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Chapter One: An Improper Invitation

“MORE TEA, DEAR?” Lady Augusta Pembroke asked over the rim of her teacup.

“Oh yes please,” Lady Theodosia Fitzroy replied readily, setting her own cup and saucer down on the small table before the sofa she was lounging upon.

Without being told Emily Hervey rose from her own seat and took up the teapot sitting on the table next to where Lady Theodosia had deposited her cup and began refilling it. When Lady Augusta raised her own, the young woman obediently did the same for her as well.

“Thank you, Emy,” Augusta blew on her newly filled cup to cool the steaming contents before taking a dainty sip.

“You are welcome, My Lady,” Emily replied, happily taking the opportunity to pour more tea for herself before returning to her seat. Her cup had been empty for a good while, but as a mere lady’s companion it would not do at all for her to have poured herself another cup of tea before either her employer or her guest.

“I must commend you on your choice of a companion, Augusta,” Theodosia said, taking a nibble from the delicate looking cucumber sandwich perched on the corner of her teacup’s saucer. “How was it Emily came to be in your employ again?”

“Her mother happened to be a friend of my own going all the way back to their school days. A nice enough woman from what I understand but she rather unfortunately married some country squire rather lacking in the means to properly provide for a family so out of an obligation to my mother’s friendship I offered to take Emy into my employ as a lady’s companion. Why? Are you looking for one for yourself?”

Others might have bristled at being spoken about in such a fashion, as if she wasn’t even in the room sitting next to the two women, but Emily was used to such things by now. Such was the lot of a lady’s companion and being seen but not heard was not even the worst indignity to be had.

Not that Emily could consider herself too hard done by. Augusta might be a bit self-absorbed at times but she was good hearted in her own way and had never been deliberately unkind to her. And it was true what she said about the circumstances that had led to her entering into the other woman’s employ. At the time she had been only a teenager and Augusta a newly widowed woman not that much older, truth be told; the late Lord Pembroke had come to an unfortunate end on the continent in the battles against that monster Napoleon, not that Augusta had ever seemed to be especially bothered by this.

Several years had passed since then and Emily, now at the age of twenty two, could not honestly claim her life could have turned out better. Had she remained in the middle of nowhere village she had been born in she would probably be married to some oaf of a country farmer, scratching out a threadbare existence. Instead here she was in London sitting in the household of a Viscountess.

“Oh no, companionship is something I have in abundance as you know,” Theodosia gave a playful wave of her hand as she laughed and was joined by Augusta. The two women were of a similar age but unlike Emily’s employer, Theodosia did not even have a deceased husband to call her own. There had been more than a few whispered rumours among the Ton concerning this that Emily had always done her best to try not to hear, but this never seemed to cause the other woman the least bit of concern.

Theodosia’s eyes narrowed. “Speaking of, I am sure you must have heard that Lord Hunter is hosting a little soiree at his household in the next fortnight.”

A little flutter of alarm filled Emily at that name and she stiffened.

Augusta’s only reaction however was to chortle. “That’s hardly how everyone else is describing it. To hear the talk it sounds to be if not the event of the Season, then at least the most exclusive one.”

“Indeed,” Theodosia cocked an eyebrow in interest. “Will you be attending?”

“I may have received an invitation, but am still making up my mind. I understand Lord Hunter’s ‘little soirees’ as you call them have a reputation for being on the scandalous side.”

That was putting it mildly. Duke Edmund Hunter had a reputation as possibly the most notorious rake in London, if not the whole British Isles. He was by all accounts the sort of man mothers would warn their daughters never to be caught alone with and husbands guarded their wives against, though the latter did so at their peril. As Emily understood things the lecherous Duke had killed no less than three aggrieved husbands and two allegedly cuckolded fiancees in duels of honour.

“Oh you simply must come,” Theodosia said imploringly, “if only to protect me, your dear friend, from getting up to anything too scandalous myself and I am certain Lord Hunter will be pleased if you attend.”

