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It is a truth silently acknowledged that a young man, unhappily married, must soon seek the pleasures of the flesh – and that a young woman, accompanying him in that time-honored pursuit, may find that she has gotten more than she bargained for.

Our narrative takes place in the neighborhood of Steyning, a charming village in the South Downs. Nowadays the town is much changed, and the cries of the shopkeepers rather drown out the clattering carriage wheels of the rural aristocrats, but in those days the natural order of things still prevailed, and the sportsman class got their due more often than not.

Eleanor Ridgely was not quite wealthy enough to move amongst the ranks of such people, but her father, a sickly old man, had at least enough money to retire in comfort to the countryside, and so she saw the better class quite often at balls and other such occasions. There were no fewer than twenty families with whom they supped regularly, and when Mr. Ridgely was feeling well he often hunted with men ten times richer than he – being careful, of course, to let them have the first shot at that day’s unfortunate quail or doe.

Eleanor herself was commonly described as a beauty, with alluring dark hair and soft pale skin, the latter feature rather improved by her otherwise-unfortunate tendency to stay in and read. While she was charming enough, it was not often that she ventured out into society, and when she did it was often lamented that her pleasing features were not backed up by the glimmer of a good fortune. She had four older brothers, you see, three of whom were off in the Navy, one of whom was in London, and all of whom were ahead of her in line for whatever inheritance there would be in the regrettable, if inevitable, event of her father’s long-anticipated passing. So any potential suitors stood to receive nothing at all from the match.

As it was, she simply had to settle for less. One sunny spring afternoon, the dewy kind following a rain-washed morning, she found herself in the company of a young man named Ratliff. He was wealthy enough, but his face was marred by a bad case of pimples and a weak chin, and whatever romantic affection she might have felt for him in theory drained away as soon as she caught her first glimpse of him in person. But good manners had demanded that she accompany him for a walk in any case, and now she was trapped on what felt like the longest stroll of her life.

“You know,” said Mr. Ratliff, gesturing towards a gorse shrub, “the gorse reminds me of a certain plant in India. It had to be when I was stationed in Madras, and I was on the road to Cuddalore at the time…” He loved to tell endless stories about his time in India; normally, having been the type of man to go and seek a fortune would have made him more handsome in Eleanor’s eyes, but as it was all he seemed to have gained from the experience was a patchy, slightly sunburned complexion and an entirely unwarranted addition to his already-considerable sense of self-importance. “...But anyway, my dear, I was getting away from the subject of our discussion today. May I inquire as to your opinions on...matrimony?”

“Cuddalore,” said Eleanor. “Cuddalore. I may have heard the name. Was that where the battle was, a few years ago?”

“Ah, my dear, you’ve gotten a bit mixed up,” said Mr. Ratliff, giving a knowing smile. “That was a different war, you see. It was when the Americans were getting jumped up, I believe. You see, my father was working for the Company at the time, commanding a division, and he…”

Eleanor flashed the gorse-bush a knowing smile. All you had to do was get Mr. Ratliff talking about India, and he would forget everything else. Goodness knows anything was better than his attempts to woo her.

* * *

Once they returned to the house, Eleanor gave Mr. Ratliff a delicate wave as he retreated down the drive to his carriage, then turned to her father. “Papa,” she said, “if you must disturb me from my reading, why would you bring me a creature such as that?”

“Oh, Eleanor, my girl, you know how things are. If I am to marry you off – an endeavor about which you should by rights be as enthusiastic as I, considering your circumstances – then you must understand that I cannot pick from the cream of the crop. The best men are all either married or much too elderly to produce an heir.” Mr. Ridgely frowned. “So I ask that you at least refrain from making my duty any more difficult.”

“I know about your duty,” said Eleanor, “but, as far as I am concerned, a life spent with such a creature as Mr. Ratliff is little preferable to one spent in the poorhouse.”

