama may I cum?’”

For a long moment Kate was silent, the young lady in her baulking at saying something so indecent but the young woman in her that was desperate for Josephine to stop teasing her not giving a damn. Then Josephine blew a teasing gust of her hot breath across Kate’s desperate pussy and the young woman won the internal contest. “Please m-mama. I want to…to c-cum mama. Please mama may I cum?”

A triumphant look filled Josephine’s eyes, the lust in them evident. “Good girl. And a good girl deserves to be rewarded. Oui, ma cherie I think I shall let you have a treat.”

To Kate’s surprise however, Josephine did not resume her oral ministration and instead slid her way up the young woman’s body. The feel of her naked skin, warm and sweaty, against her own, was wonderful and she could not hold back the little moan of delight that escaped her lips. Kate then felt something hot and wet against her most private place and the girl’s eyes went wide as she realised it was her stepmother’s own pussy. Clearly the older woman was just as aroused as Kate was.

And then Josephine began to move. At the feeling of the Frenchwoman’s cunt rubbing against her own, Kate cried out in pleasure. It felt so good. Instinctively her hands tried to grab Josephine’s hips, wanting to forcibly pull the older woman even closer to her, but Josephine intercepted them with her own, pinning them down onto the bed above Kate’s head.

Arching her back so her heavy breasts hung just above Kate’s head, Josephine kept a tight grip on the young woman’s wrists with one hand while the other cupped one breast, holding it up so the large, puffy nipple was just before Kate’s lips. “My nipples have missed the feel of ma bebe’s lips sucking away on them. Be a good girl for me now, ma cherie and correct this.”

Kate needed no urging, fastening her lips around one hard, dark nipple and beginning to suck frantically, moaning around the nubbin as Josephine continued grinding her pussy into the young woman’s own with ever more ferocity. That wonderful wave was building within her, higher and higher with each passing moment. Kate could tell it was once again beginning to crest.

Josephine seemed no less affected, babbling away in French between hot moans of passion even as she sought to feed more of her breast into Kate’s mouth. “Oui ma fille…tète le sein de ta maman…oh oui, je suis sur le point d’atteindre l’orgasme…oh oui I am cumming…cum with me, Kate!”

The young woman doubted she could have disobeyed if her life depended on it, even as Josephine ground against her soft mound with a franticness bordering on desperation, she cantered her hips to return the act as pleasure unlike anything she had felt in her entire young life crashed over her body. Kate’s head fell back onto the bed coverings, Josephine’s nipple slipping from her lips, and she nearly howled, her cries ringing through the bedroom along with her stepmother’s.

Her body went limp, seemingly drained of all energy, as did Josephine’s. The heavy weight of the older woman’s body atop her own felt wonderful in a strange way, yet after only a moment the French woman rolled over onto her side, her arms wrapping themselves around Kate’s slender frame to pull her close into a tight embrace. “Ah ma tresor, did you enjoy what just occurred?”

“Oh it was unlike anything I ever imagined,” Kate said, her body feeling completely spent. “Was it good for you also?” She asked hesitantly, keenly aware she had not really known what she was doing and suddenly worried that the experience for Josephine had not been nearly as good as it had been for her.

“My darling, you were magnifique,” Josephine crooned, planting a quick kiss on the top of her head. “I cannot tell you how many times I have imagined this. The reality was beyond anything I could have anticipated.”

Happiness filled Kate and she snuggled herself even closer to Josephine, resting her head against the pillow that was her large, plump bosom. She wanted to say more but fatigue from what had happened both just now and over the last few days was making itself felt. Her eyes felt heavy and she was unable to keep them open. Within moments she was asleep, the last conscious thought how wonderful it felt to have Josephine softly stroke her long hair and back.

When Kate awoke she felt sunlight on her naked skin. She felt so remarkably rested, having had the first full night of sleep since the day she had learned of her father’s death, but also confused. Where was she? Still half asleep, she could still somehow tell she was not in her bedroom. And there was something delightfully soft and warm pressed up against her body. Instinctively she curled herself against whatever it was.

There was a rustling sound and a familiar voice said, “Ah, ma cherie, you are awake. Did you sleep well?”

Recognising the voice as Josephine’s, Kate’s eyes instantly shot open. Memories of what had happened the previous night flooded through her and was followed immediately by shame. What had she done! She had…slept with Josephine. More than slept with her, that was the very least of it. She was another woman. Even worse than that, she was her dead father’s widow! What kind of deviant hussy was she to do something like that.

Kate immediately sat up. “What have I done?”

“What is it, ma tresor?” Josephine said, her voice clearly concerned.

“This was a mistake,” Kate said, her voice starting to become shrill as panic began setting in.

A flash of hurt filled Josephine’s eyes. “What? Kate, my darling, do not say that. We have done nothing wrong. Please listen -”

“NO!” Kate almost shouted, recoiling away as Josephine reached for her. She scrambled back on the bed away from the older woman. “It is wrong…I let you…we…it should not have happened…how did I let this happen…God forgive me…”

Almost leaping from the bed, Kate saw her nightdress lying abandoned on the floor and grabbed it, clutching it to her front to cover herself. She hurried to the bedroom door. However after opening it she suddenly froze, turning to look back over her shoulder as if her body was being controlled by someone else.

Her insides shrivelled at what she saw. Josephine was sitting on the bed where Kate had left her, a stricken look on her face. Kate’s shame seemed to double at the sight. Suddenly all the young woman wanted to do was apologise, but she had no words.

Slamming the door behind her, she fled down the hall back towards her room.

THE DAY THAT followed was a nightmare. Once Kate returned to her room she had immediately thrown her nightdress back on and dived under the covers of her bed, thankful that they were still a mess from her futile attempts at sleep the previous night and left no proof of where it was she had in fact ultimately slept. Only moments later Alice, her lady’s maid, had arrived.

“M’lady, are you alright?” The woman had asked in concern.

“Yes!” Kate said, far too fast. She forced herself to be calm. “Yes, I’m fine Alice. I did not sleep well, that is all.”

Alice smiled at her sympathetically and Kate suddenly wished the floor would open up beneath her and swallow her whole. After what she had done she deserved no sympathy.

Things did not improve from there. Kate felt as if she was walking on eggshells the entire day, certain that somehow the servants would take one look at her and somehow know exactly what she and Josephine had done. Her fears proved to be baseless, thankfully, and their only reactions were inquiries as to whether she had slept well the previous night and sympathetic mentions of how sorry they were at the late Viscount’s passing; she felt a stab of shame each time as if a dagger was being plunged into her belly in retribution for her betrayal of his memory.

Even worse was Josephine. Kate had not known what to expect when the Frenchwoman walked into the breakfast parlour for the first meal of the day, half expecting the older woman to not appear at all citing a headache or some other affliction and sorely tempted to do the same herself. Instead Josephine had been her usual self, cheerful and friendly, showing no hint that anything unusual had happened the previous night and not the slightest trace of the vivid hurt Kate had seen when she had all but run from her bedchamber that morning.

It should have made Kate happy. She wanted to pretend that nothing had happened, after all. To forget the entire sinful incident. That was what the young lady told herself anyway.

Instead Kate felt her eyes seek out Josephine again and again as the day went on. She could not seem to stop staring at her. Admiring the way the black mourning dress she was wearing clung to her body and displayed its lovely curves. How the neckline of the bodice was cut just low enough to show a hint of her cleavage. How her wide hips swayed in an almost mesmerising fashion when she walked.

Each time Kate realised what she was doing she would force herself to look away, furious with herself and fighting not to blush. Shame and self-loathing would fill her. What was wrong with her? When had she become this unnatural freak?

That was what her mind said at any rate. Kate’s body seemed to be unable to stop tingling from the memory of what had happened the other night. How Josephine looked without her dress on. How her skillful fingers and mouth and tongue had coaxed such unimaginable pleasure from her young body. The delicious feeling of forbidden tabooness that had flowed down her spine when she had called her…No! For what seemed to be the countless time Kate forced down those memories and resolved never to think of them again.

Dinner had been the worst. Kate and Josephine had sat at opposite ends of the long dining table, seemingly so empty with only the two of them. The food was delicious, Kate having to concede that the household’s meals had improved dramatically since the older woman had insisted on introducing dishes from her native France. Tonight it was chicken with a truly decadent creamy mustard sauce accompanied by mushrooms grilled in oil. Kate found she could not bring herself to eat so much as a single bite, picking at her food and shifting it around her plate with her cutlery.

Instead Kate watched Josephine. How the older woman’s dainty hands skillfully wielded her knife and fork to cut up little pieces of chicken and mushroom. How she brought little bites up to mouth to capture with her plump lips, so shiny and red. Her elegant neck would ripple a little with each swallow after which her silky tongue would shoot out to lick her lips and capture any last traces of sauce that lingered there. When she shifted in her seat to try and get comfortable the girl had to stifle a moan as she realised her nipples had grown rock hard underneath her dress and pleasure rippled through her body as they brushed against the soft material of her camisole. Her pussy felt so hot and wet that Kate was certain her bloomers were soaked.

Finally at one point Kate’s eyes drifted up from staring at Josephine’s cleavage and to her horror they met her stepmother’s. Josephine had caught her staring at her. For the first time that day the older woman’s mask of indifference slipped a bit, her lips twisting up in a taunting little half smile and her eyes suddenly filling with a look of pure wickedness.

Kate’s chair shrieked across the hardwood floor as she shoved it back and stood. “I think I shall retire now.” She said, trying and failing to keep her voice calm.

“Are you feeling unwell, ma cherie?” Josephine asked, a hint of mockery behind her sympathetic tone.

“No!” Kate stammered. “N-no…I am just tired, that is all. Goodnight…Josephine.”

“Sleep well, ma choupette.” Josephine’s words rang in her ears as she walked out of the dining room.

Back in her bedroom, Kate shooed out Alice the second she was changed into her nightdress with such abruptness that a look of hurt flashed across her maid’s face. Kate found she could not care, sitting down on the edge of her bed and staring at the clock on the mantelpiece. Just past eight o’clock. Too early. The servants would still be up and about. When was the soonest she could safely count on that not being the case.

Kate refused to think of what it was she planned on doing once that hour came. She did not want to think. Thinking brought nothing but confusion. Thinking could wait until next morning.

In what simultaneously felt like both forever and no time at all the clock’s hands marked the time as eleven. Surely everyone would have retired by now. Opening her bedroom door, Kate peeked out and saw the hallway was pitch black. Stepping outside, she turned in the direction of the far wing.

Her mind seemed to be screaming at her to stop and turn back around, but her feet seemed to only walk with greater speed with each passing second. Before she knew it Kate once again found herself before the door to Josephine’s bedroom.

“Oui?” The older woman’s voice answered her knock on the door.

Opening the door, Kate stepped into the bedroom. The girl’s eyes went wide at what she saw.

Josephine lounged casually on her bed, a half empty glass of wine sitting on the side table next to her beside a burning candle. She was utterly naked, the candlelight casting long shadows across her bare skin.

For a long moment there was silence between the two of them. Then Josephine cocked an eyebrow in an almost challenging fashion, her face otherwise remaining impassive aside from her eyes, which were gleaming with an intense look that left Kate feeling like she was the one naked as they raked over her body.

Kate reached behind her and pulled the bedroom door closed with a thud. Josephine smiled wickedly and pulled back the blankets beside her.


Chapter Two - Three Months Ago

Kate sat at her desk in Eloise Hall, staring unblinkingly at the unopened letter before her affixed with the unbroken seal of the Beaumont family. Even without the seal she knew it was from Josephine, recognising the handwriting from the address scrawled along the top of it.

The young woman drummed her fingertips against the top of the desk as a conflict raged within her, part of her wanting to do nothing more than rip open the letter and read its contents while another part of her furiously fought back to do no such thing. It was not the first letter Kate had received from her stepmother since she arrived at Lady Sutherland’s School for Young Ladies. There had been many. A stack of them sat in the far corner of the desk, all unopened.

As always seemed to happen when a new letter arrived, Kate found herself thinking back to when she had last actually seen Josephine, all those many weeks ago when she had departed for Lady Sutherland’s academy.

“I take no pleasure in this, ma cherie,” Josephine had said as she stood facing Kate in front of the carriage which had just been loaded with the last of the young lady’s things, “But it cannot go on like this. It is not fair to either you or myself.”

Silence had been Kate’s only answer, the young woman unable to look the older one in the eye. Inwardly she could not deny the truth of what Josephine had said. The weeks since her father’s funeral had been a vicious cycle. Practically every night Kate had found herself knocking on Josephine’s door, often having spent the entire day insisting to herself that she would not and the previous time had been the last one, only in the morning to flee back to her own bedchamber overcome with self-loathing and shame. She hated herself for it and was not blind to the pain she was inflicting both upon herself and Josephine. Putting some distance between them and removing herself from the clearly irresistible temptation that was her stepmother was for the best.

Seeing no answer was coming, Josephine had reached out and tucked a loose locke of black hair back behind Kate’s ear. “Do not think I am angry with you, ma tresor, or that this is meant as a punishment. Lady Sutherland’s academy comes highly recommended and I have written to her personally asking that she look out for you. I hope that with time and her guidance you will finally come to decide what it is you want.”

Seeing Kate still had no intention of responding, Josephine had leaned forward and planted a brief kiss on her forehead. The young woman had made no effort to stop her but neither did she react, at least not outwardly.

Internally Kate had felt her heart flutter and suddenly all she had wanted to do was beg Josephine for her forgiveness and plead with her to be allowed to stay. Then she had remembered the servants surrounding them and cringed in horror at the thought of how they might react if she did so, the suspicions that might be raised, and Kate had instead focused with everything she had in maintaining her stoic, almost sullen, facade.

“Au revoir, my darling,” Josephine had said with a sad little smile. Then she had turned and walked away back towards the house.

Kate had watched Josephine’s retreating form. After a moment she found herself whispering, “Au revoir…mama.”

She had no idea if Josephine had heard her. A part of her hoped she had not. Another desperately wished that she had.

With that Kate had found herself on her way to Lady Sutherland’s Academy for Young Ladies. She had heard it mentioned a few times in passing but knew little of the place other than the name. None of her friends had ever attended and no one seemed to say much of the institution aside from it having a reputation for offering customised tutelage to its students along with the more standard fare. The school did seem to have something of a sinister aspect to it, with Kate once overhearing a young woman her age remark to another “Careful. If you keep on like this you will be packed off to that school of Lady Sutherland’s and she’ll probably have you bent over her desk on your first day”.

So far, however, Kate had found the academy to not be that different from any other young lady’s finishing school, albeit one with strict rules and discipline. The classes were all the standard fare of lessons on poetry and dance and literature and etiquette and the general management of a household that a young woman of her rank could expect to be instructed in. The daily schedule was tight with almost no free time, the food in the dining hall sparing, and the lodging rather spartan, but none of that was particularly shocking.

There had been a couple of glaring exceptions. Kate’s eyes glanced down to the skirt of the white dress she was wearing, her hands slipping down to fidget with the hem, trying vainly to tug it further down to cover more of her thighs. Kate did not think herself to be particularly prudish but between the very short length of the skirt and the tight cut of the bodice the school’s uniform dress was scandalous, not to mention it made for such a confusing contrast with the virginal white colour.

And that was not even the oddest thing Kate had encountered since arriving at the academy. Her eyes darted towards her bed as she thought this and eyed the pair of silk strips that dangling from where they were knotted around the brass bars of the headboard, their tips fluttering just above the pillow.

The creaking sound of the hinges of her room’s door signalled someone was about to enter. The door swung open and a moment later the figure of Mrs Brown, Lady Sutherland’s assistant, emerged.

“Good evening, Mrs Brown,” Kate said, rising from her seat and greeting the old woman with a curtsy. “I have not lost track of the time, have I? I was certain there was at least another hour before I am to be tucked in?”

Her eyes once again darted to the paired lengths of silk as she said this. When, on her first night at the academy, the dour Scottish woman had tied Kate’s hands securely to her bed’s headboard with the reproaching explanation that it was to ensure she “Got up to nothing naughty”, the young woman had been too shocked to protest. She had grown used to it in a way in the ensuing weeks that had followed, but it had led to many frustrating nights. Kate’s thoughts had inevitably seemed to always turn to Josephine and memories of what had occurred between them and before she knew it her most private place would be aching with arousal that she was utterly unable to do anything to soothe.

