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The click of the wardrobe door closing resonated through the bedchamber. It was quiet, but stirred Sarah out of her slumber and the sight that greeted her when she eased the sleeping mask up wasn’t what she expected.

“You’re dressed,” she said in a drowsy voice as she blinked her eyes against the early morning light.

Her husband looked towards where she lay on the bed and she caught a brief glimpse of his displeasure at being discovered before he changed his expression to a smile.

“Yes,” Thomas said to confirm the obvious and turned his attention back to the mirror on the door of the wardrobe. “I, ah…, agreed to meet up with Bernard and some others for the day.”

A frown creased Sarah’s brow as she tried to shake off the drowsiness, so she could get her thoughts clear. At the same time, she rose to a sitting position in the bed and her eyes never left the way Thomas adjusted his bow-tie to get it as he wanted.

“You weren’t going to tell me,” she said and couldn’t keep the slightly accusatory tone from her voice.

“Oh, I didn’t want to disturb you,” he replied and dropped his hands down by his sides as he took a step back to check his appearance.

Sarah knew it was a lie. The dismissive manner in which the words were spoken were all the evidence she needed that her husband wasn’t being completely truthful. He’d obviously intended to leave the bedchamber without awakening her. It annoyed her all the more and her lips tightened together in a scowl, but she softened her expression before speaking again.

“It’s the weekend. You promised we’d spend time together.”

“This came up unexpectedly,” he replied.

“What came up?” Sarah asked.

His sigh of annoyance was quiet, but there was no missing it. Her lips tightened together again and this time she kept the unhappy expression on her face when her husband turned around to look in her direction.

“There’s an opportunity to acquire some business from a financial institution in London,” he told her. “Bernard invited the chairman to his home for the weekend for discussions and asked if I and some others could attend. He wants to put on a good show for the chap and make sure we have an agreement that our organizations can work together before the weekend is over.”

“Will Elizabeth be there?” Sarah asked.

The momentary pause of her husband was telling. It gave him a few seconds to think before he gave an answer about Bernard’s wife.

“No, as far as I understand it she’s planning to visit her parents this weekend. There will be no wives in attendance.”

His gaze dropped and he turned back to the mirror. They were further signs that he probably wasn’t being entirely honest, as was the fact he’d tried to leave the house without telling her he was going. It was an indication he’d tried to avoid the conversation they were now having.

Sarah wanted to confront him to find out what his day would really be about, but it would only lead to another argument and that really wasn’t how she wanted to start her weekend. There had been a few too many squabbles in recent times and they were becoming all the more acrimonious. She decided not to question him about what he was doing, but whether he was really needed.

“Can’t they do without you?”

“No,” he replied without looking. “Bernard insisted I be there.”

He moved to get his jacket from the chair over which it was draped, so he could put it on then walked across to the side of the bed.

“I’ll be back this evening,” he said.

“What time?”

“I’m not sure,” he answered.

Sarah let out a frustrated sigh. While their union had been arranged as one of convenience to unite their two families, there had been genuine affection between them at the outset of their married life. Those days seemed a distant memory though. At least, they did to Sarah.

“You’re more interested in work than me these days,” she muttered sullenly.

“No, no,” Thomas replied. “I’m doing this for us…, for you.”

He sat down on the side of the bed and reached out to settle his hand on her leg. She could feel his touch through the sheets and the quivering flutter of her muscles brought the blossoming of heat between her thighs. A simple caress in the right place always did have the effect of arousing her. It definitely wasn’t what her husband intended at that moment. She was certain of that, but it brought a thought to mind and she decided to see if she could entice him to stay home.

“If you want to do something for me,” she said and let the comment hang between them.

The sweet smile on her face belied the naughtiness of her actions when she lifted a hand, so she could brush the strap of her nightdress from her shoulder. It allowed her to ease the material down the pale, smooth skin on her upper chest until it exposed a hint of the dark pink areola which surrounded her nipple. She was making it abundantly clear what she’d meant by her comment, but it didn’t get her what she wanted.

“Don’t be silly, dear,” Thomas said and pulled his hand away from her leg as he stood up. “I have to go.”

The offhand manner in which her attempts at a seduction were rejected cut deep, but she held her tongue. The words she wanted to yell would definitely spark an argument, which wouldn’t make her feel any better. She knew that and simply watched Thomas head for the door of the bedchamber. When he got to it, he turned to look back at her.

“I’ll be taking Estelle and Geoffrey with me,” he said. “Bernard asked if I could bring some of our staff to help look after his esteemed guest.”

“Fine,” she muttered.

Losing the cook and butler for the day wasn’t exactly ideal, but she couldn’t find it in her to debate the point. She still wasn’t sure that her husband was being forthright with her about his reasons for leaving for the day, but he seemed in no mood to discuss the matter any further when he spoke again

“I asked Estelle to make something for your breakfast and lunch. Mary will still be here, so she…”

“Yes, yes,” Sarah cut in to stop him. “Your friends will be waiting for you.”

She experienced a twinge of guilt at her disparaging words, but the emotion disappeared in an instant when she looked at her husband. He seemed completely untroubled by her frustrations. It felt like his neglect of her was complete when he walked out of the room, without saying another word.

Letting herself slide back down to a lying position in the bed, she pulled the covers over her head and fumed. It was a short while before she heard the sound of the carriage on the gravel driveway. She threw the sheets back, so she could lift her head to look towards the window. The drapes were still closed, with the impulse to get up and open them making her twitchy.

“It’s not like he’s bothered about you,” she finally muttered. “So don’t bother about him.”

The words ended with her banging her head back down on the pillows and pulling the covers over her face again.

***

Sarah wasn’t sure exactly how long she’d remained in bed when she was disturbed. The sound came from outside and made her look towards the window.