“Oh, hush,” said Mr. Ridgely. “You know nothing of the poorhouse. But I will agree with you on one point; I, too, would quickly tire of seeing that pimply face. I will simply have to find you another bachelor.” They parted; he made his way to his study, and Eleanor climbed the stairs to her reading-room.

The reading-room was Eleanor’s only true joy. The countryside at Steyning was very beautiful, it was true, but walks by herself grew tiresome after a time, and her father was fit only for strolls to and from the church on Sundays. And, anyway, the outside world was troubling and tiresome. In books, though, the young woman could travel anywhere she wanted, to places far beyond Steyning, even far beyond England. She had no books about Cuddalore, though; a shame, because she now found herself wondering about the town. She would have to make sure that she landed there, in her flights of fancy, sometime after the departure of Mr. Ratliff.

Instead, she dove into a book on the life of Clive of India, and the rest of the afternoon was whiled away in pleasant repose.

* * *

The next day, no letters having arrived from any of the other suitors her father had dredged up, Eleanor found herself with plenty of time on her hands. The grass had dried by now, and accordingly she decided to take a stroll after all, although on a different route than the one she had taken with the unfortunate Ratliff.

Her walk took her along a hedgerow filled with twittering birds and then into a dense copse that was gloomy even at high noon. There was never anyone else in the wood, never anyone at all; the local shepherds had little reason to bring their flocks nearby, when better grazing could be had high up on the Downs, and if a hunt had been on Eleanor would have heard the news beforehand.

So she was quite surprised to encounter a gentleman, perhaps a few years her senior, seated on a log, examining his gun. She had half a mind simply to make a wide circle around him through the trees, and thus to avoid any contact with him, but fortune did not smile on her so kindly; a branch cracked beneath her feet, and he looked up, saw her, and raised a hand in greeting. “Good day to you, miss.”

“Good day,” replied Eleanor, trying to get away with only that. Though the stranger was handsome – very handsome – she had little inclination to disturb the tranquility of her stroll with unwanted pleasantries.

But he would not allow her to escape him so easily. “A lovely day for a stroll, I must say. I had been intending to bag a pheasant or two, but it seems that the birds elude me. Shall I accompany you for a short way?” He stood up.

Eleanor tried her best not to grimace. “If you insist, sir. I must warn you, however, that I am a very slow walker and a slower conversationalist, so that I worry that you will find our stroll together frightfully dull.”

The stranger laughed. “Dull? Nonsense! I am entertained already. Truly, it is a shame there is no one in these woods to introduce us – I fear we will have to commit a terrible breach of etiquette and introduce ourselves. My name is Roberts, and it has been my pleasure recently to take up residence in Westerley Hall, not twenty minutes’ walk up into the hills.”

“Then there is another strike against me,” said Eleanor. “My name is Ridgely, and, though I reside with my father in the neighborhood, we have no money for any Hall or Manor. You will find me, I fear, rather beneath your company.”

“Fear not, fear not,” said Roberts. “My father, you know, had a commission to serve in America – I won’t dwell on it, for I know that many ladies find war stories dreadfully dull – but he always told me about the curious American way of fighting. They elected their officers, you know, and, though my father always looked down on them for it, I take rather a different view. I believe that birth and wealth should bring one only so far in society, and that the rest should come from merit and personal charm. Though I have known you only for a few short minutes, I am under the impression that you possess rather enough of the latter to make up for any lack in the former.”

“You are too kind, Mr. Roberts,” said Eleanor. He was certainly a charming conversationalist, even if she had nothing else good to say about the kind of men who forced their company upon young women out on walks. “Was Westerley the one owned by that old couple? The...the…”

“The Parkeses,” said Mr. Roberts. “The story is unusual indeed. I arrived in Sussex several years ago, and at the very first ball I attended, I met the good Mr. Parkes and learned from him that their funds were badly straitened. At the time, I regretted that I could do nothing about it, but some months ago I found myself in a considerably more favorable position, and soon offered to buy out Mr. Parkes. With the money, they intended to move to Warwickshire and take up farming, as I recall, although with what success they did not later inform me. So Westerley is mine now, although I will be grateful forever to the previous owners.”