Mrs Brown’s face always seemed to be scowling and it only deepened at Kate’s question. “No, you are not mistaken. I am not here to tuck you in. The Headmistress wishes to see you.”

“At this hour?” Kate asked in surprise.

Mrs Brown nodded curtly. “Yes. She’s waiting for you in her office. I am to escort you there.”

As the pair made their way through the otherwise empty corridors of the school, Kate wondered what it was the headmistress wanted. Other than greeting Kate when she had first arrived, the older woman had not gone out of her way to seek her out. The girl could not help but notice a slight feeling of apprehension coming over her. Headmistress Madeline had been perfectly cordial to her in their one interaction, positively friendly in fact, but Kate could not help but notice that her smile never seemed to quite reach her eyes which had coldly stared at her the entire time. It had made Kate feel very odd.

She was thankful for Mrs Brown’s presence, even if the older woman did not say anything. Having only been to the headmistress’s office the one time, Kate doubted she would have been able to find the way on her own.

Reaching their destination, Mrs Brown rapped her knuckles against the dark brown wood of the office door. A feminine voice could be heard from the other side beckoning them to come in and Mrs Brown pulled the door open and gestured for Kate to precede her.

Kate stepped into Madeline’s office. The headmistress was seated behind her desk, looking much the same as she had when they had first met. In her middle to late thirties, Madeline was certainly a beautiful woman. She had golden blonde hair tied back in a large, messy bun at the back of her head which nicely framed her shapely face. She had a very impressive set of breasts, perhaps not as big as Josephine’s but still plump and well shaped, that seemed to strain against the crisp white blouse she was wearing, closed at the neck by a silver brooch inlaid with pearls.

“Miss Beaumont, Headmistress,” Mrs Brown said.

“Yes, I can see that, Lillian. Thank you, you may now retire for the evening.” Madeline said as she rose from her seat, smoothing the long, dark skirt she was wearing as she did so.

Mrs Brown curtseyed and departed. The door closed behind her, leaving Kate alone with the headmistress.

“Do sit,” Madeline said. Kate could not help but notice the older woman remained standing as she slipped onto one of the high backed, wooden chairs before her desk.

There was a long moment of silence and Kate tried not to fidget in her seat. Madeline’s expression gave nothing away as she stepped around the desk and then gently leaned herself against it. She was a tall woman, easily several inches taller than Kate even when the girl was standing, and now seemed to be looming over the nervous young lady. This did nothing to relieve her rapidly growing sense of apprehension.

“So Kate,” Madeline finally broke the silence, “Are you settling in well here at the academy?”

“Yes Headmistress,” Kate answered. “It’s been a bit of an adjustment in some ways, but that was to be expected.”

“Getting on well with your classmates?”

“Yes.”

“Managing to keep up with your classwork?”

“Yes.” Kate was beginning to wonder where all of this was going.

She did not have to wait long. “It seems everything is right as rain. Which perplexes me given I just received a letter from your stepmother, Viscountess Beaumont. She’s been writing to you for weeks now and not received a single reply from you. Judging by what she wrote to me she is half convinced something awful has happened to you and is worried sick.”

Kate said nothing but guilt immediately began bubbling up inside of her. It had never occurred to her that Josephine might assume that she couldn’t write back to any of her letters instead of that she was merely choosing not to. She certainly had not wanted to cause the other woman any distress. It seemed whatever she did the outcome seemed to lead to Josephine being hurt.

Madeline’s lips thinned. “I have of course written back to the Viscountess assuring her everything is well and you are perfectly fine. Still, I cannot help but wonder why it is you have not written back to any of her numerous letters. At the very least it shows a shocking lack of respect to her which is not at all suitable for a young lady. Does not the Lord command ‘Honour thy father and mother’?”

“She’s not my mother,” Kate muttered, more than a little sullenly as she continued to battle the guilt within her.

“Oh and you do not see your stepmother as a maternal figure?” Madeline’s eyes glinted. “Well I am relieved to know that considering everything that occurred between you in the aftermath of your father’s passing.”

It took a moment for Kate to comprehend what the headmistress had just said. Her eyes slowly widened as she did, mind reeling. “W-what? You know about…how do you know?”

Madeline smiled smugly. “I know everything about all of my charges at this school, particularly when it concerns the reasons why they found themselves in my care to begin with. The Viscountess explained everything that had happened between the two of you. I must say, Her Ladyship has far more forbareness than myself. She was quite insistent on stressing that she bears no ill will to you at all for your behaviour. Frankly, I cannot say I would feel the same were I in her shoes.”

Of all the things Kate had been expecting when she was summoned to the headmistress’s office this had not been it. The young lady was torn as to how she should respond. She certainly was relieved Madeline was not condemning her for being the unnatural freak that it seemed she fully knew she was but it rankled she was instead criticising her reaction to the whole affair.

“What happened between Jo - the Viscountess and myself was wrong.”

“Really?” Madeline crossed her arms underneath her breasts and frowned. “And why do you say that, dear?”

Kate’s eyebrows shot up in amazement. Did Madeline really need her to say this out loud? “She’s my stepmother.”

“I am quite aware of that, my dear Kate, your stepmother. You yourself just confirmed you do not even perceive her to be a maternal figure to you. I fail to see the issue.”

“She’s my father’s wife!”

“Were he alive today, I might have to give you that one. The fact remains, as unfortunate as it is, that that is not the case. I did not know the late Viscount Beaumont personally, but by reputation I understood him to have been a kind and caring man if a tad…overly formal. Certainly not the type to expect his widow to spend the rest of her life pining away all alone and I doubt he would have wished the same from you either.”

Kate could not refute that argument either. Fumbling mentally, she finally seemed to find one that the headmistress certainly could not dispute. “She is another woman.”

An indecipherable look appeared in Madeline’s blue eyes. “I see. And why do I suspect that that is the heart of the problem here. We finally seem to be getting somewhere.”

With those cryptic words, the blonde woman stood from her perch on the desk. “To that end, I think the time has come for us to proceed with what I really called you here for. You may have had your reasons, but I’m afraid I cannot let this disrespect you have shown the Viscountess stand. You have earned yourself a visit to my sitting room, my dear.”

Kate’s heart leapt in her throat. She had heard references among her classmates of various young ladies of the academy being summoned to the headmistress’s sitting room, either for serious infractions or for unspecified private tutelage. No one ever said a word of what precisely occurred once there, but it clearly must be some form of punishment.

“Headmistress, please,” Kate tried to protest. “I am sorry Jos - the Viscountess inconvenienced you with her inquiry. Surely now that she has been informed there is no cause for concern and the matter can be forgotten.”

Madeline tisked. “I will have you know that when I find a young lady is in the wrong I expect her not to pontificate or make excuses but instead to obediently submit herself to the necessary correction. And that is precisely what the situation calls for, Kate my dear. Discipline is essential in the moulding of a young lady.”

The headmistress held out her hand and Kate meekly took it and was guided to her feet. Kate suddenly felt breathless as Madeline led her across the room towards a door she had not noticed before. Her stomach seemed to be flip flopping like an acrobat, but while she could not deny feeling more than a little frightened about whatever unknown discipline she was about to face, to her surprise underneath it was a growing undercurrent of excitement. Was she actually growing aroused by the thought? She was a freak!

Reaching the door, Madeline pushed it open. The room beyond seemed to be darkly lit and Kate could not make out much from where she stood of the shadowy interior. Madeline gestured for her to enter and the young woman stepped inside. The clicking of the headmistress’s heels heralded her following her and as the door closed again with a thud Kate blinked as her eyes adjusted to the dim illumination.

The only source of light in the headmistress’s sitting room was a fire crackling away in an ornate marble fireplace set into a far wall. On the hardwood tiled walls hung numerous oil paintings which all seemed to feature beautiful women either scandalously clad in scanty outfits or otherwise entirely nude. Scattered around the burgundy carpeted floor were numerous pieces of furniture most of which looked familiar, if occasionally modified in some fashion that Kate could not quite recognise, but others were almost baffling. With wide eyes, Kate stared for a long moment at a wooden frame shaped like an X with what seemed to have leather cuffs hanging from each corner.

Her clicking heels muffled slightly by the carpeted floor, Madeline walked around so she stood in front of Kate. Her icy blue eyes now had a heated look to them that could only be described as wicked. The sight made the girl’s breath hitch in her throat. What was going to happen now?

Madeline spoke, her voice firm but also soft. “I would ask you to listen carefully. As this is your first visit to my sitting room I would like to make a few things very clear. If at any time during what is about to begin you wish for things to stop, you need only say so, my dear, and I will stop. If a moment comes when you wish to leave, you can simply ask to and you may leave. The only consequence will be your expulsion from this academy. By staying, however, you consent to everything I am about to do. Do you understand my dear?”

At Kate’s nod, Madeline cupped her hand underneath her chin; the young woman actually shivered at the touch. “I need you to use your words please. Do I have your consent, my dear Kate?”

“Yes,” Kate whispered. “I consent.”

Madeline smiled predatorily but her hand was surprisingly gentle as it gripped Kate by the arm and she led over to what looked to be a padded footstool. Kate’s eyebrows shot up to the fringe of her black bangs when she saw each of its four legs had a leather cuff attached to it. An inkling of an idea as to what the headmistress intended began to form in her mind.

It was validated when Kate felt Madeline’s free hand press against the small of her back. “Bend forward please, dear.”

Kate did now resist as she was pushed down across the footstool. The pounding of her heart ringing in her ears, the girl stared ahead unseeingly as Madeline knelt beside her and buckled the cuffs tightly closed around her wrists and ankles, binding her to the wooden legs. Testing her restraints, Kate discovered they left her precious little freedom of movement.

The clicking of Madeline’s heels was once again heard and Kate’s eyes swung in the direction of the sound. She saw the older woman walking across the carpeted floor towards a cabinet fronted with frosted glass. Her pale cheeks turned red as she realised she was staring at Madeline’s bum, its lovely round shape displayed wonderfully by the tight skirt she was wearing. Kate told herself she should look away. That what she was doing was wrong. Sinful. But her cunt was rapidly growing so wet that she could feel the silky fabric of her bloomers sticking to the puffy lips of her slit.

Opening the cabinet doors, Madeline looked inside contemplatively. She shot occasional little looks at Kate as she did this, her smouldering eyes narrowing as she seemed to be considering something. She must finally have come to a decision for the headmistress reached inside and pulled out a paddle of varnished wood, inlaid on each side with padded black leather.

Kate gasped at the sight, staring at the paddle unblinkingly as the older woman walked back towards her. Did the headmistress mean to beat her like a naughty child? Surely not. She was twenty and the daughter of a Viscount, not some little street urchin. Despite her affront at the notion, Kate realised her pussy was growing even hotter and wetter at the same time.

If any doubt of her intentions remained, Madeline banished them as she stopped beside the bound young woman and flipped up her skirts and petticoats over the small of her back, leaving her pert bum on full display. Kate’s cheeks blushed red at how exposed she was. The academy’s uniform bloomers were just as scandalously cut as its dresses, consisting of little more than a narrow triangle of white cotton at the front that barely covered her vulva and nothing more than a thin strip at the back that disappeared into the cleft of her bottom, leaving both of her creamy bum cheeks on full display.

“What a delectable bottom you have, dear,” Madeline crooned, eyes drinking in the sight before her. “I imagine it has never been spanked before?”

“N-no Headmistress,” Kate squealed as she felt the older woman’s hands ghost over her left cheek, fingers teasingly stroking over one round globe.

“As I expected,” Madeline tutted. “What a pity. Lucky for you I decided to be merciful given this is your first time and went with the paddle instead of the cane or the strap. Prepare yourself, dear, and take a deep breath. We’ll start off with ten.”

Obediently, Kate inhaled. For a few moments nothing happened and she simply lay bound and bent over the footstool, her body trembling with anticipation that was born both of fear but also desire.

The whistling sound of the paddle cutting through the air was her only warning.

CRACK!

Pain flared through Kate’s bottom as the paddle landed across both of her bum cheeks and she let out a yowl, “Oooowwwwie!” The cuffs binding her wrists rattled futilely as she instinctively tried to reach around with her hands to cup her suddenly sore posterior but of course bound as she was it proved impossible.

“ONE!” The headmistress cried out. Her hand settled gently on the small of Kate’s back, just above where her bum flared out from her narrow waist, and rubbed soothingly. “That was only a warm up, my dear, so I suggest you prepare yourself for worse to come.”

As foreboding as those words were, Kate stiled her wiggling under Madeline’s touch, somehow reassured by the feel of her hand lightly rubbing her back. After a few moments the hand retreated and another whistling sound reached her ears. She clenched her bum cheeks instinctively at the anticipated blow.

CRACK!

“TWO!” Madeline counted off and Kate let out an even louder yelp of pain. Good as her word, the second blow from the headmistress had been even harder. It hurt even worse than the first one and Kate felt her bum beginning to burn in the aftermath. To the young woman’s astonishment, however, her pussy was also burning but from excitement. Was she enjoying being paddled by the headmistress? It seemed astonishing but also undeniable. How could she be such a sinful freak? Not only attracted to women but aroused by being hurt by one. It left Kate feeling so very confused.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“THREE! FOUR! FIVE!”

Kate forgot all about her confusion as thrice in rapid succession Madeline brought her paddle down onto the girl’s poor bum, starting near the top where her cheeks began to swell out from her hips and ending at the bottom near where it met the tops of her inner thighs. Pain flooded through her body and she shrieked.

“Please Headmistress!” Kate begged, feeling her eyes begin to well up with tears. “It hurts! It hurts!”

“Of course it does, dear,” Madeline’s voice sounded almost sultry as she answered. “It is supposed to. This is your punishment after all.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“SIX! SEVEN! EIGHT! NINE!”

Mercilessly, Madeline continued to rain down more blows on Kate’s rapidly reddening bum. Both perky cheeks were rapidly growing inflamed from the abuse, in sharp contrast to her fair skin. Kate wailed frantically from the pain between snotty sobs, tears now freely spilling from her eyes and running down her cheeks. But she was keenly aware that her cunt’s juices were also freely beginning to leak from her puffy, engorged slit. Her skimpy bloomers were soaked by now and she could actually feel little droplets beginning to leave burning trails as they dripped down her thighs.

CRACK!

“TEN!” Madeline declared as she brought her paddle down once more upon Kate’s bottom. She held nothing back this time and pain radiated through the young lady’s bottom at the impact. Kate practically screamed in agony from it, but she felt her vagina clench in delight at the same time. As her little pearl seemed to throb, Kate simply lay over the footstool sobbing. Freak. Freak Freak. The word rang through her mind again and again.

As Kate continued to sob through the pain, she felt something touch her bum and flinched fearing it was another blow from Madeline’s wicked paddle. Instead she realised it was the older woman’s fingers lightly ghosting across her burning cheeks, soothing her tender flesh.

“There there, dear,” Madeline crooned as she began to rub and knead at the bright red cheeks before her. The headmistress’s cool fingers felt wonderful against her inflamed skin and Kate actually groaned aloud. “What a brave girl you are, taking your punishment as you have. Just as a proper young lady should, I am proud of you.”

Madeline continued to rub away at Kate’s bum and the girl felt the pain begin to recede under the older woman’s ministrations. This only made Kate more aware of continued burning arousal in her most private place. It only seemed to grow stronger under the headmistress’s determined caresses and soon was aching almost painfully, only in a truly delicious way. Kate felt so confused. She should be disgusted by what had happened, not reacting in such a sinful, unnatural way.

“Good girl. Such a good girl,” Madeline continued to praise her and then paused for a moment and gave a contemplative hum. “Though, I cannot but wonder if perhaps you have enjoyed your punishment on some level. Is that the case, dear?”

Kate froze, suddenly terrified that Madeline had realised what was happening, what a freak she was. “No!” She almost shouted from panic. “Not at all, Headmistress. It was horrible and hurt dreadfully. I felt nothing else.”