“Who on earth?” she let out under her breath as she cocked her ear.

There was definitely cheerful whistling coming from the front of the property. It piqued her interest and this time she did get up to move across the room. Taking hold of the drapes, she pulled them open to get a view outside. At first, she couldn’t see the person making the noise although he finally came into view.

“Robert,” she let out under her breath as she watched him go about his work.

The garden of their home wasn’t large enough for them to employ someone to look after it on a full-time basis They did, however, have a workman visit twice a week to maintain the greenery and keep it looking its best. Until recently that had been an elderly gent from the nearby village. Ailing health meant the work had eventually become too much for him and it fell to Thomas to find a replacement.

Sarah had been introduced to the young man briefly when he was first hired. It was purely a courtesy to let her know he’d be working around the place occasionally, but she’d been on the way out to meet friends at the time and she’d welcomed him in a hurry. He’d been back to the house a few times since although working in the garden meant he largely kept out of the way to get on with the work unsupervised and she hadn’t paid him much attention.

For the first time, she did so and in a manner she knew was unbecoming of a married lady because it wasn’t his gardening skills she focused on. Although she’d just heard him, it seemed clear he’d been working for a while. The sweat of effort showed on his skin and there was a lot of that on show. That he was stripped to the waist came as a surprise, but Sarah wasn’t complaining. His burly, muscled torso was a majestic sight and she didn’t take her eyes from it as he moved around the flower beds at the bottom of the garden.

She settled a hand on the top of her leg as she watched and it brought a memory of her husband doing the same thing earlier that morning while she lay in bed. Thoughts of Thomas sparked guilt, but there was no clearing increasingly illicit thoughts from her head as she stared at the gardener.

“You should be ashamed of yourself,” she let out under her breath, but still didn’t make any effort to walk away from the window.

It was her own touch on the top of her leg making her muscles flutter now, but the blossoming of heat between her thighs was as much to do with the fantasies that began to plague her mind. They made her pull her hand away from her leg. Touching a palm to her face let her feel the warmth of her embarrassment and she knew her skin would be stained red.

That didn’t stop fantasies about a younger man. Her imagination began to run wild as she stared out of the window and it made her squeeze her legs tightly together. Thomas’s work for the bank had kept him busier than ever in recent times. At least, that’s what he told her for his absences and she could barely recall the last time they’d been intimate. It frustrated her and the thought of how she’d come to relieve her urges when she couldn’t rid herself of them flitted through her mind.

“You cannot,” she told herself.

The impulse to give in only grew stronger as she stood watching Robert’s strapping physique. Remonstrating with herself to be sensible only lasted so long before she finally caved in to the urges. The aching heat of arousal intensified as fantasies of a tryst with the handsome, young gardener filled her thoughts and she muttered an unladylike curse under her breath when she stepped away from the window.

There was little chance she’d be disturbed, with only Mary in the house. She wasn’t about to take the chance it might happen though. Moving across to the door, she turned the key in the lock then walked across to the wardrobe. She caught sight of herself in the mirror, but avoided her gaze and quickly opened the door.

Dropping to her knees, she moved the boxes at the front out of the way to get to those stored away at the back. A smile flitted across her lips when she reached for the small, wooden display case to bring it out. Not that it was actually hers and she’d been shocked to see what was inside when Thomas showed it to her.

He’d explained that it had been a lewd gift he’d been given by one of his more ribald friends as a joke. That rang true. Sarah was no innocent when she married and knew what men could be like. Her husband revealing what he’d been given still left her a little stunned. His reasoning that he didn’t want her to unexpectedly find the case, without him telling her why he had it also had a ring of truth about it though.

“Didn’t think I would use it, did you darling,” she murmured as she walked across the room to the bed.

Setting the case down, she undid the metal clasps to lift the lid and a shiver trickled down her spine, as it always did when she set her eyes on the polished, wooden phallus. An obviously skilled craftsman had lovingly carved it into the shape of a man’s erect penis. Sarah felt the quickening of her pulse when she brushed her fingers on the purple, velvet lining of the case.

“Perfect,” she murmured when she lifted the phallus out.

Its resemblance to a man’s erect member was uncanny. She couldn’t profess to having seen that many in her life, but there was no doubt it was accurate in all aspects. Well, almost all aspects. None of the real penises she’d seen matched the impressive size of the carved phallus. That was always the thought that came to mind when she found she couldn’t quite get her fingers all the way around the thick girth of the smoothly polished shaft.

Walking back to the window, she stood at the side of the drapes to make sure they hid her from view while she looked out. More illicit thoughts of a dalliance with a handsome, young man played on her mind as she stared at Robert. It made her fingers clutch tighter around the phallus. She lifted it to her mouth, so she could tease her tongue around the smooth helmet.

She then pressed her free hand against the top of her leg, but this time didn’t keep it there. Her breathing grew a little more ragged when she shoved her fingers between her thighs to press them against her mound through her nightdress and undergarments. The quiver of her thigh muscles ignited to more this time and she could feel the weakness taking hold in her knees. Her chest began to heave as she took in deeper breaths and she couldn’t quite believe the improper manner in which she was behaving.

“You’re a married woman,” she berated herself.

The words had no real effect though. She continued to watch Robert going about his business as he moved around the garden and felt the frisson of disappointment when she eventually couldn’t get a view of him out the window. It didn’t make her move away, but the minutes passed and there was no sign of him returning to a position in which she could see him.

She eventually gave up waiting for him to come back into sight and a quiet curse spilled from her lips when she pulled her hand from between her thighs then hurried to the bed on trembling legs. Throwing herself down on the covers, she wriggled into place to get her head on the pillows. It was only when she was comfortable that she grabbed at her nightdress. She arched her back to raise her bottom, so she could drag the white material up her legs until she got the hem around her waist.