“Hmmmm, whatever do you mean by that dear?”

Augusta’s tone was nonchalant, but to Emily’s growing worry she detected a subtle note of interest underneath it.

“Oh please, Augusta,” Theodosia tisked. “You know I….run in some of the same circles as His Lordship and he knows we are old friends. I understand he is most keen that you accept his invitation.”

Emily’s feeling of alarm only grew. It certainly sounded to her like Lord Hunter had set his eye on Augusta. Not that the young woman could fault him for it were that to be true. Now in her late twenties, Augusta was a stunningly beautiful woman, with long black hair and wide dark eyes and a lush figure that was apparent even in the modestly cut dress she was wearing that afternoon.

In truth, the young woman often felt envious. While Emily knew she had a pretty round face, with innocent looking eyes and naturally rosy cheeks that contrasted sharply with her pale, creamy skin her long brown hair was rather boring in her opinion and her figure could only charitably be described as willowy, with small breasts and a little, pert bum.

“As I said, I am still not decided,” Augusta said demurely, “but still, it would be remiss of me to allow you to attend all on your own, dear. Knowing you, you would certainly get up to nothing good. And I will confess to being just a little bit curious to see one of Lord Hunter’s infamous parties.”

“I will have my carriage swing by on my way and you can inform me of your decision then,” Theodosia drained her teacup and stood. “I’m afraid I must be leaving now. As it turns out I have an appointment with the modiste to pick up my ball gown for the soiree in question. Even if Lord Hunter’s little party does not live up to its reputation for scandalousness I promise you my attire shall!”

Emily dutifully waited for Augusta to give her goodbyes to Theodosia and for the other woman to leave before she turned to face her employer. “My Lady, surely you cannot actually be contemplating accepting Lord Hunter’s invitation!”

“And what if I am, Emy?” Augusta’s eyes narrowed slightly at the younger woman’s tone.

“My Lady, you know his reputation,” Emily went on. “Surely he has dishonourable intent towards you.”

“I am well aware of Lord Hunter’s reputation,” Augusta said simply, “and I will remind you I am no blushing innocent whose head will be turned by a few sweetly whispered words or a handsome face.”

“Why would you wish to attend at all?” Emily asked, truly mystified. To her mind it seemed to be a choice that could only be described as folly.

Augusta’s face softened, the irritation that had been beginning to appear in it vanishing. “Oh Emy, sometimes I envy you for your innocence. I am well aware that Lord Hunter is a rake, but rake’s have their uses. At the very least they know their business.”

“My Lady!” Emily actually felt her cheeks grow a little hot at the blatant implication of the older woman’s words.

“Oh poo,” Augusta replied. “I refuse to believe you are that innocent, dear.”

At that Emily did blush. Augusta was not entirely wrong. Growing up she had always been described as a “good girl” by her mother and the older women of the village. Since entering into Augusta’s employ she had been keenly aware that any scandal associated with her would reflect upon the older woman as well and been vigilant to avoid anything that could lead to that. In short she had been a chaste young woman. Still she was not completely naive.

Seeing Emily’s obvious discomfort Augusta leaned forward and took the younger woman’s hands comfortingly into hers. “I am sorry Emy, I did not mean to make you uncomfortable. If we attend Lord Hunter’s soiree it shall only be so we might both have a spot of fun and nothing more.”

“We?” Emily asked, new apprehension rising in her at the implication. “My Lady, the invitation was only for you. I do not think -”

“Nonsense,” Augusta cut her off. “As my companion any social invitation extended to me also applies to you.”

Emily felt a sense of unease at the prospect of attending Lord Hunter’s ‘soiree’. Augusta might look upon doing so as an opportunity for a spot of fun but to the young woman the prospect was anything but. While she had never heard any specific details as to the proceedings that went on, the young woman had no wish to learn what they might be first hand.

“My Lady,” Emily began.