“Ah,” said Eleanor. It was hardly smiled upon, buying out old respectable families, but the Parkeses had probably had little choice but to sell. She had been to their house for supper only once, and the fare had been remarkably poor.

Still, trepidations aside, she soon found Mr. Roberts to be a fascinating partner for a stroll. He regaled her with stories; he claimed to be interested in the natural sciences, in astronomy and in medicine. Unlike Mr. Ratliff, who made any story boring simply by the fact of his telling it, Mr. Roberts only improved when he discussed subject matter that was closer to home; what was more, he truly listened to Eleanor, genuinely wanted to know her opinions on the most varied matters. They were deep into a discussion of the folklore of the Far East when Eleanor found that they were practically on the steps of Westerley Hall.

“I apologize most sincerely,” said Mr. Roberts. “It appears as though I have led us here out of sheer habit. I know the neighbors would disapprove...but might I ask you inside for a cup of tea?”

Eleanor paused. It was truly scandalous for a woman to be without a chaperone, alone in the company of a mysterious man like Mr. Roberts. Then again, what did society’s mores have to offer her? The rules of propriety were what had fenced her off from a loving marriage, from a man who would treat her just as in Arthurian legend, who would make her feel like something other than an unwanted burden on those around her. And Mr. Roberts was alluring enough that breaking the rules in his company would be a pleasure. “...Why, certainly,” she said. “Though I might remark that your even posing the question is practically a scandal in itself.”

“Scandal it might be,” said Mr. Roberts, signaling to a manservant, who opened the door and ushered them inside. “I must confess that I am no stranger to scandal. While it is most irritating to be the focus of one, the sting rather abates with time.”

“No stranger to scandal?” Eleanor knew that her father would have warned her against men who made such admissions, but because of that, her companion seemed all the more intriguing.

“Oh, none of it is worth discussing. Frivolous rumors, lies, cheap gossip – you know the sort of thing, I imagine. As an example, some insist that Parkes had no wish to sell Westerley at all, and that I forced his hand through some mischief. It’s not true, of course. Forgive me for mentioning it, but as you yourself are a girl of small means, you are no doubt familiar with the low status which you find yourself burdened with in group settings.” Mr. Roberts smiled sadly as they sat down in the drawing-room.

“Well, of course,” said Eleanor. “I must confess that no one has ever put it quite so bluntly, but I agree fully.”

“Just so,” said Mr. Roberts. “While I may now have escaped the worst deprivations of my life, it was not always so. The rumors are due to that rise in fortunes, nothing more. Those who build their own success are always the envy of those who inherited all they have.”

Mr. Roberts was becoming more and more attractive by the minute to Eleanor, who had never once encountered someone who had so eloquently put into words the essence of her internal anguish. There were women like her, she knew, who were lucky enough to meet a man of ten thousand a year, lucky enough to become ladies of high class by virtue of marriage and thus shed the shadow of their comparatively low birth. But she was increasingly convinced that she would not be such a woman. She was nearly twenty already, and she would have to marry quickly or else not at all. But her prospects were so poor that she could not help but feel disgusted with the system that had brought her to these ends of desperation. “It’s a beautiful house,” she said, gesturing around the room as tea was served. “It’s quite unfair of all of those people to abuse you so...but it would seem as though you’ve benefited from the equation even still.”

Mr. Roberts laughed. “Why, so I have! And this pattern continues back through my entire life. I’ve met with success after long struggle, and those who have dogged me have never been able to keep me from what I intend to make mine.” He flashed her a knowing smile. “Allow me to make you a proposition. I know it is hardly the proper thing to do, breaking social norms, but is there some law I am not aware of that requires us to sit for teatime? Do let’s tour the house instead, and sip as we go. Pride is a cardinal sin, of course, but I must confess to feeling a twinge of it anyway when I survey what I have achieved.”