“Why do I not believe you, dear?” Madeline’s voice had a hint of warning to it. “You would not be lying to me now, would you?”

“I am telling the truth,” Kate frantically insisted.

Madeline tisked. “Well, I can easily determine that.”

Kate felt the headmistress’s hand slide down her bum cheek and touch her inner thigh. The touch of the older woman’s fingers, so close to where her body suddenly desperately wished for them to be, made the young lady shiver and she restrained a moan with only the greatest of difficulty.

To both Kate’s relief and disappointment, Madeline’s fingers did not venture further, simply running themselves over the soft skin of her inner thigh. Soft skin that Kate suddenly was aghast to realise was slick with her own pussy juices; undeniable proof of the truth of how she had reacted to her paddling.

Then those fingers were gone. Without thinking Kate twisted her head around to look at what the older woman was doing and her mouth gaped open in shock to see Madeline had lifted her hand up to her mouth and was licking away at her glistening fingers with her tongue. From the look on her face she seemed to be savouring the taste like some kind of rare delicacy.

Madeline continued to lick away until it seemed she was satisfied that she had cleaned her fingers of the very last of Kate’s pussy juices and then lowered her hand. She then looked down at the bound young woman before her with a stern expression.

“Well well, it seems we have determined the truth of things quite plainly. The truth being that you lied to me.”

“I’m sorry, Headmistress,” Kate pleaded desperately.

“As well you should be,” the stern look on Madeline’s face did not soften for an instant. “Do proper young ladies lie?”

“No, but -”

“But nothing, dear,” Madeline cut Kate off. “I think you have earned yourself a few more strikes with my paddle on that naughty little bum of yours. I must drive the point home after all.”

CRACK! CRACK!

“ELEVEN! TWELVE!”

With almost no warning, Kate was unprepared for the paddle to again land a pair of blows on her still bore bottom. Tossing her head back, she howled in pain and felt tears once again begin to flow from her eyes.

CRACK! CRACK!

“THIRTEEN! FOURTEEN!”

Twice more the paddle struck Kate bum, each blow accompanied by a flash of pain. The girl almost welcomed it, clinging to the feeling as a distraction from the rush of pleasure that filled her pussy afterwards and how her clitoris seemed to throb from each blow. The former she at least understood. The latter simply confused and frightened her as she still tried to deny the connection between the pain of the paddle and the pleasure it inspired in her cunt.

CRACK!

“FIFTEEN!”

Another blow struck her bum and the pain that followed it was too much. Howling and sobbing, Kate began mindlessly fighting against her restraints, the clanging of them as they rattled from her efforts ringing in her ears. Her bum was in agony, burning as if it was on fire.

Again Kate felt Madeline’s fingers soothingly massage her bum, rubbing away the lingering pain. “Hush, dear…I know it hurts, dear…ssshhhhhh…I take no happiness from this, you must know…though we both know that it brings pleasure for you as well as pain…”

For a moment there was silence, Madeline clearly waiting for Kate’s response.

“Yes,” Her voice was little more than a whisper.

“Good girl. Then why did you lie to me before?”

“Because it’s wrong!” The words flew from Kate’s mouth. “It’s wrong. Unnatural. Sinful!”

“Where did you get such a foolish notion as that?” Madeline tutted disapprovingly. “How can anything that brings pleasure to your body be wrong or unnatural? Oh dear oh dear, it seems I truly have my work cut out for me. Best to begin then.”

Once more Madeline’s hand traced a path down the burning skin of Kate’s bum to touch her inner thigh. This time the headmistress did not stop and continued on. WIth bated breath, the young woman felt Madeline’s fingers stroke their way up her thigh until they reached the edge of the bloomers that barely covered her pussy. For a moment they stopped there and then Kate let out a gasp as she felt one finger run itself over her damp material, tracing the length of her slit underneath.

“Does that feel good, dear?”

“Yes,” Kate moaned, unable to deny it. “But -”

“A yes or no will suffice.” Madeline cut her off, running her finger back down Kate’s slit and eliciting another breathless gasp. “Does this feel unnatural?”

“No.” Kate responded, barely able to concentrate on anything other than the pleasure filling her cunt at the headmistress’s touch. Her caresses were light and teasing as she continued to stroke up and down her slit but somehow overwhelming at the same time.

“Good girl,” Madeline's voice was growing noticeably hot. “You would not say this was unnatural if I was a man, so why should you say so just because I am a woman. Pleasure is pleasure and is to be enjoyed however it is acquired.”

Kate was in no state to argue and only moaned as she felt Madeline’s finger once again stroke up her slit and then circle around her madly throbbing little pearl, almost touching it but not quite. It felt so good but also not enough. Oh how she wanted to be touched there.

And then it happened. Madeline’s finger lightly brushed over Kate’s clitoris which tightened deliciously at the contact. Kate cried out in delight, the room once again ringing with the rattling sound of her restraints as her entire body shook.

Madeline’s finger brushed over Kate’s pulsing little pearl again, then again, and again. Each time she lingered just a little longer during her caress of the young woman’s clit and her touch became firmer; Kate could feel it throb in approval with each stroke.

As she moaned aloud between frantic pants for breath under Madeline’s ruthless caresses, Kate could feel her pulse racing. She could feel a wave of pleasure building within her, relentlessly growing taller and more powerful. She was close, so close, to it finally cresting and then crashing over her as she knew it would. She revelled in the sensation, grateful to be free of any confusing thoughts or worries other than the delightful anticipation of her pending release.

And then it all stopped. Madeline’s hand retreated just as Kate could feel the wave start to crest, leaving the young woman dangling right at the very edge of what felt to be a truly powerful orgasm. For a moment she did not realise what had happened and desperately strained for her anticipated climax, then as she felt it start to slip away she comprehended what had occurred.

“No please!” The girl wailed, tears of frustration running freely down her cheeks as she sobbed and bucked against her restraints as if to free her hands and finish things herself. “Headmistress please…I was so close…I was about to…why did you stop?”

“I thought you wanted that, dear,” Madeline said, her voice almost taunting. “After all, was not what I was doing wrong? Unnatural? Sinful, even? You should be grateful I stopped. Unless I am wrong and you would like me to continue?”

Kate said nothing, continuing to snottily sob bitter tears as she felt her orgasm continue to slip away. Part of her very much wanted to beg Madeline to continue. It had felt so good and she had been so close.

Whenever Kate opened her mouth to beg her to do so, however, the words seemed to catch in her throat. Saying it aloud, admitting what she wanted, would somehow make it all real; confirm what she was. She couldn’t. As much as she wanted to, Kate found she just could not. The prospect was just too daunting.

When it became obvious Kate would say nothing, Madeline gave a little huff and her voice was almost sad when she spoke. “One step forward, two steps back. Still, it is at least a beginning and I think I have at least found the path with which to proceed.”

Kate felt her skirt and petticoats pulled back down to cover her bum. The cool feeling of the fabric against her still painfully inflamed skin felt wonderful. Madeline knelt down beside her and quickly released the cuffs restraining the young lady’s wrists and ankle. Kate felt stiff from being bound all this time and the older woman needed to help her stand up.

As Kate rubbed her sore wrists together, Madeline produced a handkerchief from somewhere. Without the tiniest trace of her earlier stern wickedness, the headmistress gently wiped the tears away from Kate’s cheeks and gave the girl a comforting smile.

“Well, it seems we have at least begun to make progress at last, small as it might have been.” Madeline said. “I shall certainly have to write to Viscountess Beaumont and relay the good news. You should do the same as well, I’ll add. It sounded like she desperately wished to hear from you in her letter.”

Kate said nothing. Since arriving at the academy she had sat down at her desk countless times and attempted to do just that only to realise hours later that she was still staring at a blank page. How could she write a letter to Josephine when she still did not even know what it was she wished to say to her. Beg her forgiveness? Curse her and demand she stay away from her? Plead how much she longed to come home and be with her again? Declare her lo -

The young woman stiffened as she realised where her mind had been going and ruthlessly suppressed that chain of thought. She could not allow herself to think such things. She simply could not.

Madeline seemed to sense the internal battle raging inside of Kate and she tisked sadly. “I can see the difficulty you are facing, dear, and am sorry for it. And it is so needless at that. Still, I will do my best to help you through it. To that end I think you shall need some private instruction from me. I will see you here weekly going forward, do you understand?”

Kate’s eyes widened at the news but she only said, “Yes, Headmistress,” and made no attempt to protest. She suspected that there would be no arguing with the older woman once she had set her mind to something and likely the only outcome would be her earning herself additional punishment. Also, her body did not seem at all unhappy with this news, the young lady had to admit. Her most private place was aching almost longingly at the thought of a repeat at what had occurred tonight.

Madeline took her securely by the elbow and began leading Kate towards the door. “The hour is late and I would not be surprised if your dorm mother has already retired for the night, so I will escort you back to Eloise Hall and see you tucked in for the evening, dear.”

Kate said nothing and only allowed Madeline to lead her from the sitting room.


Chapter Three - Three Weeks Ago

KATE DANGLED AWKWARDLY from the leather cuffs that secured both of her wrists to the top corners of the wooden X frame she was bound to, similar cuffs doing the same to her ankles at the bottom. Between the white silk headbow that tied back her long, black hair and the white, kneehigh socks that covered her feet her young body was completely bare and shadows danced across it from the dim illumination of the headmistress’s sitting room that came from the flames crackling away in the fireplace.

The headmistress herself walked almost predatorily towards Kate from the cabinet she had just closed, her heels clicking against the floor. Other than her heeled shoes, she wore gold coloured stockings with a matching garter belt, and a gold and black corset that ended just below her large breasts, holding them up and leaving them fully on display.

Madeline wore nothing else, not even bloomers, and Kate’s eyes were glued between her legs as she stared at the older woman’s pussy, shaved bare save for a small patch of gold curls atop of it and already a delightfully light pink colour; despite things having only just begun the headmistress was clearly already aroused.

Dangling over Madeline’s shoulder was some kind of whip consisting of a number of leather strips ending in knotted tips. When the older woman came to stop and squared her stance before the bound young lady, she took it by the handle with one hand and gave a demonstrative strike through the empty air.

CRACK!

At the sound of the whip cracking against empty air as it was wielded by Madeline’s expert hands, Kate gave a fearful whimper even as her pussy clenched as she imagined how it would feel against her own body.

Madeline smirked. “Tonight I think the time has come to introduce you to my flogger, dear. Don’t you agree?”

Obediently, Kate gave a tentative nod of her head, eyes still staring at the dangling lengths of leather and the cruel looking knotted tips at their ends. In the weeks that had passed since her first visit to Madeline’s sitting room, the headmistress had introduced her to many new instruments of punishment. All had hurt terribly while also without fail inspiring the most delicious pleasure within her body, her most private place most of all. Even now she could feel it growing wet at the thought of what was about to begin.

CRACK!

“Use your words please, Kate dear.”

“Yes, Headmistress,” the young woman said quickly. “Please, Headmistress, let me feel your flogger on my skin.”

“Good girl,” Madeline’s smirk only deepened and she began rotating the wrist of the hand holding the flogger, clearly limbering herself up. “And feel it you shall. Prepare yourself now.”

Kate took a long, deep breath and waited, fear warring with anticipation within her body at what she knew to be coming. She did not have to wait long.

CRACK!

Madeline’s flogger struck out and landed a blow on Kate’s stomach. She gritted her teeth but otherwise gave no reaction to the pain that followed it, the knotted tips cutting into her flesh and leaving little red dots against her pale skin in their wake.

CRACK!

The flogger struck again, this time higher up Kate’s ribcage and with more force. Again the girl fought to not react as the pain flashed through her body, nostrils flaring as she took deep heaving breaths. She was rewarded with a proud nod of approval from the headmistress that sent a little jolt of pleasure down her spine.

“Good girl,” Madeline said praisingly. “I see you grow increasingly resilient. Just as a strong young woman should be.”

CRACK!

The third blow landed higher still and this time Kate’s stoic resolve finally cracked as one of the knotted tips hit the soft, sensitive underside of one of her small breasts. Her dainty little hands balled up into fists and a short, quick hitch of breath escaped her lips but even as she did so she felt her clitoris twitch in reaction to the sharp flash of pain that cut into her tender flesh.

CRACK! CRACK!

This time Kate openly cried out in pain, her long eyelashes fluttering as she tried to blink back tears, as the flogger cut itself across her small breasts twice in quick succession. She had learned very quickly under Madeline’s tutelage that her breasts were extremely sensitive to both pleasure and pain, her surprisingly large, puffy nipples and wide, dark areolas most of all.

CRACK! CRACK!

Twice more the flogger struck and this time Kate let loose a tearful shriek as one of the knotted tips cut into one of her aforementioned areolas, the fiery pain shooting into the extra sensitive soft flesh and then beyond. But even as tears ran down her cheeks, Kate also felt her juices begin leaking from her engorged slit, leaving hot trails in their wake as they ran down her inner thighs. Her clitoris was rock hard, desperate to be touched and seeming to throb in protest at how it was not.

The clicking of heels on the floor announced the headmistress’s approach, draping the flogger back over one shoulder as she did so. Closing the distance between herself and the bound young woman, Madeline reached out with her hands and began caressing Kate’s heaving breasts, nimble fingers soothing the angry lines and vivid red welts left by her flogger.

“Good girl,” Madeline said as Kate moaned appreciatively. “You are a good girl, dear, and I must say you have made such progress.”

“T-thank y-you, Headmistress,” Kate sniffled tearily, even as she continued to moan at Madeline’s caresses as her fingers found her now very hard nipples. Her restraints clanked as she tried to arch her back to push even more of the tender mounds into the older woman’s hands.

“I could not help but notice you have been spending a good deal of time with Miss Huntington,” Madeline said casually.

Kate’s eyes widened in surprise even as a squeal escaped her lips as the headmistress plucked at her elongated nipples and then briefly pinched them. Of all the things she had been expecting to hear, that had not been one of them. Sophie Huntington was a recent addition at the academy, having arrived midway through the current term. She was a well known young woman in Kate’s social circle but had always struck her as being stuck up and more than a little spoiled. To her surprise, however, upon meeting her in person Kate had found she rather liked her.

“Yes, Headmistress. Is that a problem?”

“Not at all. I am glad Sophie - Miss Huntington is making friends. Do you feel she is settling in well?”

Madeline said all this nonchalantly. So nonchalantly in fact that Kate suspected there was more to this than the headmistress casually inquiring about the well being of one of her newest students. She suddenly recalled how in the weeks since Sophie had arrived at the academy, whenever Kate had been called upon to serve dinner at the high table the staff dined at during meal time, Madeline had always seemed to be staring with hooded eyes at wherever it was the young woman happened to be sitting.

It was not a one sided affair, either. When not called upon to serve during meals, Kate had usually sat with Sophie at one of the lower tables used by the students. She had noted how Sophie often seemed to shoot quick little glances up at the high table whenever she thought no one was looking, her eyes being drawn to the tall figure of the headmistress almost of their own volition, only to quickly look away when the older woman caught what she was doing; this always was accompanied by a faint blush on her creamy cheeks. Something clearly was afoot there.

“Well enough, Headmistress,” Kate replied, unsure of what to say. She had mentioned nothing of what she had noticed to her friend about her behaviour and certainly did not wish to get in the middle of anything that might be going on between her and the academy’s imposing headmistress.

The girl then hissed in pain and Madeline gave her nipples a cruel yet quick twist before releasing them. “Dear oh dear, it seems we have gotten distracted. How remiss of me. Let us get back on track, shall we, Kate dear?”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Madeline lashed out with her flogger, now forging a painful trail down Kate’s body as the young woman wailed in pain. The restraints binding her wrists and ankles clanged and rattled as her slender frame shook under the rain of blows, the sound joining the now regular stream of cries and sobs ringing through the sitting room.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

More blows struck Kate, the flogger now striking her hips and upper thighs. Madeline seemed heedless of the ever louder and more pained cries flying from the young woman’s lips. Indeed, the sound only seemed to spur her on as her blows became harder and faster. Her eyes glinted with excitement each time the crack of her flogger filled the air and she drank in the sound of Kate’s sobs and shrieks which followed.