She then dropped her bottom back down and felt the slight shame she always did when she spread her legs for self pleasure. It was something she’d never admitted she did to anyone, but she suspected there were those among her friends that also indulged. Bringing the wooden phallus to her mouth, she closed her eyes when she kissed it then held it against her lips.

Sliding her free hand to the waistband of her bloomers, she wriggled her fingers underneath the cotton material and splayed her legs wider. The growing pressure between her thighs made the pulsing contractions of her muscles stronger and she was a slave to the ache of arousal. It controlled her actions. Her head pressed back into the pillows to made her back arch again, but the touch on her pussy lips sparked a ripple of pleasure that made her slump back down to the covers.

“Bad girl,” she murmured in a gasping voice.

She pressed the smooth wood of the phallus harder against her mouth as she started to masturbate, with the slow, circular motion of her fingertips letting her feel just how wet she was getting. It made her squirm around as a knot of tension took hold in the pit of her belly. A harsh curse came out in a rush of breath when she slipped her fingers between her pussy lips.

“Oh god,” she groaned when she eased her fingers deeper.

Her buttocks clenched to make her pelvic muscles grip around the stiff penetration. It made her hunger for more, so she dragged her fingers out to ease them to her clitoris. The touch on the swollen bud made her mouth gape and she started to circle her fingertips more vigorously to gradually build the pleasure.

At the same time, she opened her eyes to look at the phallus as she dripped spit on the head. It rolled across the smooth wood and suddenly there was only one thought on her mind. Dragging her hand from between her thighs, she worked the lubrication along the thick shaft. She then wriggled around to make it easier to drag her bloomers down, so she could kick them off completely.

Her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head to watch as she touched the tip of the phallus on the top of her pubic mound then stroked it lower. She started to chew on her bottom lip before the smooth wood reached her clitoris and fantasies about letting the handsome gardener have his wicked way with her flashed through her mind.

It was wrong of her to even think such things and doing so brought a flutter of self-reproach. Her fantasies were usually about her husband when she masturbated, but for once it wasn’t his erect manhood she was imagining while she used the phallus. It made her stop what she was doing for a moment, but the memory of how Thomas neglected her in the morning came into her head and she shrugged off the guilt to carry on.

The strain in her neck muscles became too much when she began to spank the solid helmet of the phallus on her clitoris. She used the fingers of her other hand to make the swollen bud pop out of its hood completely, so she could punish it for a few seconds. The sensation left her shuddering, but she eventually began stroking the tip along her pussy lips and slowly increased the pressure to make it spread them apart.

There was no controlling the twitching movement of her hips when she eased the thick head inside. It stretched her pussy wider than any man ever had and the sheer bliss of the delicious feeling almost made her cry out. She sank her teeth into her bottom lip to hold in the sound as she drew her feet back towards her, so her knees rose up. It allowed her to splay them even wider apart and the straining quiver of her muscles brought unrelenting spasms.

The breath caught in her throat as she slowly stroked the phallus deep, with the pulsing contractions of her inner muscles gripping around the thick shaft. The air came bursting back out between her lips when she brought her knees almost together to make her pussy squeeze even tighter around the smooth wood.

“Oh god, oh god,” she gasped as rippling shudders swept through her body.

She held the position while her imagination rant riot with thoughts of what it would be like to have a virile, young man’s weight bearing down on her while his erection violated her slick depths. It ignited a longing that was impossible to resist and she parted her legs to begin stroking the phallus into her vagina. The wetness of her arousal made the action smooth and her head rolled around on the pillow as she pleasured herself.

She still needed more, so got her free hand to her exposed clitoris and began roughly rubbing the swollen bud. It sent her body into paroxysms as her excitement climbed. Images of Robert’s muscled torso fueled her desires and she imagined it was his manhood taking her roughly as she drove the phallus deep over and over and over again.

Her back slowly arched up from the bed as her body was held in the grip of a growing tension. It brought the clenched knot back to the pit of her belly and this time she squeezed her muscles around the thick girth stretching her pussy wide until she was teetering on the very edge of losing her mind.

The pulsing strain in her muscles became too much when she plunged the wooden phallus all the way inside and it ignited an explosion of strong, rhythmic contractions. The rolling motion of her head on the pillow made blonde tresses spill across her face as she became a slave to the hot pleasure of orgasm. It grew stronger as her inner muscles rippled around the thick, hard girth until the grip of tension returned to make her body stretch out in pure bliss. The moment came to an end in a flurry of shudders than made her slump down.

There was no getting control of her breathing as she tried to recover her senses and it was a few, short moments before she gave herself the last pleasure of slowly easing the phallus out of her quivering vagina. She tossed it on the covers and closed her eyes to wait for the arousal to melt away.

“Bad girl,” she muttered when she finally opened her eyes to stare at the ceiling.

She waited a while longer to fully regain her composure before straightening her clothing, so she could get up. Crossing to the window, she looked out although Robert wasn’t in sight and there was no sign of the whistling that had made her get out of bed in the first place. She shook her head as she returned to the bed, but it was really no surprise that she’d given in to temptation. The needs of her body had been too strong.

“You should be ashamed of yourself, Lady Sarah,” she mocked herself as she looked at the phallus lying on the covers, but all she could do was start tidying up to make sure what she’d done wasn’t discovered.

***

“Come back when you’ve finished washing the dishes,” Sarah said. “I have an errand I need you to do for me.”

“Yes ma’am,” Mary replied.

“I’ll be in the drawing room,” Sarah went on and put her napkin down on the dining room table before standing up.

Nothing more passed between them as Sarah walked over to the door, so she could leave the dining room. Her pulse quickened as she made her way along the hallway then stepped into the drawing room. She went to get the vase which sat on the mantelpiece and set it down on the small occasional table beside the high-backed armchair she sat on. A glance towards the large French windows gave her a view into the garden. She couldn’t see Robert, but was sure he was still around.