“Why...certainly,” said Eleanor. A house tour with teacup in hand really was improper, almost uncivilized, but uncivilization was increasingly attractive to her...and so was the way that Mr. Roberts seemed to have truly wicked ideas in mind. She wondered if he meant to confess to her, here, in this house. She wondered if he meant to elope with her!

“Oh, excellent,” said Mr. Roberts. “Mr. Withers, do follow us. If my lady requires another cup of tea, it would be best if you were there ready for her.” Mr. Withers nodded; he, like the few other servants Eleanor had seen in the house, was an odd fellow, tall and gaunt with hollow cheeks, but she paid no mind to that. Servants were servants, were they not?

They passed through the grandest rooms on the ground floor, the dining room, the parlor, the ballroom. Nothing was particularly noteworthy, but by now Eleanor was far more interested in Mr. Roberts than in the layout of his home. It was when they made their way up the staircase (carefully, to avoid spilling any tea) and stepped into the first room on the left that she was truly diverted by something. The room was evidently intended as an informal family drawing room, a fact which the furniture reflected, but much of that had been pushed up against the walls and covered with heavy white cloth. The only two items left in the center of the space were a large fainting-couch and a small, plain armchair. “But Mr. Roberts,” said Eleanor, “whatever could this room be used for? It is hardly suitable for elegant company.”

“Oh, hardly,” said Mr. Roberts. “If I do have visitors, however, I find that they are satisfied, on the whole, with the rooms set aside for them downstairs. The second floor is therefore dedicated to the pursuit of my interests, and it is this room that crowns it all.” He smiled and gestured at the fainting-couch. “Miss Ridgely,” he said, “have you ever heard of...mesmerism?”

“Why, mesmerism?” asked Eleanor. “But of course. A fashion of the last century, was it not?”

“Oh, a fashion it was,” said Mr. Roberts, “but also a very powerful technique, if used correctly. The idea of ‘animal magnetism’ is hogwash, I will be the first to admit it, but Dr. Mesmer hit on some excellent techniques, one of which I learned in Paris. Tell me, Miss Ridgely, would you say you were satisfied with your life?”

“Decidedly...decidedly not,” said Eleanor. “But what is this technique you speak of?”

“I believe comprehension will be best aided by a demonstration,” said Mr. Roberts. “This art, developed by Franz Mesmer and further by Abbé Faria, is one with the power to change everything about a person and to make their life complete...and yet it may also feel a bit unsettling. Do you trust me, Miss Ridgely?”

“I do,” said Eleanor, without hesitation. Though the way in which Mr. Roberts was speaking frightened her, she had come, over the morning, to worship him as a minor deity. He was capable of doing anything he declared it to be in his power to do, she had no doubt of that. And yet she also believed that he cared for her, that he had her best interests in mind.

“Then let’s begin,” said Mr. Roberts. “Please, lie down on the couch. Get very comfortable, and please find a position that will still be comfortable an hour or two from now. You will be quite still throughout this whole time. Mr. Withers, the curtains.” As Eleanor lay down on the couch, Mr. Withers drew the curtains; the room was plunged into a strange midday darkness, and the few shafts of light that were able to find their way around the heavy fabric lent the space an air of mystery. “All right, Mr. Withers,” said Mr. Roberts, once the manservant had completed his task. “That will be all for now. Please close the door, and see that no one disturbs us.”

“It feels quite mystical in here,” said Eleanor, “as if I were in some temple of the Hindoos.”

“As indeed it should,” said Mr. Roberts. “But now, Miss Ridgely, I ask that you remain silent and close your eyes. Do not attempt to move or speak.” The command was gentle, but there was a firmness in his tone all the same that made Eleanor want nothing more than to obey. “I will now begin the mesmerization,” he said. “Listen very carefully to my voice…”

And then Eleanor felt her conscious mind shutting down.

* * *

She slept a sleep that was not a sleep. Mr. Roberts’ voice was there through it all, murmuring things to her, but though she always heard what he said, she had little memory of it even mere moments later. Her body was heavier than lead and completely immobile, and it was so easy to sink deeper into unconsciousness that she did not give it much thought. She did not give anything much thought.