For her part, Kate stared with tear filled eyes at the headmistress, unable to look away from the sight of her beautiful figure swaying before her as she wielded her flogger. Panting for breath, Kate found her gaze drawn again and again to Madeline’s large, heavy breasts as they bounced and jiggled each time she struck out with the flogger or between her legs to ogle her bare sex, glistening in the dim light of the room with unmistakable evidence of her growing arousal.

Kate’s own pussy felt as if it was on fire at this point. Aroused did not even begin to describe how it felt, so hot and wet and engorged. Juices continued to freely leak from the puffy, pink lips of her slit and her little pearl was throbbing with desperation. Oh how Kate wanted to be touched there. In that moment she felt as if she had never wanted anything so much in her entire life.

CRACK!

And suddenly Madeline gave an underhanded swing with her flogger, striking Kate between her legs squarely upon her vagina. There was not much force behind the blow, barely more than a slap really, but Kate still howled at the pain that followed. Her body stiffened as she clenched her fists so tightly her knuckles went white, her head actually spinning. Despite the terrible pain, her most private place briefly seemed to clench as pleasure burst from it to shoot through her entire body.

Taunting laughter cut through the sound of Kate’s frantically beating heart that was pounding in her ears. “Oh, did that hurt, dear? Or was that all for show to hide how you actually relished the feel of my flogger on your poor, virginal vagina?”

Heels clicking across the wooden floor once more, Madeline again drew close. Kate’s sobs turned into a moan as she felt the older woman’s hand touch her pelvis and then slowly slid south to cup her burning sex.

“My my, you are positively soaking, dear,” Madeline said, fingers lightly running over the girl’s swollen labia lips.

It felt wonderful but not nearly enough. Unable to bear anymore, Kate pleaded between breathless sobs, “Please…please Headmistress…”

“Please what, my sweet?” Madeline said, her eyes turning wicked as her hand began to rub at Kate’s vagina, her thumb seeking out the rock hard bud that was her clit.

For a moment Kate hesitated and then she somehow forced out the words even as her cheeks burned red. “Please, I want to cum! Please Headmistress, let me cum!”

“But it’s unnatural, dear. It would be wrong.” Madeline said tauntingly. “Are those not your own words?”

“I don’t care!” Kate wailed.

“Better,” Madeline nodded approvingly, “But still not enough.” Her hand vanished.

Kate felt fresh tears of frustration flow from her eyes and she hung limply from her bonds as her pussy ached in protest at the sudden disappearance of Madeline’s skillful fingers. She had experienced many things under the tutelage of the older woman since coming to the academy and that first fateful visit to her sitting room. One thing she had not experienced was an orgasm. Oh, Madeline had induced unimaginable pleasure in her young body with skillful caresses to her breasts and her cunt and other parts of herself she never would have imagined being touched before, but always when she had been teasingly brought to the brink of release the older woman would stop and cruelly deny her it. It did not seem to matter what she said or how desperately she begged, nothing seemed to quite be right.

“I received another letter from Viscountess Beaumont today,” Madeline said as she returned to her previous position and began limbering up her wrist once again. “She is so happy to hear of the progress you have made of late, though she still seems bereft at not having heard from you. You really should write to her. Or at least read one of the letters she sends to you. Mrs Brown still reports that they all remain unopened.”

Kate’s body stiffened at these words and she said nothing as she always did whenever Madeline broached this subject. Kate still could not bring herself to read any of the letters that continued to arrive with regularity from her stepmother, part of her still ashamed of her behaviour and terrified that she would open one to find nothing but piercing condemnation. It was irrational, some part of her realised, but something she seemed unable to overcome. As for writing a letter of her own, she still remained utterly lost at what she would even begin to say.

Madeline tisked disapprovingly. “And somehow on this one matter you seem no better along than on your first day here.”

CRACK!

Without warning Madeline brought her flogger around in another underhanded strike that landed between Kate’s legs on her most private place. This blow was stronger than the first and the pain instantly sent tears streaming down the young woman’s eyes, but she did not care. She welcomed the pain. Relished it even. Embraced how it took her mind off of the confusing mess of unresolved feelings that was Josephine.

CRACK! CRACK!

Two more blows followed quickly to Kate’s sopping cunt. On the second blow, one of the knotted tips actually grazed the edge of her little pearl and she tossed her head back with a howl, stars flying in her eyes at the pain. Even in her agony, however, she was aware that her vaginal walls were clenching in pleasure and for a second she left wondering if she was about to faint or climax or possibly even both.

Madeline paused for a moment, not striking again with her flogger as Kate dangled limply from her cuffs, panting and sobbing, either out of concern another blow might be more than the young woman could take or would tip her over into orgasm; the headmistress seemed to have a sixth sense for both matters. Kate let out a whimper as she felt both the pain and the pleasurable edge she had found herself upon begin to recede, to her shock longingly missing both.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The former soon returned as Madeline renewed her punishing assault with her flogger, the leather strips and their cruel knotted tips giving her cunt some respite as they began cutting into her small breasts. Kate was soon howling in agony once again, but her large nipples were elongated and hard as jewels, jutting out in pointed little tips from her areolas, and even as she shrieked and sobbed she arched her back as much as her bonds would allow her to expose even more of her bosom to the headmistress’s abuse.

A cruel smile appeared on Madeline’s face and the blonde woman began shifting the focus of her strikes, hitting Kate’s shoulders and rib cage while avoiding the heaving little mounds of her breasts and pebbled nibbles. The girl actually moaned in disappointment and began twisting as best she could given her bound limbs, trying to anticipate where the older woman would land a blow next so she could try and move her breasts into its path.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Kate could feel hot beads of sweat running down her back and her flanks, the latter already slick with the leaking juices of her pussy, as a testament to her exertions. No matter how she tried, however, her efforts came to nothing. Restrained as she was, Kate’s movement was limited, and Madeline’s skill was undeniable, more than up to the task of ensuring her flogger landed only where she wanted and not where Kate desired it.

Madeline clearly had noticed, however, and her eyes gleamed tauntingly. “If I did not know better, dear, I might think you were not trying to evade my flogger but instead seek it out? Are you enjoying this?”

“YES!” Kate howled.

“Better,” Madeline said simply. Her flogger began leaving a trail of blows down the young woman’s quivering stomach. Kate’s heart leapt in her chest as she felt one land just above her most private place and then whimpered in dismay when Madeline began lashing at her hips and thighs, leaving her desperate cunt untouched.

“But isn’t it sinful? Unnatural?” Madeline went on as Kate now began rocking and twisting her hips just as she had before been doing before with her chest. “Doesn’t it make you some kind of freak?”

“NO!” Kate cried out between heaving breaths. “I mean yes…I don’t know…I don’t care…please!”

“Good!” Madeline almost growled, a triumphant look appearing in her eyes.

CRACK!

Another underhand blow between Kate’s legs followed. While Madeline perhaps did not put her full strength into it, it was still far harder than any of the prior ones that had struck her there had been. A scream flew from the girl’s throat as agonising pain burst from her cunt and shot through her body which went stiff, trembling against the restraints binding her to the wooden X beam. But pleasure rushed through her also, her vagina seeming to pulse almost in rapture at the pain, savouring it like a fine wine. Or at least Kate would have savoured it were it not for the fact she found herself almost blinded by black spots that had appeared in her eyes, which suddenly threatened to roll back into her head. Oh dear, was she going to pass out?

But then Kate felt something soft and warm pressed against her humming body and gentle hands stroking her sweaty, tear stained cheeks. “Hush, dear, just breathe…such a good girl you are…just listen to my voice…with me, my sweet…breathe…”

Obediently, Kate forced a deep gulp of breath down her throat and into her lungs and then exhaled. She did so again and again in time with Madeline’s insistent commands to do so and slowly the black spots retreated until she could see clearly once more. The headmistress’s face was practically beaming with pride and Kate felt a delightful little shudder run through her body at the sight.

But that only made Kate even more aware of the unfulfilled arousal raking her young body. “Headmistress….please…please, I want…I need….”

“Want what, dear?” Madeline said tauntingly, one of her hands sliding down Kate’s sweaty abdomen to once again cup her most private place, eliciting a little squeal from the young woman.

“Please, Headmistress,” Kate begged, forcing the words out. “I want to cum…please, let me cum…”

“Is that what you really want, my sweet?” Madeline taunted, her eyes narrowing challengingly. “Would that not be sinful? What sort of freak would it make you to want such a thing?”

Madeline’s thumb lightly brushed over Kate’s pulsing clitoris as she said this and something within the young lady snapped. “Then let me be a freak! I don’t care. I want to cum! I wanna cum!”

“Good!” the word escaped Madeline’s lips in a triumphant growl, but then a considering look came over her face. “But could you just be telling me what you think I wish to hear, I wonder?”

“NO! Please…I wanna cum…I wanna cum, Headmistress!”

“Hmmmmm,” Madeline pursed her plump lips. “Very well, let us see if you have the will to match the words. Lord knows, you have certainly earned it, my dear.”

The older woman’s hand left Kate’s sopping pussy and she whined in dismay, but a moment later she gasped as Madeline pressed one stockinged leg where her hand had just been.

“Well?” Madeline cocked an eyebrow impatiently. “Are you just going to stand there, dear? If you are telling me the truth I suggest you get to work proving it.”

Kate’s cheeks once again went red as she realised what Madeline meant but she immediately began humping herself against the older woman’s leg, her embarrassment nothing compared with her desperate need to finally achieve orgasm. Rubbing her pussy up and down the headmistress’s leg, she groaned in delight at the feeling of the embroidered fabric against her labia lips and frantically tried to grind herself harder against the coarse texture.

It proved to be easier attempted than achieved, however. Madeline was only barely pressing her leg against Kate’s vagina, allowing only the faintest of contact, and while it was delicious it simply wasn’t enough. Kate’s arousal built higher and higher as she rubbed her sopping cunt against Madeline’s stockinged leg, but it only seemed to feed the fire burning deep within her pussy without showing any sign of slaking it. Whenever she arched her hips to try and achieve something more, the headmistress deftly responded by retreating her leg, denying Kate the greater contact she craved while still ensuring the frustratingly unfulfilling process continued.

“Pleeeeaaaasse!” Kate wailed.

“Please what, dear?” Madeline laughed cruelly. “Use your words.”

“Please,” Kate wailed again. “I want to cum!”

“Then do so, my sweet.”

“I can’t!” Kate whimpered. “It’s not enough…please Headmistress…”

“Clearly you must not want to enough,” Madeline tisked. “Perhaps I was right that your prior words were not sincere.”

“Nooooooo!” Kate howled. “I want….I need….I want to…I want to!”

Well……” A look of faux consideration came over Madeline’s face, clearly meant to leave Kate hanging in agonising suspense. “If that is the truth perhaps I have something that may help you, my sweet.”

From somewhere Madeline produced a pair of satin bloomers, coloured reddish-purple like fine wine and decorated with lacy ruffles along the edges. Holding them up, she pressed them against the young woman’s face so the gusset was up against her nostrils. The smell of sweat and cunt and something else that Kate found familiar but could not quite place engulfed her and her pussy clenched instinctively in response; Kate found herself grinding it against the headmistress’s silk clad leg with even more franticness than she had before.

“Do you like the smell, dear?” Madeline asked.

“Yes…yes, Headmistress,” Kate answered hesitantly, still trying to identify the tantalising aroma filling her nostrils.

Madeline smiled smugly. “Good. I expected that you would. These arrived with Viscountess Beaumont’s last letter. Apparently she thought they would be a treat for you.”

Kate’s eyes went wide in shock as she realised the bloomers her face was buried in were Josephine’s. She did not pull away though, or cease her efforts to hump against Madeline’s leg like an animal, and her mind raced as the now identified scent led to memories flooding through it.

Pressing her face even deeper into the bloomers, Kate began inhaling deep gulps of air through her flared nostrils. With each one memories began to surface of the times she and Josephine had been together. The feel of the older woman’s luscious, warm body. The skilled way her dainty hands had run themselves over her own slender one; the pleasure they had invoked within it. Part of her mind seemed to be screaming at the impropriety of what she was doing, reminding her of all the ways what had happened was wrong…sinful…unnatural….but for the first time ever Kate found herself completely ignoring it, her eyes closing as she revealed in the memories.

Kate’s tongue shot out and actually began licking the satin fabric of Josephine’s bloomers. She was not certain if she could actually taste the lingering flavour of her stepmother’s juices or if her mind was just imagining it, but it still brought forth the memory of the few times she had feasted upon the older woman’s cunt. The delicious taste of it that she had seemed to never be able to get enough of. It was almost as if Josephine was there with her right then.

“Oh mama….mama please…” Kate whispered between desperate little moans and breathless gasps.

And as the familiar tingle of delight shot through her body at the forbidden nature of what she had just said, Kate finally tipped over the edge she had been so desperately chasing. The wave that had been relentlessly building within her finally crested. Pleasure washed over her body and she tossed her head back and screamed, even as she continued to animalistically rut herself against Madeline’s leg, heedless of how it must look.

Then Kate went limp, utterly spent by what had just happened, still sniffing away at the bloomers pressed to her face. When they were lifted away she actually let out a little whine of dismay.

Madeline actually smirked. “Well well, dear. It seems we have achieved a breakthrough. Good girl.”

Kate’s knees buckled when she was released from the cuffs securing her wrists and ankles and she might have fallen had Madeline not caught her and steadied her against her body. “Careful, my dear. I am sure you must be exhausted. Let me help you to one of the sofas and you can rest for a time.”

“NO!” Kate said frantically. As wonderful as what the headmistress was suggesting there was something else in that moment she desperately wanted to do. Needed to do.

Eyes wide with concern, Madeline leaned forward. “Are you alright, my sweet. I had thought things had gone well. If not -”

“I am fine,” Kate forced her voice to calm and hide the desperation filling her body, terrified that if she did not the headmistress would get the wrong impression. “Truly, Headmistress I am. But if I have your leave I would like to retire to my rooms. There is something I feel I must do before curfew.”

A little half smile appeared on Madeline’s face, almost taunting. “I see. Well of course, dear, I shall not keep you. Let me help you dress and I shall escort you back to Eloise Hall.”

KATE SAT AT her desk, staring at the pile of unopened letters before her, each stamped with the Beaumont family seal.

It should be so easy to just reach out and grab one and then open it. She wanted to so very much. The second Kate had sat herself down and began contemplating the prospect of doing so, however, she had frozen, terror filling her body at what she might find if she did. The words of condemnation and reproach she might discover. The pile of letters before her that had accumulated in the months since she had come to Madeline’s academy was almost a small mountain now. Each unread. Each unanswered.

Knowing that if she did not act now her resolve would crumble as it always had before, Kate forced herself to reach out with trembling hands and grab the most recent letter in the stack before her. Practically tearing open the wax seal, she smoothed it out before her and began to read.

My beloved stepdaughter,

Letter after letter I send you and still no reply. How can you be so unkind, ma cherie! To be parted from you like this is terrible enough, but to go without a word from you is unbearable.

Non, I will not chide you. Lady Sutherland has said it is important that I be patient with you, give you your space, so I shall do so. But please, ma tresor, if you can find it in yourself to write even a few words back to me, know it will touch my heart so.

I hear you are doing well at the academy. Lady Sutherland sends me regular updates telling me of the progress that you make and it warms my heart to hear of it. I understand you have made friends with a certain Lady Huntington - is this the daughter of Duke & Duchess Huntington? I believe I recall Arthur mentioning them in passing at some point but cannot be certain - and am pleased to hear this. I hope the opportunity shall come when you may introduce me to her.

Things in London progress as they always do. The Season is in full swing. Just three days ago I attended a ball hosted by Lady Fullerton that I swear shall be the toast of the entire Tonn. The only regret I felt is that you missed it and how bittersweet the occasion was when I thought of how it might have been could we have attended together.

But non, I should not talk of sad things. But please, ma poupee, having said that indulge me as I say I hope that you know that until I see you again I shall be totally bereft. Hopefully I shall see you again soon, perhaps sooner than you may think judging by what I hear from Lady Sutherland.