When she’d come down from her bedchamber earlier in the day, she’d had some breakfast then went to the reading room. Its small window didn’t look out onto the garden and she’d hoped that immersing herself in a story would get her mind on something other than the new gardener.

The idea failed miserably. She could barely concentrate on a single page of the book she chose, so eventually gave up reading to return to her bedchamber. That gave her a few glimpses of Robert as he continued to work, but she tried to stay away from the window. The last thing she wanted was to be caught looking out at him. There was no clearing forbidden thoughts from her mind though and it felt shameful. She could barely believe she was having them, but they just would not go away.

She’d eventually come down for lunch at one in the afternoon. It was served by Mary and telling the maid to return to her when the dishes were washed now put Sarah in danger of doing something extremely foolish. She knew that, but had gone ahead and given the instruction anyway.

“Are you really going to risk your marriage?” she mused quietly as she waited.

In truth, she wasn’t really sure where things were going with Thomas. He seemed a lot more interested in advancing his career these days and the way he’d so easily walked out on her that morning was a sign that the situation wasn’t about to improve anytime soon. If anything, it was getting worse.

Convention meant they could not separate. For that matter, her parents wouldn’t allow it and neither would Thomas’s. The union between their families was too important. His growing indifference towards her was becoming harder to bear though and she’d been debating all morning if it would be so bad if she got what she needed elsewhere. She knew it was wrong, but what her husband didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.

“If…, he doesn’t know,” she let out under her breath.

Him finding out would be the risk she took and the time to make a decision was almost upon her when she heard Mary coming into the room.

“That’s the dishes cleaned, ma’am,” the maid said.

“Good,” Sarah said. She rose to her feet then waited for Mary to come to a stop in front of her before going on. “I’m in need of some new lace handkerchiefs, so want you to go to Bancroft Haberdashery and pick up a set of twelve for me. They know the style I like, so if you tell them my name they’ll know what to give you.”

“Bancroft Haberdashery is on the other side of town, ma’am,” Mary said.

“I’m well aware of that,” Sarah replied.

“It will take me all afternoon to get there and back,” Mary went on. “With Estelle and Geoffrey already gone there will be no one here to look after your needs.”

“I’ll be fine,” Sarah replied. “Here’s what you’ll need to pay for the handkerchiefs.”

She could sense the maid’s reluctance, but handed over the money.

“You’re sure,” Mary said tentatively. “Master Thomas would not be happy at me leaving you without service.”

“My husband is not here,” Sarah replied. “Now, do as I tell you and bring the handkerchiefs to me when you return.”

“Yes ma’am,” Mary said. “Is there anything I can get you before I leave?”

“No, I’m fine,” Sarah replied.

Mary nodded before turning away and Sarah waited until the maid was almost out of the drawing room door before making a request, as if it had just occurred to her.

“Oh, come to think of it, is the gardener here today?”

“Yes,” Mary said when she turned back. “He came this morning and will be here until around five.”

“Oh, good, good,” Sarah said casually and pointed to the vase she’d set down on the occasional table. “I want to brighten up this room and noticed the roses were in bloom the other day. On your way out, could you ask him to cut around a half dozen stems for me to put on display.”

“Of course ma’am,” Mary replied. “Does the vase need water?”

“Yes, yes it does,” Sarah said and moved to pick it up.

She handed it over when Mary came back then sat down when she was alone. The maid returned quickly and set the vase on the occasional table.

“Twelve of the handkerchiefs, remember,” Sarah said. “Let the gardener know about the roses then be on your way.”

“Yes ma’am,” Mary said and walked out of the room again.

Sarah remained in the chair until she heard the sound of the front door. Anticipation prickled when she rose to her feet and hurried across the room to the large French windows. She positioned herself at the side of the drapes to make sure she wasn’t spotted and heard the shout of Robert’s name.

Mary came into view on the driveway and there was no missing the smile that spread across the maid’s face when she walked to the edge of the grass. It showed Sarah that she wasn’t the only person in the house who’d noticed Robert’s impressive attributes.

“Well, well,” she murmured as she watched the gardener come into view.

He was still shirtless and wiped a hand across his bare chest when he came to a stop. Sarah kept her eyes on them as they talked and it was clear Mary was doing more than simply passing on a message.

“The little flirt,” Sarah murmured and a smile played on her lips as she continued to watch.

Robert was clearly enjoying talking to a pretty, young maid and seemed in no rush to end the interaction. The way the two of them occasionally laughed was a sign that he enjoyed the flirting attention of a woman, but the moment came to an end when Mary pointed towards the house. It made Sarah duck completely behind the drapes to avoid being seen.

When she dared to look again, she saw Mary heading down the driveway towards the gates of the property. Robert disappeared from view, so she quickly moved back across the room to the high-backed armchair. Before dropping on the seat, she removed her housecoat to put the pretty dress she wore on display.

Her mind was in a whirl and she debated whether she should put the coat back on while she waited for the sound of the front door opening that would signal Robert’s entrance to the property. That didn’t happen though. Knuckles tapping on glass made her realize that the young gardener had come to the French doors.

She swallowed a heavy breath as she rose to her feet and swept her hands down the front of her dress to smooth it in place. Keeping her demeanor calm proved difficult as she turned to walk across the room. She was shaking inside and her heartbeat quickened to what felt like a hammering pulse when she saw Robert hold up the blooms he’d cut. There was a disappointment that he’d put on his shirt, but she didn’t let it show when she opened the door.

“Mary asked me to cut you some roses, ma’am,” he said, with a smile and held them out.

“Yes,” Sarah replied and moved aside as she opened the door wider. “The vase is on the table and there’s water in it.”