“I insist, Emy,” Augusta again cut her off, clearly anticipating what she was about to say. “Think of it this way, dear. If I am attending to keep an eye on Theodosia and ensure she gets up to nothing untoward then you can accompany me and do the same for myself.”

To that Emily had no retort. She could hardly refuse when just moments ago she had been expressing her concerns for Augusta attending, and as her lady companion it was her duty to do the very thing the older woman was describing.

“As you wish My Lady,” Emily acquiesced meekly.

“Thank you, Emy,” Augusta seemed genuinely grateful at the younger woman’s agreement. And then she smiled. “Look on the bright side dear, perhaps you will enjoy yourself. You might even meet someone there. A pretty young thing such as yourself should not let her youth waste away after all.”

Augusta reached up with one of her hands and pinched Emily’s cheek in a playful fashion as she said this and the girl obediently smiled as she knew her employer expected her to, but inside she could not help but discount her chances. Any gentlemen in attendance would be of the same class as Augusta and the infamous Lord Hunter, certainly not the type to cast a second glance at the daughter of a mere country squire. And given they likely would be cut of the same cloth as the aforementioned Lord Hunter Emily doubted she would welcome their attention even if she did catch it.

Not that Emily was particularly bothered by this. Being a ‘good girl’ had never been particularly challenging for her. She had never really understood the way other young women her age would giggle and moon over men, even the ones everyone seemed to agree were handsome. To her the opposite sex always seemed to come across as boring dullards. This had been true for the village boys back home and even more so for the various stuck up sons and heirs that could be found strutting around London wherever one went.

Still, an evening out was an evening out. It would at least be a change from another night sitting quietly in the corner while Augusta entertained her friends or just sitting alone in her room reading.

As for the lecherous Lord Hunter, Emily told herself she would just have to stick close to Augusta to ensure nothing untoward happened to her, whatever nefarious intentions the rake might have. Surely so long as she was vigilant everything would turn out fine.


Chapter Two: An Unexpected Meeting

“EMY ARE YOU almost done?” Emily heard the voice of Augusta calling from the foyer downstairs. “Theodosia should be here any minute.”

“I will only be another moment, My Lady,” Emily called back.

Turning in her seat to once again face the mirror of the small vanity table in her room, Emily took one last assessing look at the reflection that stared back at her. Normally she wasn’t the type to primp and preen in front of a mirror, not being an especially vain girl, but tonight was different. Tonight was the night of Lord Hunter’s soiree, which Augusta had decided after some hemming and hawing they would in fact be attending; a decision that Emily had not welcomed but she had to admit did not surprise her either.

Augusta had swept off to her boudoir to begin preparing for the night’s festivities hours ago with a pointed comment that Emily should do the same and the young woman had obediently gone to her room and set to work. Part of her was surprised by how much she found herself stressing over the details of her makeup. It was not as if she was hoping to catch anyone’s attention at Lord Hunter’s party, indeed she would count herself lucky to do the exact opposite.

Still, as Augusta’s companion Emily knew her employer would be judged by the impression she made as much as she herself would. It would not do at all to appear frumpy.

Looking over her face in the reflective glass in the mirror, Emily felt she had been successful. Even being the modest girl that she was she knew herself to be pretty. Her round face had naturally rosy cheeks that contrasted sharply with her pale, creamy skin and the rosiness had been enhanced with powders. She had large, dark eyes that had an innocent quality to them and they were emphasised by dark eyeliner and kohl that had been coated to her long eyelashes. Her cute little cupid shaped mouth was coloured a dark red which she had heard was the latest style. All in all, while she felt the combined effect could not describe as ravishingly beautiful at the very least it was not unattractive.