Until then I remain your loving stepmother,

Josephine

Almost immediately having finished, Kate read Josephine’s letter again. Then again. Her heart seemed to clench with each word that flashed before her eyes.

Kate heard the creaking of her door opening and looked up to see Mrs Brown entering the room. Oh no. She had thought she would at least have a few minutes before curfew. She must have lost track of the time.

“Mrs Brown,” Kate said, “Could I please have a few more minutes. I have a letter to write so it can be sent out with the post tomorrow morning.”

At first Mrs Brown’s lips thinned irritably, but then she noticed the desperation in the young woman’s eyes. For the first time Kate could ever recall the old woman’s demeanour softened, if only slightly.

“I’ll see to the rest of the floor before returning to see you tucked in,” Mrs Brown said curtly. “You have until then and not a moment longer.”

Gratitude flooded through Kate as the door closed behind the old woman. Pulling a fresh piece of paper from one of the desk drawers, she dipped a pen into a fountain bottle of ink but then hesitated, still uncertain of what words to put to it.

Knowing her time was limited, Kate pushed through her reservations and began to write, hoping the words would come to her.

My dearest stepmother…


Chapter Four - No Time Like The Present (For A Spanking)

Kate was jared from her recollections and back to the present as she felt fingers underneath her chin, gently but firmly lifting it up. Raising her head off of Josephine’s bosom, Kate looked up and met the older woman’s eyes. Her stepmother had an intense look in her gaze that made the young woman shiver and Kate was suddenly aware of just how alone the two of them were.

Josephine’s eyes dipped down to stare at Kate’s lips and became hungry. Kate’s breath hitched as she realised that the older woman was going to kiss her.

Which she did. Josephine’s lips crashed down upon Kate’s and the young woman swooned at the contact. As the kiss deepened she found herself melting against the taller form of Josephine, revelling in the feeling of her warm, soft body against hers. Oh how she had missed this.

Feeling Josephine’s tongue probing at her lips, Kate obediently opened them to grant entrance. Shuddering, she did not resist as the older woman began ruthlessly thrusting her tongue in and out of her mouth. A moan bubbled up in the girl’s throat as Josephine continued to ravage away with her moist, glistening tongue, but it was stifled against the other woman’s lips.

Kate felt Josephine’s hands slide down her back to cup the cheeks of her bum. It was still a little sore from the spanking she had received earlier in Madeline’s office and she winced slightly as Josephine’s fingers gripped it possessively and began to knead and paw at the flesh underneath.

Finally Josephine broke the kiss, both of them desperately panting for air. Kate’s body was buzzing and felt hot, almost feverish, which only seemed to be intensified by the fact Josephine was still touching her bum with her strong fingers, squeezing and caressing both round, perky cheeks.

“Ah, ma cherie,” Josephine practically purred, her eyes blazing. “I have missed this so. Is it the same for you also?”

Kate blushed slightly but nodded. “Yes, mama.”

The girl then suddenly gasped as she felt sharp pain from Josephine’s nails raking themselves over the tender flesh of her bum. “Good. Before we go further, however, I feel there is another part of you I would reacquaint myself with.”

One of Josephine’s hands gripped Kate by the elbow and spun the young woman around before bending her over the small dining table next to them, forcing her face down onto the white linen tablecloth that topped it.

As Josephine brought Kate’s wrists together at the small of her back with one hand, the other loosened the white ribbon tying her long, black hair back. Kate felt her pussy pulse in delight at the feeling of the cool silk wrapping itself around her slender wrists, binding them together, but she still asked, “Josephine, what are -”

SLAP!

The sound rang in Kate’s ears as Josephine brought her hand down and sharply spanked one of her plump bum cheeks, a flash of pain accompanying it that made her clitoris throb with pleasure. “And already you forget how I am to be addressed? If it makes things easier you may also call me ‘Maitresse’, my darling. Regardless, it seems some correction is in order before we go further, both to reinforce the message and set the stage for how things shall be when we return home.”

“What do you mean…Maitresse?” Kate asked, tentatively testing the silk bindings at her wrists and finding precious little give to them. A little flush of excitement flooded through her at how things were proceeding. Josephine had always been the assertive one in their carnal relations, but this overtly dominant side she was now displaying was something new and Kate could not deny that she found it arousing.

Josephine chuckled darkly. “Ma tresor, did you think I had not been kept informed of the progress you had made here at the academy? I must confess, ma belle, that I was delighted at the new side of you that was uncovered by the headmistress and I shall be incorporating it into our relationship going forward. After all, is it not my duty as your stepmother to not only guide you, but also to discipline and correct you when necessary to ensure you remain the proper young lady you should be?”

Even as Kate’s face burnt with embarrassment at the thought of just what Madeline must have detailed in her letters to Josephine, her cunt practically became an inferno as she remembered the various things she had undergone since coming to the academy and pictured Josephine as the one doing them with her. Her little pearl tightened and her inner walls spasmed as she imagined being punished by the older woman. Teased by her. Submitting to her. A little whine escaped her lips.

It seemed that Josephine must have heard and taken the sound the wrong way, for Kate immediately felt the other woman’s hand reassuringly caressing her shoulder and her voice was filled with concern when she spoke. “Is this something you do not want, ma cherie? If I have misjudged things, tell me now and I shall stop. You must know I would never wish to force anything on you against your will.”

“No!” Kate said quickly, twisting her head around to face Josephine; the look of tender concern in the older woman’s face made a feeling of safety immediately wash over her which left her speechless for a second.

Kate took a breath and went on. “No, Maitresse. I want this.” She fluttered her eyelashes coquettishly. “I have been a very bad little girl, testing your patience all these months, mama. Please mama, punish me for it and show me how to be a good girl for you.”

Josephine’s eyes blazed at Kate’s words and the young woman felt her pussy ache at the sight. The older woman’s face turned stern and domineering, a wicked smile appearing on her lips. “Very well, ma choupette, if it is correction that you seek then I shall be happy to oblige you.”

Heels clicking on the floor, Josephine practically glided across the floor towards a cabinet on the far wall, a picture of elegance as always. Kate found her eyes naturally drawn to the sight of the older woman’s large, round bum, wonderfully displayed by the tight velvet material of her green dress, unable to look away.

Stopping before the cabinet, Josephine opened the varnished wood doors and looked inside. After a moment she reached in and pulled out a long black riding crop with a polished ebony handle.

The crop swished through the air as Josephine took an experimental swing with it. She cut a mesmerising sight. Still fully dressed in her green velvet dress, which covered her body from neck to ankles but clung to it so tightly that it wonderfully displayed her wide hips and large breasts, with her shining black hair tied back in a tight Dutch braid she still seemed to ooze sensuality. Kate felt her pulse elevate just from looking and whimpered as she felt an urge to grind her pussy against the edge of the table which she resisted; even without being told she knew such an act would go against an as yet unspoken rule.

Smirking, Josephine began walking back towards Kate, experimentally tapping the riding crop against her open palm. “I think this shall do nicely, ma cherie. Did I ever tell you that at my family’s old estate in France we raised horses? I shudder to think of what the sans culottes have done to the place, but I am at least left with some familiarity at how to wield a crop against a spirited young filly in need of discipline.”

Perhaps Kate should have bristled at the comparison, yet instead she only let out another whine and stared hungrily at the riding crop being held by Josephine. Her young body trembled in anticipation at the prospect of feeling it upon her soft skin.

Returning to Kate’s side, Josephine ran one of her hands down Kate’s back, eliciting a moan from the bound young woman at the teasingly light touch. The hand came to rest on the small of her back just above her bottom, resting there in a supportive, comforting manner.

“Arch your back for me now, ma doudou, and present that lovely little bum of yours for me properly.”

Obediently, Kate jutted out her bum, better displaying it in the air. The skimpy bloomers she wore covered nothing, leaving both plump cheeks fully viewable. Glancing up at Josephine, who was towering above her imposingly, she saw her stepmother was practically licking her lips in anticipation of what was to come. Kate tore her eyes away from the sight, looking forward and taking a deep breath to ready herself.

SWISH! SLAP!

Kate heard the riding crop cut through the air and then the sound of it slapping against her pert, left bum cheek rang in her ear for a moment before a flash of pain radiated through the tender flesh. The girl made a little hiss as she sucked in a bit of air through her lips but otherwise made no reaction.

SWISH! SLAP!

This time Josephine’s riding crop struck Kate’s right cheek. Again pain flashed through her bum as the sound of impact rang in her ears, but she remained silent, gritting her teeth. Her pussy clenched in reaction and Kate could feel her juices freely leaking from her slit into the sodden material of her bloomers. When had she become so wet?

SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP!

Josephine rained down a pair of blows quickly, striking first one cheek then the other. The older woman struck harder this time and the pain was worse, but other than panting from the effort Kate remained silent. Her dainty hands clenched themselves into fists.

“My my, ma cherie,” Josephine crooned. “Lady Sutherland was not lying when she praised your resilience. I find I wish to hear the beautiful sound of your pained cries, however, so let us put this resolve of yours to the test.”

SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP!

Again and again the riding crop cut into Kate’s round, perky bum, peppering the entire area with ever more powerful blows. Soon the girl’s whole bottom had turned bright red and she could feel the heat wafting off of it in contrast to the cool air of the guestroom. The relentless pain of the crop only fueled the growing desire in Kate’s pussy and soon her need to moan in pleasure was rivalling the one she felt to cry out in pain.

And then Josephine struck a pair of blows upon the especially tender area where Kate’s bum met the tops of her thighs. The pain that cut through her soft flesh was terrible and finally broke the young woman’s resolve and she let out a cry followed by a series of sobs, tears welling up in her eyes.

“Ah, how beautiful that is to at last hear,” Josephine’s voice was filled with triumph. “You have no idea how long I have wished to have it grace my ears, my darling. I simply must hear it again. Perhaps I have been aiming my attentions upon the wrong area, however.”

The click of Josephine’s heels signalled that the older woman was changing positions and the hand at the small of her back disappeared. Craning her head around, Kate blinked through her tears and saw her stepmother was leaning forward, riding crop extended before her. Kate’s heart leapt in her chest as she realised what the older woman intended.

SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP!

With a wicked smile on her face Josephine began rapidly swinging her riding crop back and forth between Kate’s shaking inner thighs. She could strike with a much faster velocity this way, hitting one piece of creamy thigh and then landing a blow on the other only seconds later. The older woman held nothing back now, putting all of her strength behind each new blow. Kate’s head fell forward again with a wail, pressing her face into the linen tablecloth as tears escaped from her eyes and dripped down onto the material.

Josephine murmured her approval at Kate’s pained howl, but did not relent from her flaying of the girl’s inner thighs. If anything it only seemed to spur her on. She continued to flick her riding crop back and forth as she left a blazing trail down the young woman’s thighs till she had reached almost the tops of her knees only to then begin working her way back upwards.

SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP! SWISH! SLAP!

Even as Kate sobbed away at the pain - her thighs really were far more sensitive than her bottom she was discovering - her most private place was more aroused than ever and the young woman was very aware of how her stepmother’s riding crop was drawing closer to it with each new slapping blow. Did Josephine intend to strike her there? The thought filled her with apprehension even as her swollen little pearl throbbed at the prospect.

But then when the riding crop drew so close that its blows were almost fanning air onto her burning cunt they suddenly stopped. Kate let out a whine of protest. “No! Maîtresse....mama please!”

“Please what, ma belle?” Josephine said tauntingly.

Kate did not have a chance to answer and instead let out a gasp as she felt the leather of the crop on her pussy. Josephine did not strike out with it, instead rubbing it slowly over the bloomer clad surface in slow but deliberate fashion. When her straining clitoris felt the cool, smooth surface the girl moaned hotly.

“Do you like that, my darling Kate?” Josephine asked, the heat in her voice rivalling her stepdaughter’s.

“Oh yes! Thank you Maîtresse!” Kate said eagerly, rocking her hips downward to try and grind herself harder against the frustratingly light caresses of the crop.

SLAP!

Kate cried out in surprise as the crop slapped her pussy. It was not a hard blow, but she had not at all been prepared for it and was caught off guard.

“Be still, ma cherie!” Josephine said coldly. “As much as I appreciate this new openness on your part I still expect you to act with the decorum of a proper young lady and not the lewdness of a common hussy.”

“I’m sorry, mama,” Kate sniffled, the stinging pain of Josephine’s blow lingering on her soft mound.

“Your apology is noted, ma poupee,” Josephine’s voice did not soften, “But I fear that alone shall not suffice. Prepare yourself.”

Kate obediently took a deep breath, her body trembling in anticipation of what she suspected was coming. She did not have to wait long.

SLAP! SLAP!

Josephine struck between Kate’s legs twice more, this time with far more force than the first time. Kate’s body spasmed and she hunched her shoulders forward and gave an agonised shriek at the pain that followed, even as her clit trembled in approval.

The clicking of heels penetrated the haze of pain and pleasure that had engulfed Kate and the young woman let out a breathless gasp as she felt Josephine’s hands once again, the touch gentle and soft as they ran lovingly up and down her back. She immediately felt herself calming.

“Good girl,” Josephine praised the bound girl. “It brings me no pleasure to see you in pain, ma cherie…well, not too much pleasure…but what I do for you is for your own good. I hope you believe me.”

“Yes mama,” Kate whimpered. “I’m sorry Maîtresse…please…”

“Hush, my darling,” Josephine hushed her, but her voice began growing hot as her hands ran themselves over the young woman’s bottom and reached her inner thighs. “I worry that perhaps I may have injured you, which is the last that I would have wished. I had best examine you.”

Kate squealed as she felt the older woman’s fingers lightly run themselves over her bloomer clad cunt, the touch almost scorching through the thin material that by now was plastered to her labia lips by the juices leaking from her slit. She resisted the urge to arch herself down against those delightful fingers, remembering Josephine’s command to be still.

The young woman whined in displeasure when she felt those fingers vanish, then gasped as she felt her bloomers shifted to one side exposing her swollen, engorged cunt which was immediately enveloped with a gust of hot breath.

“Oh, how red and wet it is, ma cherie,” Josephine said hungrily. “Your pure, untouched virginal vagina. It is still unbroken?” The older woman’s voice turned sharp. “I made my instructions very clear to Lady Sutherland that your maidenhood was not to be touched.”

“Yes, Maîtresse,” Kate stammered, struggling to form words when her entire mind was consumed by the knowledge that Josephine’s face, her silken lips and tongue most of all, were mere inches away from her private place. “The Headmistress didn’t….I mean we did….but not that….”

“Calm yourself, ma tresor,” Josephine shushed the young woman. “I know the instruction you underwent at her hands and so long as it did not surpass the negotiated limits there is nothing to feel guilty of.”

Another teasing gust of hot breath wafted across Kate’s burning sex and the girl almost sobbed in frustration. “Mama please!”

Josephine chuckled darkly. “What a needy thing you are today, ma cherie. Still, you have been such a good girl for me, taking your correction so bravely. And I cannot deny I have missed the sweet taste of you these past months. Perhaps a little snack before dinner is in order to whet the appetite.”

Even as Kate held her breath, waiting in agonising suspense as she imagined the pleasure of Josephine’s silky tongue upon her cunt, the room suddenly was filled by the creaking sound of the door’s hinges. Twisting her head around, Kate’s cheeks went red as she saw the door swing open and servants dressed in the liveried uniforms of the academy enter carrying wooden trays laden with food.

Utter mortification filled her young body and Kate let out a desperate shriek as she frantically began tugging against the silken bonds binding her wrists, trying to free her hands. For her part, Josephine immediately rose to her feet from where she had been kneeling behind her stepdaughter, stepping between her and the servants to shield her from view as she quickly unwound the silk ribbon, releasing Kate from her bondage.

As Kate straightened off of the table, Josephine immediately wrapped her arms around her and pulled her close. Without thinking Kate immediately buried her face into the ample space of the older woman’s bosom. That felt better. Safe. Like she was hidden away from sight, which was what she wanted more desperately than anything else in that moment, still reeling in horrified embarrassment at what the academy’s servants had just walked in on.