She looked towards the vase when she pointed to it and sensed Robert’s uncertainty when she returned her attention to him. He obviously hadn’t expected to be invited inside.

“My boots,” he said and looked down at the dirt on his footwear.

“Just take them off,” Sarah instructed.

His hesitation went on for a second or two longer before he finally removed his boots and stepped past her. Sarah closed the door before turning. She could feel her heartbeat hammering faster still and her palms grew clammy as she watched him put the blooms into the vase when he got to the small table by the armchair.

“Is there anything else you need from me, ma’am?” he asked.

The indecent thought that flashed through Sarah’s mind brought a flush of warmth to her cheeks. It was similar to the fantasies she’d had that morning while she watched him out the window of her bedchamber.

That had led to her bringing the phallus out of its case and she wondered just what Robert would think if she confessed such an illicit sin to him. Not that she was about to. She tried to calm herself before speaking, so there was no tremor in her voice as she moved away from the door.

“No, that’s fine.”

She came to a stop beside him and reached out in a pretense of arranging the flowers as she wanted. It left the pair of them in a moment of slightly awkward silence before she spoke again.

“They are beautiful.”

“The roses are growing well in your garden this year,” Robert replied.

“You’re doing a fine job of tending them,” Sarah went on. “How are you finding your time with us?”

She glanced up from the flowers to see Robert’s gaze on her and the way it made a tremor ripple down her spine felt so wrong. It was a reaction she shouldn’t be having, but there was no stopping it.

“You do have a lovely garden,” he answered. “It’s a pleasure to keep it looking its best for you and Master Thomas.”

Sarah nodded, but said nothing in reply and a silence stretched out again. It wasn’t her who filled it this time.

“I should get back to work,” Robert said tentatively. “I’m not sure your husband would…”

“My husband is not here,” Sarah interrupted.

Robert pointed to the doors through which he’d come into the room and was about to speak again when Sarah jumped in to stop him.

“Could you put the vase on the mantelpiece for me. I just brought it down for the roses to be put in it.”

“Certainly,” Robert answered.

He picked up the vase before moving across to the large fireplace and Sarah followed. When he glanced back, she pointed out exactly where she wanted the vase to be set down then spoke as if a thought had just come to her.

“Do they have a sweet fragrance?”

Robert reached up to pluck one of the roses from the vase then held it out for her to take. He kept watching when she brought the bloom to her nose and she met his gaze properly for the first time as she tilted her head to the side.

“I saw you with Mary,” she said. “Do you think she’s pretty?”

The question came as a surprise to him. It seemed to rock him back on his heels and his stammering attempt at a response didn’t amount to much. Sarah knew she was playing with fire. There was still an opportunity to let him walk out, with no more being said although it wasn’t what she wanted. She’d engineered the situation to get him standing exactly where he was and the sudden ache in her body for his touch was all she could think about. It made her go on.

“Would your paramour be upset at you dallying with another girl?”

“I…, I don’t have a paramour,” he let out hesitantly.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” Sarah went on and moved forward.

It made Robert take a step back, but the unlit fireplace was right behind him and there was nowhere for him to go.

“I should leave,” he blurted out.

“Do you want to?”

It was another question that took him aback. His mouth opened, but no answer came out. Sarah could sense his unease and felt it herself. What she was contemplating was so utterly reckless and had the potential to end in complete disaster for them both.

“You’re a married lady, ma’am,” Robert said in a hushed voice as he fidgeted.

“And I intend to stay that way,” Sarah said. “But my husband is neglectful these days and does not give me everything I need.”

Robert looked to the doors he’d entered the room through and lifted a hand to rub the back of it across his chin.

“I cannot,” he blurted out when he dropped his hand.

Sarah knew she was acting in a shameless manner when she reached out to press her free hand against his chest. It let her feel work-hardened muscles and she caught his gaze as she held the rose against her lips.

“I watched you in the garden this morning from my bedchamber,” she said. “Was that bad of me?”

“I…”

“The hard toil of labor has given you an impressive physique,” Sarah interrupted him. “Would you let me see it?”

Robert looked to the French doors again.

“Close the drapes,” Sarah instructed when she pulled her hand away from his chest.

He moved as soon as she stepped out of his way and she turned to watch. When he reached the door, his hand went for the handle although he stopped before he touched it. He seemed frozen in indecision and looked over his shoulder towards her.

“I cannot,” he repeated, but still didn’t leave.

His gaze met hers for only a second before sliding lower to her chest. He was still uneasy. There was no doubt about that, but she could sense more than that now.

“I’ll let you see,” she said. “If you show me what I want.”

His tongue slid around his lips and he continued to stare. Sarah brushed the rose against her cheek as she lifted her free hand to the high neck of her dress. The tremble of her fingers made her fumble the first attempt to loosen a button, but she eventually managed it. The way she held Robert’s attention was thrilling, so she gave him more by undoing more of her dress until she revealed a hint of the vivid red of her undergarments.

“Matches the color,” she said and lowered the rose to her chest.

Robert rocked his head back and she could see the way he gulped down heavy breaths. Her attempts at a sinful seduction were tempting him, as she hoped it would. It was wrong. She knew that, but couldn’t stop herself and it seemed she was igniting the lust of a red-blooded, young man.

“Want more?” she asked and let her fingers play on the next closed button of her dress.

It sparked him to action. He grabbed at the drapes to pull them shut, so it hid them from view. Any hesitation he’d had about the situation was gone and he strode hurriedly across the room to get to her. Sarah felt the hot rush of his pulse when she reached out her hand to shove it against his chest. It brought him to a stop.

“If this ever comes out, you know what will happen,” she said.

“My life will not be worth living,” Robert replied.