In fact, thinking was far more difficult now than it had been before. She felt a fog creeping into her mind, a fog that Mr. Roberts’ words seemed to weave out of thin air. Most thoughts could not penetrate the dense mist, and instead became lost deep within; it was only the most basic things, such as the slight chill that seemed to be creeping up her arms, that could hold her attention.

But then, at last, she became aware that Mr. Roberts was telling her to awaken. It was the most natural thing in the world to obey him, she realized, the most natural thing she could possibly do. So awakening was easy, so easy as to be almost effortless. Slowly, guided by his soothing words, she rose through the layers of her consciousness; at last, her eyes fluttered open. “M-Mr. Roberts?”

“Yes,” he said, “I am right by your side. How was the experience?”

It was hard to string words together, hard to form sentences. “It...it was...not like anything that’s ever happened to me…”

He nodded. “That is something I often hear. But you feel better, do you not?”

As Eleanor heard him say it, she realized it was true. She was alive with the purest joy; a smile spread over her lips as she considered her happy condition. “Oh, Mr. Roberts, I do, I most certainly do.”

“Excellent,” said her companion. “Ah, but there is one problem.”

Problem? Eleanor couldn’t even comprehend the idea of a problem at the moment. “W-what is it?”

“Only this,” said Mr. Roberts. “I require payment for my services, you see. I have lifted myself out of my most dire financial woes with my skills at mesmerism, but some difficulties remain. Don’t you see that that is a reasonable request?”

It was a reasonable request, Eleanor realized. “I would like to pay you, truly I would, but Father controls the household purse, and…”

“Ah, a grave difficulty indeed,” said Mr. Roberts, nodding. “No doubt he would be loath to pay for the services of a widely-acknowledged scoundrel such as myself.” He paused. “But perhaps...perhaps there is another way in which you could pay the debt.”

“Another way?” Eleanor brightened. “Please tell me, sir, by what means I could make this right. I never wished to deprive you of your earnings.”

Mr. Roberts grinned. “Then, my dear, please undress yourself. You will no doubt find this request to be perfectly normal.”

Eleanor paused. She had been about to protest...but Mr. Roberts was right. It was normal to ask her to strip her clothing off. Obediently, she began to unlace her bodice, but then she felt Mr. Roberts’ hands on her. There was a glint of steel, and before a scream could even pass her lips, he had slashed the front of the garment open, allowing her bosom to spill out into the open air. “But Mr. Roberts!” she cried. “How...how…”

“How improper? How rude?” he snarled, his voice a low growl. “As I recall, you found that to be alluring mere minutes ago. Do not become yet another of my critics, or I warn you that ‘improper’ will be just the beginning.”

Despite herself, Eleanor felt a strange arousal bubbling up deep within her. He was so rough, so uncouth...but if Ratliff, for one, had been so direct, she might have felt aught other than contempt for him. Mr. Roberts tore off the remains of her dress, and then his rough hands were making similar short work of her petticoat. “Oh, Mr. Roberts,” she cried, “you really are a savage!”

“Savage? Exactly!” he said. “I am a savage of the basest kind. In my many adventures, you know, I have never met a nation of people truly deserving of the word. But individually, why, individually speaking, society heaves with savages. London teems with them! Even in Steyning there is a whole tribe...and you, my dear, have fallen victim to the most savage of them all. But you aren’t afraid, are you? No, you are aroused even still.”

He was right. The fire in Eleanor’s loins was beginning to burn brightly, especially now that she was naked as a babe before him. She craved him, craved his touch, as her insides began to writhe with arousal. “I am!” she cried. “I am! Oh, please...please have your way with me, sir, I beg of you…”

“Perhaps there is something of the savage in you as well,” he said, smiling. “But I will do as you ask. Ah, with the Italian technique, of course.” He placed his hands on her thighs and roughly shoved them apart, leaving her most intimate places exposed to his leering gaze. Then, slowly but surely, he lowered himself onto the fainting-couch at her feet. Soon, his head was less than a foot from her pleasure, and she found herself moaning with anticipation.