“Sorry for the disturbance, Viscountess,” Kate dimly heard being said. “But you had requested supper be provided to you in your room. We can return later if this is an….inopportune time.”

“Whyever would you think that?” Josephine said cooly, one hand softly stroking itself down Kate’s long black hair. “By all means set the table and then leave. You can collect the dishes when you bring breakfast tomorrow, I do not wish to be disturbed further tonight.”

Nothing further was said and Kate continued to cling to Josephine almost in desperation as she heard the clutter of plates and other cutlery being laid out on the dining table next to her, face still buried in the older woman’s plump bust. If any of the servants found anything amiss about what they had just walked in on, they did not seem to comment on it; though truthfully Kate suspected they were well used to such things occurring at the academy.

Josephine continued to hold Kate close and gently stroke her hair and back and slowly Kate felt her insides cease to writhe like a snake had taken up residence inside of them and a sense of calm began to return to her. When the sound of the guest room’s door thumping shut announced that the servants had left, the young woman finally lifted her head up off of Josephine’s breasts.

The older woman smiled down at her. “Are you better, ma cherie?”

Kate’s lingering blush deepened. “I’m sorry, Maîtresse for….what came over me just now. I promise to do be -”

“Hush,” Josephine raised a finger across Kate’s lips. “I can hardly fault you for being flustered from being disturbed at such an….inopportune moment, ma choupette. And you never need to apologize for seeking comfort from me, Kate. I will always be there for you if you need me.”

A wicked glint then appeared in the older woman’s eyes. “And besides, have I ever remarked you are so adorably cute when you blush, my darling?”

She actually booped Kate on the nose with those words and Kate giggled a little bit.

Looking away, Kate saw that two places had been set at the dining table, along with a bottle of wine. Her stomach rumbled a little at the sight, it had been an awfully long time since lunch in the dining hall.

Josephine must have noticed the hungry look on Kate’s face, because she gently prodded the young woman towards one of the chairs. “Sit, ma cherie, and we shall have dinner.”

Her hand slid down Kate’s back and gave her sore bum a pinch that made the girl squeak. “And after we shall have dessert!”

KATE FOUND DINNER a distracting affair. Seated across from Josephine, she found her eyes darting up from her plate to look at the older woman again and again. It seemed Josepine was able to make even the act of eating into a sensuous act and Kate could only stare as she brought measured little bites of food to her lips and then chewed and swallowed; the young woman could not help but remember what other things those dainty lips of hers were capable of doing.

Grabbing her wine glass, Kate raised it to her own lips and took a generous gulp. Eyeing her glass as she returned it to the table she noted that it was already quite low. She was already beginning to feel the effects. Wine was something strictly reserved for the teachers at Madeline’s academy and Kate’s tolerance for it had noticeably declined during her time there. She could already feel her body tingling from the effects.

Josephine took another bite of food and tisked in disapproval. “I must remark, I cannot say much for the fare of Lady Sutherland’s table. Are all the meals like this here?”

Kate could not blame Josephine. The dinner provided had been a very simple affair of a grilled cutlet of pork accompanied by a small boiled potato and salad of fresh greens without any dressing. It was little different from the standard fare Kate had grown used to during meals in the school’s dining hall.

“Yes Maîtresse -”

“None of that, ma doudou,” Josephine gently cut her off. “I will hardly expect you to refer to me that way at all times, it would be silly and perhaps raise awkward questions among our peers. You may call me by my name now until I instruct otherwise.”

Kate blinked, a warm feeling delightfully engulfing her body at her stepmother’s words, and began again. “Yes Josephine, I am afraid so. The headmistress is of the opinion that food which is too rich is an indulgence that will spoil both the body and the mind.”

Josephine sniffed daintily. “As much as I approve of Lady Sutherland’s views on other matters I find I cannot agree with her here. If you will forgive me, ma cherie, this is the most ridiculously English of English opinions I have ever heard in my entire existence. I shudder to think what it must have been like to subsist on such bland cuisine all these months. I shall have to have the cook lay out a veritable feast on your return home to welcome you back.”

A smile appeared on Kate’s face at those words. While certainly not the dearest thing she had missed since leaving home, she could not deny that the quality of the food Josephine had had served at the family table had been not far behind. The fare at the academy was bland in comparison.

“Though,” Josephine went on, placing her fork and knife upon her plate and pushing it away from her. “I cannot help but feel a touch of dessert is now in order.”

Before Kate could respond, the older woman pushed her chair back away from the table and reached down to grasp the hem of her skirt. She pulled up the velvet fabric to reveal her shapely legs, clad in stockings, and then went further until it was about her hips. Josephine wore no bloomers, only a lacy garter belt, leaving her pussy completely revealed; it was shaved bare save for a neat little triangle of trimmed black hair.

“Kneel, my darling.” Josephine ordered.

“Yes, Maîtresse,” Kate immediately slipped from her chair onto her knees before the older woman, instinctively knowing without instruction that Josephine was once again expecting her to be the meek submissive.

When she began leaning forward, her eyes glued to the sight of the Frenchwoman’s shaved cunt, Josephine tisked and gave her a sharp swat on the shoulder. “Did I tell you to move, ma cherie?”

Kate instantly stilled and was rewarded by an approving smile from Josephine that made the girl’s entire body feel warm and tingly. The older woman reached out with one hand towards a small plate piled with fruit sitting on the dining table, clearly meant to be the actual dessert for the meal, and pulled it towards her. Picking up a slice of plum with her slender, nubile fingers, Josephine placed it atop her stockinged thigh, just above her knee.

Crooking a finger with her free hand, Josephine beckoned and Kate obediently leaned forward, lips parting as she approached. Almost without thinking, the young woman placed her hands behind her back, crossing them at the wrists just above the swell of her bum, instinctively knowing this would please Josephine. From underneath her long, dark lashes Kate saw her stepmother’s green eyes take on a hot, hungry look and a thrill ran through her slender body at the knowledge she had been correct in her suspicions.

Closing her lips around the slice of plum, Kate puckered her lips to press a quick kiss to Josephine’s thigh as before chewing, savouring the burst of juicy sweetness that exploded in her mouth. Swallowing, she darted out her pink, little tongue and licked over the area she had just kissed, sucking up any juices; even through the material of the stocking she could taste the tart, salty skin of Josephine’s leg.

“Good girl,” Josephine said throatily. “Did you like that, ma choupette?”

“Yes, Maîtresse.”

With a wicked smile, Josephine snatched up another piece of fruit, a strawberry this time, and placed it upon her thigh, this time a little bit further up. “Then please, treat yourself to another taste.”

Obediently, Kate once again bent forward and snatched up the red, speckled berry with her plump lips, again planting a brief kiss upon the stockinged leg before chewing and swallowing. Josephine next placed a little pile of raspberries on her thigh, then another slice of plumb. Kate diligently gobbled up each one.

Each time Kate’s lips found themselves a little bit higher on the older woman’s leg, slowly creeping closer to where she desperately wanted them to be. Soon she had passed the embroidered hem of Josephine’s stocking and was nibbling on the bare skin of her upper thigh.

Josephine continued to impassively loom over Kate as she did this, looking down at her with gleaming eyes. The young woman did notice that her breathing seemed to grow elevated and just a tad uneven the closer Kate drew to the apex of her legs. She also was increasingly aware that in addition to the fragrance of Josephine’s perfume and the Frenchwoman’s own natural scent that were filling her nostrils bewitchingly there was also the tangy aroma of her aroused cunt.

Kate’s eyes were glued to the sight, now only inches away from her face, of Josephine’s bare slit; the pink puffy lips engorged and glistening from arousal. She could almost imagine how delicious the nectar leaking from it would taste. Oh how she wanted to taste it. The closer she drew to it the most agonising her desperation became.

Nibbling away at a slice of strawberry that she had lifted off of the cleft where Josephine’s thigh met her pelvis, Kate swallowed and leaned in towards the older woman’s pussy, unable to stop herself.

Josephine hissed and lightly slapped Kate on her cheek; it was a tap more than anything else but it halted the girl in her tracks nonetheless. “And what do you think you are doing, ma tresor? I do not recall giving you permission.”

“No Maîtresse,” Kate whimpered, eyes still hungrily staring at Josephine’s puffy vagina. “Please, Maîtresse, may I -”

“Quiet,” Josephine ordered and Kate obediently ceased speaking.

Plucking up a single plump raspberry, Josephine held it between her thumb and forefinger and placed it right at the small gap between the top of her slit and pointed bottom of the neatly trimmed triangle of black curls that was her pubic hair. The older woman arched an eyebrow in unspoken command.

Kate immediately pressed forward and caught the berry between her lips. As she quickly chewed and swallowed she did not pull away. While resisting the urge to dip lower without her stepmother’s permission, the young woman still kissed and sucked at the soft skin of her pelvis, even parting her lips slightly to teasingly glide her tongue over it. She heard a heated groan and a feeling of triumph ran through Kate at seeing Josephine’s seemingly impervious exterior crack for the first time.

Moments later the girl felt Josephine’s hands on her shoulders, gently yet insistently pushing. With some reluctance, Kate returned to her former kneeling position. “Maîtresse please!”

The young woman should have felt embarrassed by the pitifully pleading tone in her voice, but when Josephine smiled wickedly in response Kate shuddered in pleasure at the knowledge she had pleased the Frenchwoman.

“My my, ma cherie,” Josephine laughed with a toss of her head. “You are quite the needy thing it seems, non? Is the time you were apart from me the cause of it, I wonder?”

“Yes!” The word flew from Kate’s mouth immediately. “I missed this - I missed you so badly, Maîtresse.”

Josephine’s eyes widened in surprise and a tender look filled them for a moment before her impervious, slightly taunting facade reasserted itself. “It seems Lady Sutherland was not exaggerating at the progress you have made in that time, ma belle. It pleases me so to now see it. And you have been a good girl for me, non? Perhaps you have earned just a taste as a treat.”

The older woman’s fingers reached down towards her cunt and Kate watched enviously as she pushed them through the silken lips of her slit into the wet folds beyond. Pulling them free, Josephine held up her glistening fingers, dripping with her pussy’s juices, before the young woman.

“Go ahead, ma cherie.”

Kate immediately opened her lips and fastened them around the offered fingers, beginning to suck furiously as her tongue lickingly ran itself over them, chasing every last drop of the delicious nectar being offered to her. It tasted so good and Kate had not been lying when she said how much she had missed this.

Even as Kate eagerly sucked away, relishing in the taste, the girl was very much aware of the burning arousal in her own cunt. Her most private place felt so hot and wet it was almost as if it was engulfed in liquid fire, her inner vaginal walls quivering with unfulfilled need.

Seemingly satisfied that Kate had licked them clean, Josephine pulled her fingers from the young woman’s mouth with a plop; they glistened still but now from Kate’s saliva.

“Good job, ma doudou,” Josephine purred. “Did you like that?”

“Yes Maîtresse!” Kate said eagerly.

“Would you like another taste?”

“Oh yes, Maîtresse,” Kate pleaded.

“Is that all?” There was a smouldering look in Josephine’s vivid green eyes as she spoke. Her fingers slid down her pelvis to cup her sex, parting the puffy lips of her labia to reveal the pink, wet folds beyond. “Or would you also like to taste my pussy, ma tresor?”

“Yes Maîtresse, oh please yes!”

The smouldering look became positively an inferno. “And you think you are deserving of this, my darling? I am not so certain. What will you do for me if I am so generous as to allow you this?”

“Anything Maîtresse! Anything at all!” Kate begged, noticing the calculating look that had appeared in Josephine’s eyes but not caring. Having had a taste of the older woman’s pussy she desperately wished for the real thing, regardless of whatever deviant payment she would ask for in exchange.

“Very well, Kate my darling,” Josephine crooned in smug satisfaction and beckoned with her free hand. “It seems I cannot tell you non. Come and have your treat.”

Kate needed no urging and immediately brought her mouth to Josephine’s cunt, tongue darting out to lick up the length of her glistening, engorged slit. She moaned as the taste of the older woman overwhelmed her taste buds and the scent of her arousal filled her nostrils. Oh how she had missed this. Josephine too groaned in delight, one of her hands coming around to gently cup the back of Kate’s head, burying it in her black tresses.

“Oh oui, ma cherie!” Josephine cried out. “I have so missed having your face between my legs like this, my darling. Oh….keep doing what you are doing.”

More than happy to, Kate redoubled her efforts, slathering her tongue over Josephine’s slit and bringing her lips down to suck on it. The girl channelled the building frustration from her own still unaddressed arousal into what she was doing, the sound of the older woman’s ever louder moans of pleasure ringing in her ears and only inspiring her further.

Josephine clearly appreciated what Kate was doing and soon the Frenchwoman was rocking her hips to grind against her stepdaughter’s eagerly sucking mouth. “Oui oui….oh oui….good girl….oh what you are doing feels so good, my darling….oh oui….do not dare stop….ooooooh!”

Sensing that the older woman’s orgasm was fast approaching, Kate focused her efforts on Josephine’s clit. Her lips fastened onto the little bud and began to suck, her tongue slathering over the hard little pearl as it throbbed away madly at the attention.

This seemed to be enough to tip the older woman over the edge as suddenly Josephine began to shudder and she hooked one of her legs behind Kate’s neck, pulling her even closer against her so she was wedged against her pelvis, as her hand fisted itself in the young woman’s hair. Pain flared through her scalp, but Kate whimpered against Josephine’s pussy as it seemed to shoot straight to her clitoris like a bolt of lighting, which throbbed madly in delight. Almost smothered between Josephine’s thighs, Kate continued to diligently suck away as the older woman tipped her head back and began babbling in French.

“Oh oui….je suis sur le point de….je vais….oh oui, je jouis….fais-moi jouir ma fille!”

Josephine’s body shook for a few more moments, during which she frantically ground her cunt against Kate’s lips as the young woman continued to obediently suck and lick dutifully away. Then with a final shudder the older woman went limp and the only sound was of her panting for breath. Knowing that Josephine's pussy was likely oversensitive, Kate reluctantly released the older woman’s little bud from her lips. She could not help but continue to plant little kisses around her stepmother’s vagina, however, almost worshipfully.

The Frenchwoman chuckled. “I see you cannot get enough, ma cherie. If this is the enthusiasm you feel after being away from me for so long perhaps it should occur more often, non?”

“No!” Kate immediately said, a cold chill running down her spine at the thought of once again being away from Josephine. “No, mama please -”

Her pleading ceased as Josephine’s face grew serious and the older woman bent down so her face was only inches from the young woman’s. Her hands came up to cup both of Kate’s cheeks and she shuddered at the touch, instantly comforted by it.

“I only jest, my darling Kate,” Josephine's voice was soft but earnest. “I would not be parted from you again for anything, do you believe me?”

Kate gave a little nod, throat suddenly very dry. Josephine smiled warmly in response and swooped forward to plant a kiss on the girl’s lips. It was a chaste little thing and lasted only a moment but Kate’s heart still seemed to clench in response in an indescribably wonderful way.

But then Josephine’s face once again assumed the look of cool imperviousness that Kate was growing increasingly familiar with and the older woman leaned back in her chair so she once again towered over the kneeling girl.

“I hope you enjoyed your treat, ma belle. Now stand and take off your clothes.”

Kate blinked in surprise. “Why Maîtresse?”

A wicked, almost predatory smile appeared on Josephine’s face that sent a tingle through Kate’s cunt. “You said you would do anything, ma choupette, did you not? The time has now come that I enjoy a treat of my own.”


Chapter Five - A Consummation Long Coming

KATE LAY NAKED on top of the patterned duvet of the large four poster bed of the guest room, what scanty clothing she had been wearing now discarded aside from her knee high white socks, which Josephine had deemed “simply too adorable” to remove. Her limbs were splayed out in an X, pointed towards each of the four wooden posts of the bed.

Josephine wore little more than Kate, having now completely discarded her dress. It seemed she had not only adopted Madeline’s habit of not wearing bloomers but also her style of corsets; she wore a brown and black one, which paired well with her light brown stockings and garter belt, that ended below her large breasts, holding them up and leaving them on display. The older woman was currently standing at the bottom left corner of the bed, buckling her stepdaughter’s left ankle into a tight leather cuff.