Sarah felt the strain in her muscles as he pushed forward. The power he exuded was another huge thrill, but she kept him at arm’s length when she spoke again.

“Then I trust you can keep what happens a secret between only the two of us.”

“I have no desire to ruin my life,” he replied.

The temptation to give in to simmering passions was too much for Sarah. She let her muscles go limp and her arm crumpled under the pressure of Robert pushing forward. His hands wrapped around her waist as their bodies came together and she felt the taut muscles of his burly torso crushing against her bosom. The sheer thrill of the embrace made her lift her hand up to tangle her fingers in his dark hair and there was only one thought on her mind when their eyes met.

She tightened her grip in his hair to pull his head down and the kiss sent hot shudders through her curves. There was nothing simmering about the passion now. It erupted to fiery desires as their lips mashed together. Robert’s hands slid down to grasp at her bottom through her dress and undergarments and there was no missing the effect it had on him.

Sarah pushed her hips forward to press her belly against the swelling hardness of his manhood. Playing with the wooden phallus that morning had excited her, but it didn’t come anywhere close to the thrill of feeling the pulse of hot-blooded lust that brought a man erect. The breath was ripped from her as Robert held her tightly and she gasped for air when their lips parted.

His hands came up to the high neck of her dress to pull the material aside, so he could get his lips on the smooth skin of her neck. It weakened her knees and her head rolled around as the kisses sparked a stronger excitement. She was all too aware of the touch of his fingers now fumbling with buttons, but did nothing to stop him loosening them. It exposed her undergarments when she finally pulled back.

“Let me see,” she told him and made no effort to cover herself up when his eyes fixed on her bosom.

He gave in to what she wanted and it was her ogling him as he grabbed at his shirt to pull it up over his head. Before he even got it off, she reached out to brush her fingers on strapping muscles. It was him who did nothing to stop her now and he simply looked down to the touch grazing across his chest.

“Perfect,” Sarah murmured.

Staring at his honed physique from afar that morning had been enough to ignite a longing that made her use the phallus. It was even more thrilling to be standing a foot away from him, while he let her caress his musclebound chest. He tossed his shirt aside and it made her look up to his face.

“I showed you,” he said, with a smile.

Sarah stepped back and brought the rose she still held to her lips. There was no breaking the eye contact and it flushed her body with hot shivers. She brushed the bloom on her mouth for a second then held it out. As soon as it was taken, she grabbed hold of her dress to push it off her shoulders. She then shoved the material down her curvy figure and let it slip down her legs to pool around her feet.

Robert leaned down and she stepped out of the dress, so he could move it aside. When he straightened up, she snatched the rose from him and brought it back to her lips as his gaze roamed over her. She stood in only a corset top and bloomers that did little to disguise her curvaceous figure.

“Do you like?” she asked and brushed the rose down her upper chest until it touched on the corset top.

A nod of the head was all Robert gave in response, but she didn’t even need that. She could see for herself that he liked. The material of his tight breeches bulged and there was no doubt that he was already fully erect. It was electrifying that the sight of her was enough to have that effect. There was no taking her eyes from it until he grabbed her wrist to pull her down to the huge rug they stood on.

The vivid fantasies she’d had that morning were suddenly a reality as she was pushed onto her back to make her long, blonde hair spill across the dark rug. She held the rose by the side of her head as the weight of Robert’s torso bore down on her. The pressure took her breath, but the flush of heat which blossomed between her thighs made her squeeze her legs together.

She could feel the hardness of his erect member rubbing against her hip as their lips came together in another breathless kiss. When it ended, her head rolled to the side as he worked his mouth down into the crook of her neck. The touch was a turn on that brought a whimpering gasp spilling from her mouth.

She stretched out her neck as Robert’s kisses explored and closed her eyes tightly to enjoy the delicious attention being lavished on her. It was only when it ended that she opened her eyes again to look up at him. Letting go of the rose, she grabbed at the black strap of her corset top to pull it from her shoulder. It allowed her to push the red material down until she put a hint of dark, pink areola on show.

She’d tried to seduce her husband into making love in the same manner that morning and the memory of it played on her mind. He’d told her not to be silly, but that wasn’t Robert’s reaction. He fell on her with a hungry longing that was just what she wanted. He grabbed at her top to drag the material down further and she let out a groan when he wrapped his lips around a nipple.

The pink bud was already coming erect, but his eager sucking left it stiffened to a hard bead. Sarah brushed her fingers in his dark locks again and held on as her body was worshiped like never before. The roughness of his strong hands made her shudder when he groped her breasts. She clung onto his head as it moved back and forth between her nipples until it felt like they were on fire.

Finally, she tangled her fingers tighter in his dark hair to pull his head up and saw his gaze come to hers. The eye contact was electric and she felt the rush of shuddering excitement that swept through her. Releasing her grip let him get up to all fours over her and she looked down her body to the way her top was then grasped to shove it up.

Fingertips grazed across the bare skin of her exposed belly. It made her sink her teeth into her bottom lip, but there was no holding in the whimpering groan of delight. He shuffled back to get his head over her midriff and she tensed when she saw the kisses coming. The way they played her naked skin made her hips judder and there was no controlling the convulsive shudders.

“You’re being bad,” she gasped and grabbed at her naked breasts.

His hand came over one of hers to make her grope her breast and the naughty pleasure of it made her mouth open wide.

“I think you like being bad,” Robert said.

It was clear he was no innocent and Sarah felt the delicious flutter of her muscles when his mouth came down on her bare midriff again. The kisses slid lower until they played on the naked skin just above the waistband of her bloomers. The pull string that held them in place around her waist was loosened and she lifted her bottom to give him what he wanted.

It allowed him to ease the material lower and she let out a cry when he kissed on the top of her pubic mound. The way her neck muscles strained when she lifted her head reminded her of her morning play. She wasn’t watching herself now though. There was no keeping still as her bloomers were eased lower still to reveal dark curls.