With one last look at the mirror to check that her long brown hair was satisfactorily styled in a large messy bun at the back of her head, Emily rose to her feet, smoothing the skirts of her dress as she did so. It was a new one Augusta had bought for her specifically for the occasion; Emily was reminded once again that her employer, whatever faults she might possess, was a generous one. A pea green colour, it had short puffy sleeves and the neckline was thankfully modestly cut and started just below her neck. The fit was quite tight however and when combined with the fact the dress was cinched just below her chest the effect was the fabric clung to her breasts almost like a second skin.

Emily almost blushed when she realised just how tightly the muslin fabric clung to her bosom but part of her could not help but like it. She had always been conscious of her small breasts and she actually had something of a bust to show off this way, and though they were undoubtedly small her breasts were pert and had a lovely round shape that stood firm and high on her chest.

Remembering that Augusta was waiting for her, Emily stepped out of her room and walked down the hallway towards the second floor landing. Making her way down the stairs she saw the lady of the house was waiting by the door. Augusta had chosen to leave her straight black hair loose so it cascaded down her back and was wearing a dress of pale pink. While still not enough to be considered immodest, the neckline was lower than the one of Emily’s own and just a hint of cleavage was visible.

“Ah Emy, right on time,” Augusta said as she saw her companion approach. “I believe Theodosia’s carriage has just pulled up outside. That dress looks quite fetching on you I must say, certainly worth every farthing it cost.”

“Thank you, My Lady,” Emily replied as she stepped off of the staircase and onto the foyer’s tiled floor. “May I say you look lovely as well this evening, My Lady. And thank you again for the new dress, really you shouldn’t have.”

“Oh poo,” Augusta waved her hand dismissively as one of the servants helped her into her cape; it was a nippy evening apparently. “A young lady like yourself deserves to feel pretty once in a while and it’s not like I couldn’t afford the expense. I spent twice as much on my own gown for this evening.”

Emily slipped on her own cape and the two women stepped outside. It seemed Augusta was correct and parked out on the street by the gate at the front of the property was a carriage that must be Theodosia’s. As they approached a liveried coachman dropped down from his seat and held open the side door.

“Augusta!” Theodosia said from her seat inside the carriage. “I am so happy you decided to attend after all, as I’m sure Lord Hunter will be.”

“What can I say,” Augusta answered as she took the coachman’s hand and climbed up into the carriage. “I decided everyone should be allowed a dose of reckless folly once and a while.”

Emily climbed in after Augusta with some assistance from the coachman and settled on the seat next to her employer, across from Theodosia. A few moments later she heard the snap of a whip and the creaking sound of the carriage wheels and they set off.

From underneath her cape, Theodosia pulled out her handbag and opened it. “I forgot to mention this evening has a theme. It’s a masquerade, so you’ll both need one of these.”

In her hand was a pair of masks, each a similar dark grey colour decorated with black accents and just large enough to cover the top half of the face.

Augusta took one of them with a look of eager giddiness, as did Emily with notably less enthusiasm. As both women tied them on, Theodosia produced a third mask from her purse and did the same to herself. Her half covered face, framed by her fiery red hair, had a mysterious quality to it that Emily actually found herself staring at momentarily, her eyes dipping down to note the other woman’s full lips, decorated with rogue so they had a dark wine colour to them. For a second a strange feeling came over her, very unlike anything she had ever experienced before and she could swear her pulse was suddenly elevated.

“So is it a Venetian theme?” Emily was startled out of whatever had come over her by the sound of Augusta’s voice.

“Something like that,” Theodosia answered with a cheeky smile. “You will just have to wait and find out for yourself but I am privy to some of the details and I promise you Edmund has quite the show planned, one I even have something of a role in myself.”

“So you’re calling him Edmund now?” Augusta said and Emily thought she could detect a little note of something in the other woman’s voice.

“You know we are acquainted,” Theodosia answered lightly. “There’s no need to worry, I promise you, Edmund is lovely but not exactly to my tastes. You’ll be interested to know that he was delighted to hear you had accepted his invitation.”

“Hmmmm,” Augusta hummed nonchalantly. “Well, I hope I shall not disappoint him when we meet. For my part I wonder whether this fabled soiree of Lord Edmund’s will live up to its reputation.”