It had not been surprising to discover that each of the bed’s four wooden posts had had a length of chain attached to it that ended in a leather cuff, albeit hidden underneath the bed’s mattress totally out of sight from the unsuspecting who would not think to look. Evidently Josephine had thought to do so, and after removing her underthings Kate had obediently followed the older woman’s order to lay upon her back and extend her limbs so they could be secured.

Buckling closed the cuff around what had been up till that moment Kate’s last free limb, Josephine rose to her full height and hungrily looked down at the now completely bound young woman. The way the older woman was looking at her sent an erotic tingle down Kate’s spine but also made her very aware of just how exposed and vulnerable she now was; when she tugged experimentally at the restraints binding her wrists and ankles to test how much movement they allowed she discovered it was precious little. A little whimper escaped her lips.

Concern filled Josephine’s eyes and the sound and she immediately crawled up onto the bed so she was hovering on all fours above the bound body of Kate, one hand going to cup her cheek. “Hush, ma cherie. You know I shall do nothing to you without your consent. If at any point you wish for things to stop you must only say so and stop I shall. You believe me, non?”

Kate snuggled her cheek into Josephine’s hand, comforted by the other woman’s touch as always. Her feeling of vulnerability was already receding to be replaced by one of safety. “Yes, Maîtresse.”

The hungry look returned to Josephine’s eyes and she leaned down. Kate gave a little squeal at the hot gust of breath against her ear.

“Do you have any idea what the sight of you like this does to me, ma tresor?” Josephine whispered. “I have fantasised of such a moment from the time your father brought me home and I set eyes on the beautiful young woman who was his daughter.”

Kate’s eyes went wide in surprise. “Have you always wanted me this way?” The idea was more than a little surprising. Josephine had certainly been the more….aggressive lover of the two of them, but Kate had always put that down to her own inexperience compared to the other woman’s. It would explain how easily she had taken to this new dominant role she had assumed.

“Oh oui,” Kate squealed again as she felt the older woman’s silky tongue stroke itself along the exterior of her ear before going on. “From the moment I saw you I wished to see you submit yourself to me, ma cherie. That first night I so wanted to take you the way I had so often imagined. It took all of my willpower to resist. I did not wish to overwhelm you during your first time and while I had my suspicions that you possessed a submissive nature I could not be sure.”

Josephine lifted her head up so she could look down upon Kate. There was a look of burning intensity in her eyes that took the girl’s breath away. “Do I have your consent, ma poupee? As I swore to you before, I will do nothing to you without it. Do you wish to submit yourself to me, my darling Kate?”

Kate could tell the question was genuine. Josephine was truly asking for her consent. The answer was an easy one.

“Yes, I consent,” she said firmly. Kate then paused for a second and with a coquettish flutter of her eyelashes said a deliberately meek voice. “I consent to submitting to you, mama.”

The burning look in Josephine’s eyes became an inferno and she swooped down to plant a quick but intense kiss on Kate. “Wonderful, ma cherie. Then let us begin.”

Rising up off the bed, Josephine stepped away for a moment, the click of her heels against the floor ringing through the room. Kate’s head lifted off the pillow it rested on, eyes suddenly unable to look away from the sight of the older woman’s large, hard bum and sculptured thighs; they were so beautifully displayed by her lacy garter belt and stockings. Her cunt ached in appreciation from the view.

Stopping before a familiar looking cabinet, Josephine opened it and reached inside. When her hand emerged it was gripping a length of chain with what looked to be a pair of clamps on either end. Kate’s eyes went wide at the sight. Whatever could that be for?

Kate’s apprehensions immediately vanished as she suddenly was mesmerised by the sight of Josephine walking back towards her. Her gait was practically predatory, like a lioness stalking towards its prey, and her wide hips swayed back and forth as she walked. Kate suddenly realised her heart was pounding in her chest.

Reaching the bed, Josephine daintily perched herself on the edge and then one finger teasingly down Kate’s chest, circling one of her nipples. The girl gasped when she flicked one fingernail over it.

“I confess, ma tresor, I simply adore your cute little breasts. Especially these nipples of yours, they are so pretty and also look so much like my own.”

Her cheeks blushed but Kate could not deny the truth. Josephine’s breasts were significantly larger than hers, but were capped with dark nipples with surprisingly wide areolas much like her own. It was not the first time Josephine had remarked how much she liked aspects of Kate’s appearance that resembled her’s, like her long, shining black hair.

A wicked glint appeared in Josephine’s eyes. “As pretty as they are, however, I cannot help but think they are in need of some decoration.”

As Josephine grasped one of Kate’s breasts firmly with one hand and with the other took one of the clamps and pressed it open, a sudden understanding of its intended purpose filled the young woman. Seeing the sharp pointed claws of the clamp, a shudder of fear ran down her back as she imagined just how painful they would be digging into her very sensitive nipple. At the same time the inner walls of her most private place clenched in anticipation.

Kate did not protest as Josephine placed the clamp upon her nipple. When the older woman released the hinges, it snapped closed and biting pain flashed through the elongated nubbin as the sharp points dug into the tender flesh. A pained hiss slipped from the girl’s lips but she otherwise gave no reaction.

Josephine repeated the act with Kate’s other nipple and this time she gave a tiny whimper of pain and she felt tears beginning to well up in her eyes. It hurt! Her nipples seemed to be growing numb where the sharp points were digging into them but that only made the sharp pain everywhere else more apparent. Despite this, Kate was also aware that her pussy was sopping wet and almost tingling in delight. She had accepted by now that pain seemed to be something that aroused her, excited her, and ultimately brought her pleasure even if she still found it confusing at times.

Josephine smiled hungrily as she looked down at the clamps now attached to Kate’s nipples. “Ah, ma cherie, your nipples looking truly wonderful like this, do you not agree?”

Kate said nothing, teeth gritted from the effort of not crying out in pain from the torment of the clamped nipples. They were turning even darker in colour if it was at all possible and seemed to be swelling in size.

A crafty look filled Josephine’s eyes and she reached down and circled her fingers around the clamped nipples, teasingly caressing the areolas surrounding them before lightly brushing their pointed tips. A strangled gasp escaped Kate’s throat. Her nipples had always been especially sensitive and the pleasure that was now coursing through them clashed and combined with the pain of the clamps in an almost overwhelming sensation.

A pout appeared on Josephine’s plump lips at Kate’s continued restrained reaction. “My darling, you are so quiet. Do you not like your new jewellery? Perhaps you might appreciate it better from a different angle?”

With a cruel smile on her face, Josephine grasped the length of chain connecting the two clamps and pulled upwards. This time Kate could not stop the cry of torment that flew from her lips as pain flooded through her nipples as they were stretched by the clamps, even as her clitoris tightened deliciously in approval. She desperately tried to arch her back off the bed to relieve the pressure but Josephine only pulled the chain higher.

“Maîtresse please!” Kate begged. “It hurts! It hurts!”

“I know, ma doudou,” Josephine’s voice dripped with faux sympathy even as her eyes seemed to dance with delight at her stepdaughter’s obvious distress. “But truly is it not worth it when the sight of your new jewellery on your nipples pleases me so?”

Josephine shook the chain for emphasis and each vibration sent a wave of jarring pain through Kate’s nipples deep into the tender flesh of her breasts underneath. She practically screamed, hot tears running down her cheeks from her eyes from the pain.

Dropping the chain, Josephine swooped down and planted a kiss on the young woman’s lips. Despite the fresh pain that tormented her poor nipples, Kate eagerly responded, willingly opening her mouth to grant entry to the older woman’s insistently probing tongue.

For a few moments Josephine ravaged Kate’s mouth and then broke the kiss, bringing her lips to plant a stream of fluttering kisses on the girl’s cheeks and eyes, kissing away the tears. “My poor darling. What a good girl you are. Taking the pain for me so bravely despite how terrible it is. You make me so proud, ma cherie.”

The older woman once again teasingly brushed her fingers over the hard tips of Kate’s nipples and she moaned tearily. “Would you like me to take them off, ma belle?”

Kate nodded hopefully, then felt a sinking feeling as once again Josephine pouted in a show of exaggerated, faux sympathy. “I am so sorry, but I cannot. Your new jewellery simply adorns your breasts so prettily, I cannot bring myself to remove them so soon. However,” the older woman’s voice turned husky. “Perhaps I can do something to take your mind off of the pain.”

A gasp escaped Kate’s mouth as she felt Josephine’s lips lightly suck at her throat for a moment and then her silky tongue lick along the hollow of it. This was followed by a flutter of quick kisses across her collar bone that slowly made their way down the young woman’s chest. Heart pounding, Kate tried to stop her body from shaking in response, any movement seemed to shift the chain connecting the clamps on her nipples and resulted in a flash of sharp pain.

Then Kate felt Josephine’s tongue glide over one pointed nipple, the touch was light but it soothed the aching pain of the clamp. Whimpering in frustration, the young woman arched her shoulders, trying to feed more of her nipple to Josephine’s tongue, but the older woman immediately pulled away and switched to Kate’s other breast. Again her tongue licked over one tortured little nubbin with a frustratingly light pressure before lifting away.

Kate’s heart felt like it was thumping madly in her throat as Josephine licked and nibbled down her trembling stomach. The Frenchwoman’s progress was agonisingly slow, but all Kate could think of was how her devilishly teasing lips and tongue were growing nearer and nearer her desperately burning vagina. Oh how she wanted to feel Josephine touch her there. With her tongue. Her mouth. Even her fingers. Anything!

After what seemed to be an eternity tonguing her bellybutton and nibbling at the soft skin surrounding it and then another one placing slow, light licks down the girl’s pelvis, Josephine finally settled between her legs. Her eyes burned as she stared at Kate’s most private place, the swollen lips of her slit so engorged they were almost red and glistening with her juices.

A gust of hot breath wafted over Kate’s cunt and when she groaned aloud Josephine chuckled darkly. “My my, what have I here?”

Kate groaned again when she felt the older woman’s fingers on the very edge of her labia lips, pulling them apart to expose the wet folds beyond. “Oh my, what a delicious looking cherry. I do not think I have ever seen one so red and ripe. Its juices must be truly exquisite beyond imagination! I simply must have a taste.”

At the sensation of Josephine’s silky tongue lightly licking her rock hard little pearl, Kate tossed her head back on the pillow beneath it and almost howled. It felt so good. Josephine licked the girl’s throbbing clit again and then again. As wonderful as the caresses were, they were also tormentingly light. It was overwhelming but also not enough at the same time. Kate desperately wanted more. Needed more!

Heedless of the rush of pain brought on by the clamps on her nipples, Kate arched her hips, desperately trying to bring more of her clitoris into contact with Josephine’s teasing tongue. The older woman’s hands grabbed the young woman’s hips and stopped her, however. With a strength born of desperation, Kate frantically bucked and fought, but Josephine's grip might have been made of iron for all the good it did her; not for a moment did the teasing caresses of her clitoris stop.

“Maîtresse….please….I want….” Kate breathlessly panted as she went limp on the bed in defeat.

“Hush, ma cherie, I am enjoying my treat so much.” Josephine taunted.

Kate’s clit was fully jutting out from its protective hood now, straining desperately up at the silky tongue of her stepmother as it continued to lightly lick away at the throbbing little bud. All she could do is lie there and take it,moaning tearfully and straining against the cuffs restraining her ankles and wrists. Her body shuddered as the teasing little licks and flicks of Josephine’s tongue built the girl’s arousal higher and higher without slaking it in the slightest.

Josephine seemed quite aware of the young woman’s torment. She seemed to be relishing it in fact. Her eyes stared up from between the girl’s legs, drinking in the sight of her tear stained face, gleaming with each new tortured moan and sob. Her glistening tongue did not cease its assault on Kate’s aroused little pearl for a moment.

Fearing she would go mad, Kate continued to plead desperately between breathless sobs. “Please….Maîtresse please….”

“I said hush, ma belle,” Josephine crooned. “You enjoyed your treat earlier and I shall enjoy mine now. And what a treat it is. I have feasted on this cherry for so long and still it remains as juicy as ever. Perhaps I must suck on it.”

A squeal flew from Kate’s lips and Josephine puckered her own and descended to capture the young woman’s little pearl between them. The older woman began languidly sucking at it, her tongue slathering over the throbbing bud as it was immersed in the liquid warmth of her mouth.

Kate tried not to writhe from the pleasure coursing through her body. Any movement brought sharp pain to her poor clamped nipples, though it only seemed to add to the delicious wave that seemed to be building inside of her. It felt so good! Moaning and sobbing, Kate tried to grind herself against Josephine’s mouth, heedless of any pain that might result. Her stepmother’s hands continued their vice-like grip on her hips, however, fingernails digging into her soft skin as she thwarted her efforts.

The wave reached new heights and Kate sensed it was about to crest. Remembering the lessons that had been instilled in her during her months at the academy she groaned. “Maîtresse….I am about to….I am going to….I am going to cum….please may I?”

To her horror, Josephine lifted her head and released Kate’s little pearl from her plump lips. “Non ma tresor, I am afraid you may not.”

Fresh tears welled up in Kate’s eyes and ran burning down her cheeks as she felt the orgasm she had been on the cusp of began to slip away. “NO! Why Maîtresse….please I am so close….I need to….”

“Because it pleases me,” Josephine said simply, pursing her lips to blow a teasing gust of hot breath on Kate’s clitoris, still throbbing in a desperate attempt to cum yet unable to. “And this is my treat, I remind you, my darling. I am not nearly finished enjoying it.”

Kate begged and pleaded between breathless sobs, bucking and fighting against Josephine’s hands on her hips as she sought to bring her clitoris back into contact with those silken lips that were tauntingly close, but it did no good. Josephine did not release the girl’s hips and firmly held her in place while with gleaming eyes she smugly watched Kate sob and weep as her orgasm slipped away and was replaced by a feeling of immense frustration deep within her cunt.

A smug grin appeared on the older woman’s face as Kate collapsed in limp defeat. “Truly beautiful, ma cherie. I simply must see it again.”

With that Josephine’s head descended and she began to suck again once more.

Again and again the same agonising dance played out. Josephine would suck and lick at Kate’s vagina, building her pleasure higher until she was at the very edge of climax only to then stop and leave the young woman teetering on that delicious edge with no way to tip over it. It did not matter how desperately or pathetically Kate begged between bitter sobs, almost blinded by the frustrated tears spilling from her eyes, Josephine did not relent. In fact it seemed she was drinking up Kate’s ever growing anguish at being kept in denial.

“Magnifique,” the older woman crooned as Kate wept and groaned through yet another torturous edge. “The sight of you this way is beyond description, ma belle. It pleases me so. Good girl. What a good girl.”

Josephine only seemed to become more emboldened as minutes turned to hours and Kate’s desperation for release reached new heights. Even as she ruthlessly ceased her caresses of the young woman’s cunt when she sensed Kate was reaching the brink of achieving climax the older woman began to shift her focus to other parts of her. She licked her silky tongue over Kate’s abdomen and quivering thighs. Palmed and kneaded at the pert, round cheeks of her bum. Ran soft caresses over the undersides of her breasts or circled the girl’s still painfully clamped nipples, lightly teasing her large, so very sensitive areolas. Patiently waiting till she deemed it safe to once again return her attentions to Kate’s poor, denied most private place.

Somehow that part was almost worse than being denied itself. Oh why did Josephine have to keep touching her? Why could she not let her rest if she was going to continue refusing to allow her release? Instead Josephine’s teasing caresses gave the young woman not a moment’s respite, prolonging her edge and feeding the fires of her arousal without slaking it in the slightest.

For the countless time Kate found herself moaning tearfully as the delicious, tantalising wave built within her, Josephine’s lips and tongue working away at her cunt. Despite the futility of it, Josephine having made it adamantly clear that she would not be allowing Kate to orgasm until she decided the time had come, Kate ground herself against the Frenchwoman’s mouth. Josephine made no effort to stop her, it seemed she was done with her earlier game of torturously slow build up. Instead her hands went to cup the girl’s bum, palming and kneading the pert cheeks as she helped Kate’s efforts.