The refined men she’d been intimate with in her life had never given in to the earthy delights of pleasuring a woman orally. Robert seemed to have no such qualms about doing it though. His kisses slid through the curls as he dragged the bloomers lower. He looked up to see her watching and was suddenly in a hurry.

She let out gasping squeals as he ripped the bloomers down her legs to take them from her. He roughly shoved her legs apart and she instinctively slid a hand between her thighs to cover herself up.

“Never had a man kiss you there?” he asked.

Sarah simply shook her head. It brought a smile to his face and the grip of tension stiffened her muscles when he ducked his head down. The soft caress of his lips on the silky smooth skin of her inner thigh made her back arch and she closed her eyes tightly as kisses moved back and forth between her legs. Each one came higher until they pressed on her hand.

“Oh god,” she groaned when she felt the grip on her wrist, but she let her hand be pulled away.

Kisses caressed on her plump mound right away and ignited convulsing spasms in her belly muscles. They made her writhe around as she was given her first experience of oral sex. Her breathing grew labored as the hot delight of the touches swept through her body. It made her close her legs around Robert’s head, but she felt the prickle of his stubble on her bare skin and let out a cry.

He got his hands on her thighs to spread them indecently and Sarah was a slave to a powerful man. He held her legs apart as he rasped rough licks along her pussy lips. The way it opened her up felt both degrading and delectable, but she wanted to watch and tried to lift her head again to do so. He was like an animal in heat, with only one thought on his mind and it caught her in a breathless rush of exhilaration.

She slid a hand to her belly and could feel the rippling spasms of her muscles as Robert’s tongue pleasured her. His hands slid higher on her thighs to get right between them and she groaned when his thumbs sank into her flesh. It opened her up fully to the onslaught and her squealing gasps rang out when his tongue slid inside.

The lapping touch on the slick, velvety skin of her inner depths made her body sing and the burn of arousal it ignited felt almost overwhelming. She pushed her hand against his head, but there was no making him back off. His lips stuck to her skin as he forced his tongue deeper and Sarah began to let out unladylike curses as her excitement spiraled out of control.

“Please, please,” she gasped.

Robert’s tongue pulled out of her, but only so he could see what he was doing as he used his fingers to expose her clitoris. The little bud was already swollen and Sarah felt the strain in her thigh muscles when she clenched them in anticipation of the touch about to come her way.

“Please,” she groaned again.

A kiss turned to licking that swept across her clitoris as fingers sank deeper in her flesh to expose the little bud fully. Her head started to roll around as the rough touch of Robert’s tongue took her closer to a climax. Spams ripped into her belly muscles to make her hips twitch and judder and she grabbed at his hair as the moment came to a high.

The breath caught in her throat, with the final throes of tension making her body stretch out until the pleasure of the oral sex exploded to orgasm. Her writhing movements became desperate as the world was reduced to the hot sensation between her thighs. Robert didn’t stop licking and she tried to grind against his tongue as emotions flooded out of her in a passionate high.

Her buttocks clenched tightly in the final seconds before the release of tension sent her slumping down to the rug. She saw Robert’s head lift, but couldn’t meet his gaze now and closed her eyes as she lay gasping for breath. He came beside her and she rolled on her side to let him spoon her body.

The rigid hardness of his erection was all too apparent when he forced his groin against the rounded curves of her derriere. She lay motionless for a short while as she tried to recover some composure, but she finally stirred to move forward a little. Instantly, Robert grabbed her wrist and she let him pull her hand to his groin.

It showed that the encounter was far from over and shudders swept through her when she grabbed his erection through his breeches. His hand came around her body to grope her breasts and she could feel the pulsing throb of his arousal as his fingers sank into her flesh. He finally let go, so he could grab her hand to pull it away from his crotch.

“Let me,” Sarah implored when a glance back showed him loosening his breeches.

He stopped what he was doing to rise to his feet and she scrambled up to her knees. Before she had a chance to reach out, he grabbed her corset top to pull it up and she raised her arms to let him take it from her. It left her naked and she looked down to the way his hand grabbed at her breasts again.

She finally knocked his touch away and shuffled forward on her knees to get right in front of him. Reaching out, she loosened his breeches and saw that he was wearing nothing below when she dragged the material down. His erection sprang to attention right in front of her face and it stopped her in her tracks. He didn’t quite match the proportions of the phallus she used that morning, but he was definitely bigger than her husband.

A moment of still came to an end when she glanced up to see the excitement on his face. It made her grab hold of his erection to squeeze it tightly. This was no wooden phallus and there was a thrill to feeling the fierce throb of hot blood she stirred in Robert. He started kicking his legs to try and get the breeches off, but there was no doing it and she let go to help.

“Perfect,” she murmured when he was standing completely naked in front of her.

She’d admired his muscled torso out of her bedchamber window that morning, but having him right in front of her really was something special. She could hardly believe what she was doing. Thoughts of the way she was betraying her husband flitted through her head, but she remembered his rejection that morning. The neglect had cut deep.

It wasn’t what she was getting from the handsome, young gardener. His lust for her was all too obvious and she looked up as she reached out again to wrap her fingers around his engorged manhood. There was no surprise when his hand came to the back of her head. It wasn’t the first time she’d given oral, but it was definitely the most excited she’d ever been about it.

The pressure increased to force her head forward and she gave Robert what he so clearly wanted by kissing on his erection. His fingers brushed into her hair to hold it out of the way, so he could watch her pleasuring him. She did that by flickering her tongue on the underside of the head and she was all too aware of the way it made his legs tremble.

“You do that good,” he groaned.