Inch by agonizing inch, his head sank closer to her crotch. She felt his hot breath long before he arrived; the sensation of that alone was enough to set her nerves jangling, her insides quivering with eagerness to receive him.

But when his tongue did finally touch down, it was not where she had hoped it would be. As he traced a line up the inside of her thigh, she twitched and moaned, desperate for more. “Mr. Roberts,” she said. “Please...ah...don’t tease me so…”

He paid no mind to her request. After making a wide, leisurely half-circle around her most sensitive regions, her lover instead set off down the other thigh. How long would she be made to wait? She was being driven nearly insane with lust, he must have been aware of that.

For some time, he tormented her in that manner. His tongue danced just beyond the places she most wanted it to go, and while the occasional thrill traveled up her spine, the desire deep within her mostly went unaddressed. Soon she was naught more than a quivering mass of nerves, a buzzing, desperate ball of pure lust. And yet still Mr. Roberts would not heed her moaned requests, would not budge from his position.

As last, however, he gave her her way. His tongue suddenly darted from the soft skin of her pelvis to her outer labia; she gasped aloud, and what seemed like an enormous wave of pleasure flowed through her, made all the more powerful by how deprived and needy she had been before.

And things only improved from there. The skillful ministrations of Mr. Roberts’ tongue around Eleanor’s slit coaxed wonderful sensations from her nerve-endings, sending more pleasure to follow that first wave. He even danced once or twice around her clitoris; the feelings were so intense each time he did that she begged him to linger, but he never did.

Soon, though, he did make a move. His tongue curled into the shape of a spear as he jabbed it far into her cunt. Real pleasure, thigh-quivering pleasure, flowed through her when he did, leaving her groaning, but he kept going even further, even deeper with each passing moment. His tongue wriggled within her, dancing this way and that in a devilish waltz designed to overcome her in the most beautiful way.

She felt a heat growing within her, a new heat, not the heat of unfulfilled lust but the heat of sexual pleasure. This was a heat that would soon burn within her, she knew, burn like the hottest fires of Hades, burn and demand to be released. But that release was all in Mr. Roberts’ hands, and whether he would be kind enough to give it to her she could not say.

They went on like that for some time. Sometimes, Mr. Roberts’ tongue would emerge from her hole and tease her clitoris instead; in those moments, she felt the purest pleasure of her life. She wished that this pleasure could go on forever and ever.

But it was not to be. Suddenly, Mr. Roberts pulled his tongue out of Eleanor’s slit and stood; then he began to disrobe, working rapidly and methodically. By the time she even realized what had happened, he was down to his drawers. His physique, she noted with pleasure, was just as impressive as his manners.

“I have a confession to make to you, my dear,” he said, “but I think you will find that you are accepting of it.”

“I...I am,” said Eleanor, realizing that it was true. There was simply nothing he could say to her that would cause her to reject him.

“Very good,” said Mr. Roberts. “In that case, you must know that I am married.”

“You...you are?” She would normally have been distressed by the news – losing one’s purity to a married man was a carnal sin, after all, even worse than the act of losing purity itself. “But...to whom?”

“To a woman fifteen years my senior,” said Mr. Roberts. “She has borne my children, and they are in London at present, awaiting my completion of business here in Sussex. But she is mesmerized just as you are; when I tell her of you, she will treat you as a dear friend.” His drawers slipped onto the floor, revealing an impressive manhood.

“B-but what of me?” Eleanor asked. “I am deflowered now, and…”

“And it was to a married man,” Mr. Roberts nodded as he got up onto the couch once more, pushing her legs to either side of him. “It matters not. I will find you a marriage to some lad, and you will be my wife’s maidservant and bosom companion. No more shall you worry about your future; your term of employment will last for your entire life.”