Kate could feel the wave within her once again begin to crest. Blinking through the frustrated tears filling her eyes, she met Josephine’s own vivid green ones. “Maîtresse…please….please….please!”

The older woman’s eyes blazed in delight from Kate’s pleading, but once again she lifted her head away, leaving the young woman teetering on the edge but unable to cross it. It almost seemed to be taunting her, so close that she could almost taste the pleasure that awaited her on the other side that she could just not reach.

“No please! Maîtresse…mama, pleeeeeasse!” Kate shrieked and her voice almost broke from the intensity of it.

Josephine’s eyes darkened the way they always seemed to when Kate referred to her that way and after a second that felt like an eternity, her moist, pink tongue shot out and lightly flicked itself over the young woman’s straining little pearl. The touch was faint but overwhelming and seemed to be just enough. Kate could actually feel the wave cresting.

“Oh thank yo-aaaarghhhh!”

Kate’s euphoria was premature as Josephine’s hands shot up to the clamps on the young woman’s nipples and hinged them open, releasing the little nubbins from their grip. If the clamps had hurt going on they were absolute agony in coming off. Blood immediately began flowing back into numb indentations left behind by the clamp’s sharp claws and the effect was a sensation almost like her nipples were being pierced by red hot pins.

The pain cut off the orgasm Kate had been just at the brink of right in its tracks. Howling and sobbing, she writhed against her restraints, unable to think of anything in that moment other than the torment of her nipples and the overwhelming feeling of unfulfilled arousal coursing through her cunt.

Then Kate felt something on top of her that was warm and heavy yet also soft at the same time and one of her nipples was encased in a soothing molten warmth. She released Josephine had climbed atop of her and was sucking strongly on one of her nipples, slathering her tongue over and nursing away the pain. After a few moments she turned her attention to the other one and repeated the process.

Kate actually moaned in relief when the older woman was done and snuggled her cheek against her hand when she went to cup it. Even after everything Josephine had put her through her touch was still reassuring and made her feel safe. The loving, proud look in the Frenchwoman’s eyes as she stared down at her made her entire body tingle with happiness.

“Good girl. Such a good girl you are, ma cherie, taking everything I give you so bravely and with such strength. You have made me so proud.”

“Thank you, Maîtresse,” Kate said and then whimpered as she felt her cunt clench in frustration. Now that the pain in her nipples had eased there was nothing to distract her from the burning need in her vagina. “Maîtresse-”

“I know, ma tresor, I know,” Josephine shushed her. “You wish to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes! Please, Maîtresse, please.”

Josephine said nothing, staring down at Kate with hooded eyes and a look of intense consideration upon her face. The young woman waited with baited breath, heat pounding frantically.

“Very well, my darling Kate,” Josephine finally said after what felt like an age but in fact was likely only a few moments. “I had intended to wait to properly consummate our relationship until we were home, but you have been such a good girl for me. I see now it would be cruel of me to keep you waiting any longer.”

Joy filled Kate at Josephine’s words but a little whine of displeasure slipped from her lips when the older woman crawled off of her and stood up from the bed.

“Patience, ma belle,” Josephine chuckled lightly. “I shall only be a moment.”

Padding across the floor in her clicking heels, Josephine walked towards one of the stacked trunks against the far wall. Kate watched her hard bottom jiggle and roll as she did so, which did nothing to alleviate her state of sexual frustration. She took solace from what Josephine had just said about not making her wait any longer, though other parts of what she had just declared were a baffling mystery.

Her confusion was quickly rectified as Josephine unlatched the top truck and opened it before her hands began to fish inside the contents. Kate’s eyes went wide at what emerged.

In her stepmother’s hands was what looked to be a strange leather harness, from which dangled a length of rubber shaped in a remarkable imitation of a man’s erect penis, complete with a bulbed tip. Despite any lack of real reference, Kate could not help but notice it looked very large.

Mouth gaping open like a fish, Kate watched as Josephine stepped into the harness and buckled it tightly around her hips. The rubber penis bobbed and jiggled from the older woman’s actions, then hung still when she finished. It was so long the bulbed tip almost reached Josephine’s knees.

“Do you like it, ma doudou?” Josephine asked as she began walking back towards the bed, a hot look in her eyes. “Lady Sutherland assured me the craftsman who could procure this for us would be both discrete and his work would be as close to lifelike as possible. Do you agree?”

Kate said nothing, her mouth suddenly too dry to form words even as she continued to stare at the long, rubber phallus dangling between Josephine’s legs. Her cunt, however, was utterly drenched and aching to the point of pain in anticipation of what she now realised the older woman intended.

“Ah, the picture of perfect demureness you are,” Josephine smiled predatorily at Kate’s silence. “The very image of an innocent virgin about to be deflowered. You cannot comprehend how many times I have imagined this moment, my darling, but the reality of it puts them all to shame.”

A whimper escaped Kate’s dry throat at the older woman’s lewd words, even as her cunt clenched in reaction, which made Josephne’s smile grow even more predatory in response. As she drew closer the Frenchwoman reached down to grasp the shaft of her rubber cock with one dainty hand, lewdly stroking it up and down as she held it up before her. Kate stared at it unblinkingly. It was so big. Would it even be able to fit inside of her?

Clambering up onto the bed, Josephine crawled on all fours towards her. Kate still could not look away from the rubber penis hanging heavily from the leather harness strapped around the older woman’s hips. When Josephine squatted down between the V of the young woman’s bound legs, the bulbed tip was just inches from her puffy slit; it was now so aroused and engorged with blood that it looked almost red.

“Kate, please look at me,” Josephine said softly and Kate tore her eyes away from the rubber phallus to meet the Frenchwoman’s. Her vivid green eyes had an earnest look to them. “Do you want this? Remember, my darling, I will do nothing to you that you do not consent to so if you wish me to stop tell me now. I swear I shall not be angry with you if that is the case.”

The young woman’s eyes darted down again to the rubber cock, still intimidated by its size. “W-will it hurt?”

Josephine slowly nodded. “The first time always does, ma cherie. There is no avoiding it. I promise I shall be gentle and keep the pain as brief as possible. Remember, if at any time you wish me to stop you must only say so.”

The decision was an easy one. Yes, Kate felt some fear at the prospect of being taken by Josephine’s large rubber penis but it paled in comparison to the excitement she also felt at the idea. “Yes Maîtresse….” she whispered and then took a deep breath before going on. “Yes mama, deflower me.”

The look that filled Josephine's eyes at Kate’s words was so hot that the young woman could almost feel it scorching her skin. But it was with the greatest restraint that she leaned forward so she hovered above Kate, bracing herself against the mattress with one hand. With the other she gripped the base of her rubber penis and brought it to Kate’s dripping entrance.

A slight hiss escaped Kate as she felt her labia lips parting to admit the bulbed head of the phallus. They already felt painfully stretched and she had barely taken the tip.

“Relax, ma tresor,” Josephine’s voice washed over the young woman reassuringly. “Do not tense up, it will only make the pain worse.”

“I’m trying,” Kate’s breath was coming in quick, uneven pants. “Mama….it’s so big.”

“I know, my darling,” Josephine's voice remained soft and reassuring. Her hand left the base of her rubber cock, now firmly in place at Kate’s entrance, and lightly cupped her sweaty, tear stained cheek. “Just breathe. Breathe, with me. Let me know when you are ready. I shall wait as long as it takes.”

Obediently, Kate took deep breaths in tandem with Josephine and her heart gradually stopped racing and a sense of calm took over. Meeting the older woman’s eyes, she took one final deep breath and then gave a quick but firm nod.

Josephine immediately thrust forward almost ruthlessly with her hips, sheathing her rubber cock inside Kate to the very hilt. The young woman felt her vagina stretch and then something tore and was followed by a flash of pain unlike anything she had ever felt before. She tossed her head back and gave a pained scream that was immediately stifled by Josephine’s tongue as the woman swooped down and captured her lips in a fierce kiss.

The older woman made no attempt to move, simply holding Kate’s shuddering body close to her as she gave her time to adjust. The young woman kissed her back just as passionately, trying to focus on the heavy, warm feeling of Josephine’s body atop of her’s, her skillful hands caressing her own body, her moist, silky tongue gliding across her own.

Just as Josephine had promised the pain quickly passed and Kate was suddenly aware of a feeling of fullness unlike anything she had ever experienced before. Her cunt felt practically stuffed but in a very pleasant way. Instinctively, she squeezed her vaginal walls around the rubber shaft buried within her and a groan of pleasure bubbled up in her throat in response.

Feeling it vibrate against her lips, Josephine broke the kiss and said throatily. “Are you ready, ma cherie?”

“Yes,” Kate said breathlessly.

Josephine slowly rocked her hips back, withdrawing her rubber cock till only the bulbed tip remained inside. Then she began to thrust forward once again, slowly at first but with greater speed as she continued until once again she was buried within Kate to the very hilt. The motion produced the most wonderful friction that made the young woman’s entire body shudder and she moaned aloud.

“Oh, did you like that, ma poupee?” Josephine said hotly.

“Yes, Maîtresse….” Kate panted. “More please!”

Again Josephine pulled her hips back before thrusting them home. Then again. And again. She soon fell into a steady rhythm, thrusting with her rubber penis into Kate’s vagina in time with her own disciplined breathing.

For Kate’s part she was in heaven. She could feel the pleasure within her building with each thrust of Josepine’s rubber phallus into her, clenching her inner walls around it tightly to increase the friction and almost clinging to it each time it was withdrawn, not wanting to lose the delightful feeling of fullness that it brought. She breathlessly panted for air between increasingly louder moans of pleasure that spilled from her lips.

Josephine only seemed to be spurred on by the visible signs of Kate’s growing pleasure. Her thrusts became faster and more frantic till she was almost pounding at the bound young woman. Kate revelled in it and began to struggle against the restraints binding her wrists and ankles as she tried to rock her own hips in time with Josephine’s thrusts. Bound as she was, her results were limited, but she eked out every inch of movement available to her, delighting in the further pleasure this seemed to bring on.

Drops of sweat broke out on her body from her efforts, rolling down her forehead to mix with the lingering tears that stained her cheeks. Josephine’s skin also seemed to be glistening in the dim lighting of the room, beads of it rolling down her cheeks that had gone red from the effort she was putting into rutting away at Kate. The musky smell of her perspiration filled Kate’s nostrils, mixing with her perfume and her natural aroma into something utterly addicting.

There was no rhythm to Josephine’s efforts now as she braced her hands on either side of Kate’s head to steady herself as she thrust madly with her hips, grunting animalistically as she did so. Her large breasts jiggled and swung back and forth from the momentum of her motions and Kate stared mesmerised at the sight for a few moments. Then on impulse she arched her head up off of the pillows and grasped one rock hard nipple between her lips to begin sucking on it.

“Oui! Oui!” Josephine almost growled in French, arching her back to feed more of breast into Kate’s eager mouth as she continued to pound away with her rubber cock at Kate’s tight pussy.

Kate groaned in delight around the mouthful of breast she diligently continued to suck away at. Her ears were filled with the pounding beat of her heart along with the sound of wet, sweaty skin slapping against wet, sweaty skin, and the guttural grunts of Josephine. The wave of pleasure within her reached new heights. She was so close.

So close that within moments Kate felt her clitoris tighten deliciously in anticipation of the wave finally cresting. Her lips detached from Josephine’s nipple and flopped back onto the pillow as she let out a cry of ecstasy.

“Oh Josephine….I’m going to….please….” Kate babbled. Somehow she remembered the words she had spoken during that first fateful night together and without thinking she repeated them, almost howling with need. “Please mama! I want to cum mama. Please mama may I cum?”

Searing delight filled Josephine’s eyes and she said what sounded to Kate like the most beautiful words she had ever heard. “Oui, my darling, you may.”

And finally that beautiful wave crested and crashed over Kate’s body as pleasure exploded through it. At this she actually did howl, shuddered in delight even as she continued to desperately canter her hips to match Josephine’s unending thrusts, eking out every last drop of pleasure that she could. She never wanted this moment to end.

But end it finally did. As the last spasms of her orgasm left her, Kate fell limp onto the bed, taking frantic gulps of breath. She felt spent, more exhausted than she ever had been in her life.

Josephine collapsed on top of her, rubber phallus still buried within the young woman’s vagina. She nuzzled her face into the side of Kate’s neck. “Magnifique,” she murmured softly. “Magnifique. But of course you would be, my darling.”

The words barely registered. Kate suddenly felt so very strange, almost as if she was no longer within her own body and somehow floating somewhere far away. She gave a little whimper.

“Ma cherie?” She heard Josephine’s voice. Clearly the older woman had noticed something. “Is everything alright? Kate? Kate? Please speak to me, my darling.”

Kate couldn’t. Her body began to shudder again and for some reason her eyes were growing damp as if she was about to cry. Whatever had come over her?

“Merde!” She heard Josephine curse in French and was vaguely aware that the older woman had sat up. She whimpered again, somehow feeling worse now that the comforting feeling of the Frenchwoman’s body against her own was gone.

She felt her wrists and ankles quickly being released from the leather cuffs restraining them and then groaned in relief when she felt Josephine once again pressed up against her, rolling her onto her side and pulling her into a tight embrace. One hand cradled itself to the back of Kate’s head and pulled her comfortingly to her bosom. Without thinking, Kate’s lips sought out one of Josephine’s large nipples and began to suck frantically.

Josephine merely held her close, stroking her long black hair and back softly as she murmured to her in French. Slowly, Kate felt herself come back from whatever strange place she had gone to. Embarrassment filled her. Whatever had just happened?

Kate let Josephine’s nipple slip from her lips but found she could not look the older woman in the eyes. “I’m sorry, Maîtresse -”

“Josephine, my darling,” the older woman corrected her. “You may once again call me Josephine. And whatever are you sorry for?”

“For whatever happened just now,” Kate still could not look the other woman in the eyes. “I do not know what came over me. I am so sorry, I promise it won’t -”

Once again Kate was cut off as Josephine gently shushed her. “Kate, please look at me.”

Somehow, Kate made herself look up and meet Josephine’s eyes. She felt her breath hitch in her throat at the burning, loving look she found in them.

“Listen to me, ma cherie. There is nothing to be sorry for. After an intense experience such as the one you just went through a reaction such as that is perfectly normal. Only know I am there for you if it ever happens again. I will always be there for you, ma tresor.”

Kate felt her heart flutter at those words, but also felt a familiar feeling of shame fill her. “I’m sorry -”

“Ma cherie, did you not hear what I -”

“Not for that,” Kate was now the one to cut Josephine off. “For before. The way I acted. How I treated you. Josephine, I hope you can forgive me.”

“There is nothing to forgive, my darling,” Josephine said in a voice that was gentle but also broached no argument. “What happened in the past is the past. All that matters is we are together now and what happens going forward.” A wicked glint appeared in the older woman’s eyes. “I for one very much look forward to us going home tomorrow. I shall so enjoy taking you properly in our bed.”

A sight blush filled Kate’s face at the thought even as her cunt clenched. Her heart, however, was still fluttering. “Josephine….” for a second Kate paused, unable to go on, but she forced herself to continue. She would not be the coward again as she had so often had before. Not this time. “Josephine, I love you.”

Josephine’s beautiful face filled with a look of indescribable happiness. “Oh Kate, ma belle! It makes me so happy to hear that. I love you also, ma cherie. I have for a very long time.”

A passionate kiss followed that ended all too soon. Then with a squeal Kate felt Josephine’s strong hands on her once again, flipping her around so she was on all fours.

“Of course,” Josephine’s voice once again had grown hot. “As much as I look forward to taking you in our bed at home for the first time, there is no reason for us to wait until then. Face down, ma poupee.”

Kate obediently pressed her face into her hands before turning it to one side so she could look up at the older woman with one eye. “Like this, Maîtresse?” She asked, wiggling her bum teasingly as she did so.

SLAP!

The sound of Josephine’s hand spanking one of Kate’s perky bum cheeks filled the air, followed by a pained gasp. Moments later, however, they were replaced by pleasured moans.


The End?
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