Tilting her head to the side, she worked her lips down the side of his shaft and back up again. She then did the same on the other side before kissing on the tip. The growling grunt of pleasure he let out excited her when she let her mouth slide over the head. His grip tightened on her hair as she took more of his length.

Clamping her lips around the hardness was thrilling and she held them in place about halfway down his shaft, while stroking her fingers along the remainder of his length. Robert looked up towards the ceiling and the sound of his grunts grew louder when she started bobbing her head to give him her hand and mouth together for a few short seconds.

Her breath came out in harsh, rasping gasps when she finally got her mouth back to the tip. She let a little spit out and brought her hand up to work the lubrication along his shaft. It was as far from being a lady as she could imagine, but she stroked his erect manhood with a relish she could not contain. The silky feel of it was just too good and her eyes didn’t leave what she was doing for a second as she built Robert’s lust into a frenzy.

It spilled over to him taking control when he grabbed her hand to pull it away from his erection. She was shoved to her back on the rug and he was on her in a second. His knee pushed in between her legs to spread them and her breath was taken by the fierce passion in the kiss that pinned her head to the floor.

When he dropped between her spread legs, she felt the hardness of his erection rubbing against her inner thigh. She was putty in his hands and nothing more than a sexual plaything for him in that moment. As she’d used the phallus that morning to pleasure herself, he was now about to use her for his own gratification and she did nothing to stop him. Her breath came out in a rush when their lips broke apart and she grabbed at his arms to hold on when he pushed himself up on them.

The space between their bodies granted her a view of the way he confidently maneuvered himself into position between her spread thighs. A shudder ran through her when the tip of his erection nudged against her pussy lips to spread them. It made her try to lift her head higher to watch, but his thrust was forceful to drive his manhood inside and he dropped on her to bring their lips back together.

Their writhing movements let her feel the way his thick shaft stretched her vagina while it remained buried deep inside. She wrapped her hands around his muscular torso to dig her fingernails into the taut muscles of his back and heard his gasp when he dragged his head up. Their eyes met as he jabbed his hips forward.

“Is this why you tempted me inside?” he said and thrust again.

Sarah slid her hands down his broad back all the way to his taut buttocks and dug her fingernails in them when she spoke.

“Show me how much you want me.”

“You think I want you like a lady?” he replied.

He winced when her nails dug harder into his flesh, but it didn’t stop him pulling back to withdraw.

“Oh god, please,” Sarah gasped when he grabbed her hip to flip her onto her belly.

She’d only ever made love in the missionary position, with the man on top. Robert didn’t want to make love to her though. He wanted to ravage her body, to use her like a whore and she wasn’t going to do a thing to stop him. His hands grasped at her hips to pull her bottom up in the air and he was behind her in an instant.

“I’m not going to treat you like a lady,” he growled as he forced his groin against her buttocks.

It made his erection slip between her cheeks and she dropped her head down to the rug when she felt the throbbing hardness of his manhood rub against her puckered skin.

“You cannot,” she gasped, but her actions belied her words as she pushed back against his grinding movements.

When he shuffled back, he grabbed his erection and she felt the tip nudge against her slick pussy lips again. Hot tremors ripped through her body as a man entered her from behind for the first time ever.

She clawed at the floor as the pleasure radiated through her veins. The penetration felt so deep and her fingers raked across the rug as her hips were grabbed to pull her back. It locked their bodies together and she could feel the pulsing throb of Robert’s erection inside her. He held still for only a second before drawing back until just the thick head spread her open.

Another second of still ended with him thrusting hard to slap his groin against her naked cheeks. Sarah groaned. She could feel the building pressure between her thighs again. It made her muscles tighten when Robert thrust again to drive his erection into her.

The need for another release was all she could think about and it made her shove a hand back between her thighs. She got fingers on her clitoris as Robert began to take her roughly with increasingly forceful thrusts. It made his body hammer against her naked bottom and his grip tightened to pull her back onto him.

She sank her teeth into her bottom lip and closed her eyes to let herself be ravaged by a virile, young man. His thick shaft plunged deep over and over as he threw himself at her with a growing fervor. It made her circle her fingers more vigorously on her clitoris to build the pressure until the frantic coming together of their naked bodies finally tipped her over the edge into yet another climax.

Her cries of delight surrounded them as the pulsing ripple of her inner muscles made them spasm around his thrusting manhood. The grip of primal lust spurred Robert on to take her harder still until his heavy testicles tightened up to his groin. There was only one thought on his mind now and he used a refined lady as if she were nothing more than a common whore to give him the release he craved.

It came when a final thrust ignited the strong, rhythmic contractions of climax. His cry was desperate as he fucked his erection deep inside pussy to fill it with gushing spurts of cum. He tightened his grip on her hips to hold her in complete submission as he made her his. Both of them were caught in the passion of the moment as they stayed locked together until their passion was finally spent.

Even then, Robert kept his groin pressed against her bare bottom and she shuddered as the strong throbbing of his manhood slowly faded away inside her. When he pulled out, she slumped down in a heap on the rug and lay gasping for breath. It was only when she finally rolled onto her back that she saw him already putting his clothes on.

His gaze went between her thighs, but she snapped her legs shut and grabbed her dress to cover herself up. She felt the prickle of shame at what she’d set in motion, but couldn’t pretend she was sorry about the encounter.

“I should get back to work, ma’am,” he said.

Suddenly, she was the lady of the house and he was the gardener again. She simply nodded her head and watched as he crossed the room. It was only when he got to the door that she spoke.

“I may need you to bring me flowers from time to time.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said when he looked back.

Their eyes met for a brief instant and she knew she could trust him. He wouldn’t say a word about what happened and the expression on his face showed that he would give her what she wanted whenever she called on him. She wasn’t sure that would happen very often, but she knew she’d take advantage of every opportunity she could.
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