“It is an attractive offer,” said Eleanor, “but I…”

“You are a lady, it is true,” said Mr. Roberts, “but deep down you are truly a wicked woman. Such work befits you. Worry not; though you will spend your life in humble toil, the children you bear me are the ones I intend to carry on the Roberts empire as well as the Roberts name. For I shall found an empire, make no mistake.” He grinned. “Starting in your womb, my dear.” Suddenly, his cock thrust into her cunt, and she cried out. She was a woman now, really and truly...but at what cost?

There was no time to consider the question. Mr. Roberts’ thick rod was already halfway into her, more sliding in with each passing second, and the sensation of being stretched, of having her insides rearranged for the benefit of this rough, rude man, was bewitching. The heat that had been building up within her under the assault of her lover’s tongue was redoubled, flaring to life and growing faster than ever before.

In such a situation, Eleanor had little recourse but to enjoy what was happening to her. Gasping and moaning, she thrust herself up against him, gazing into his eyes as she silently begged him to destroy her, destroy her utterly and completely. She wanted it, she realized, wanted it more than anything. Certainly, to fall to the bottom of society was the purest disgrace, but it was also the purest freedom.

Her lover’s cock reached as far as it could into her; then, slowly, it began to move back out, beginning a steady series of thrusts. This was fornication, she realized, the filthy act that had been whispered about all her life. It was even filthier with Roberts, but every small movement of his manhood gave her such pleasure that she could not but madly yearn for more. The writings of Casanova had given her a hint of the secrets this world held, but that had been just the smallest taste of what it was like in person.

He was thrusting hard now, thrusting faster and faster, getting up to a steady rhythm. “Are you enjoying yourself, Miss Ridgely?” he asked, grinning. “Remember, this is the first day of the rest of your life.”

“Oh...oh Lord…” moaned Eleanor. “Oh, Mr. Roberts, take me...oh, sully me further, I beg of you...oh Lord…”

“In this, I will obey you,” said Mr. Roberts. Suddenly, his cock was thrusting deeper inside of her, even deeper than before. Humming waves of pleasure went flowing through her, larger than ever, and soon she realized that she was nearing climax. Her lover’s thrusts, too, were growing wilder and more desperate, and it seemed nearly certain that he...that he…

“Oh Lord!” cried Eleanor. It was all too much. Something shifted inside of her, and a blast of ecstasy overcame her senses, banished everything from her mind, everything except a hunger for more pleasure and an insane urge to thrust back against her partner, to milk the last drops of sensation from him; she had no choice but to obey. Perhaps he was in a similar situation, though she could not tell, nor did she have the mental faculties to consider the question.

For what seemed like long minutes, but could not have been, she was totally overcome. Slowly, however, the world began to filter back into her awareness. Mr. Roberts was grunting, his seed pouring into her; the consequences of that could be dire, she knew, but she was beyond caring about that, or about anything.

At last, he finished and drew his cock out of her slit. “I believe that seals the deal, Miss Ridgely,” he said, wiping off his rod. “You are mine now.”

“So...so I am,” murmured Eleanor.

“It won’t be so bad,” he said, voice taking on an almost tender tone. “You will never have to worry about food, or a place to sleep.”

“No,” said Eleanor, “I shan’t. But I don’t need comforting.” Even as she said it, she realized that it was true. “I’ve left behind a horrid life. Here, it is bound to be better. All I want, Mr. Roberts, is freedom...and your cock.”

He smiled. “Why, Eleanor, I am impressed. You really have taken in the lesson I desired to teach you. In that case, I believe we should get along famously.”

He was right, wasn’t he? She really had taken it all in. She was a new person now, dedicated to the worship of her new god, her Roberts. She was naked, but was there really any need to get dressed? This way, she was more available to him.

If Ratliff could only see her now...
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Lily has been desperate to find a summer internship, and it seems like her dream has come true at last. The Roberts Institute has a dream program, complete with research, delicious meals, friends, and horseback riding. But it could be that the program offered at the Institute is more than meets the eye. This exciting erotic mystery will have you turning pages late into the night...with one hand.
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