“You will see soon enough and be able to judge with your own eyes,” Theodosia laughed with a toss of her head. “I think you will find it will be quite the evening.”

AS THE CARRIAGE pulled up in front of Lord Hunter’s London townhouse, Emily peered out the window at it. It was a grand affair, three stories tall and likely rivalled the size of some lesser nobles’ country manors. Quite obviously the Hunter family did not lack for money.

Despite its impressive size, Emily could not help but feel the dark stone exterior and almost gothic-like spired roof gave an ominous feel to the house. Though perhaps she was just projecting her own apprehensions towards its owner onto the building.

She dutifully waited for Augusta and Theodosia to exit the carriage before following them. She noted that the street outside the Hunter household was lined with carriages, their coachmen huddled together in small groups smoking pipes and jostling one another boisterously. It seemed that Lord Hunter’s dubious reputation had not prevented his soiree from being quite well attended.

The front doors to the house were open and the trio stepped inside and were almost immediately approached by a bevy of liveried servants looking to take their capes. Handing off her own, Emily idly glanced in the direction of Theodosia and almost gasped aloud. When the other woman had said her dress would be scandalous it seems she had not been lying. Black and decorated with gold scroll work, the dress was shoulderless with a neckline that plunged so low the entirety of the tops of her breasts were visible. The creamy skin, liberally dotted with the freckles of a genuine redhead, contrasted sharply with the black muslin fabric and somehow made the vast amount of it on display even more noticeable.

A thumping sound, almost deafening, filled Emily’s ears and she realised it was the beating of her heart. What was wrong with her? Confusion flooded her at the way she seemed to be reacting.

“Emy?” Augusta’s voice jarred her out of whatever strange state seemed to have overtaken her. “Is everything alright?”

“Yes My Lady,” Emily said, trying her best not to show any sign of the confusion wracking her body at its strange reaction. Yes, Theodosia’s choice of dress was more than scandalous but it was not as if she had never seen a bit of skin before. Why had she reacted so strongly to the sight of it just now then?

There was a fairly long line of recently arrived guests waiting to greet the host, all dressed in formal evening wear with masks adorning their faces. As Emily waited with Augusta and Theodosia for their turn to come she had ample time to eye who she presumed to be the infamous Lord Edmund Hunter from where he stood at the head of the line, kissing hands offered by ladies and returning the bows of his fellow gentlemen; sometimes he would pause and engage in brief conversation but more often he would simply wave them by.

Emily had to somewhat reluctantly concede that Lord Hunter was what most women her age would consider to be an attractive man. He was tall and with broad shoulders barely contained by the black frock coat he wore. Even with his square jawed face half concealed by the mask he was wearing it was clearly a handsome one, topped by a head of closely cut blonde curls. Exactly the kind of man women seemed to swoon over.

As they drew nearer, Emily noted another man lingering next to Lord Hunter, occasionally leaning forward to briefly engage in conversation with him between greeting guests. Tall like the soiree’s host, he had more of a slender, wolfish quality to him than his broad, ox-like companion, with dark hair and a closely trimmed moustache.

The line moved surprisingly quickly and before Emily knew it the three of them were standing before Lord Hunter and his compatriot.

“Lord Edmund,” Theosodia said, extended her hand forward in greeting.

“Lady Theodosia,” their host answered, taking the offered hand and raising it to his lips so he could briefly brush them over her knuckles. “I believe you are acquainted with my friend, Lord Richard Godwin?”

“Well acquainted indeed,” Theodosia answered, extending her hand to the aforementioned Lord Godwin, who also kissed it in greeting. All three then chuckled briefly as if they were privy to some private joke.

Theodosia then half turned and gestured to Augusta. “You are not acquainted with my dear friend Lady Augusta Pembroke, however?”

“Not until now,” Lord Hunter answered, taking Augusta’s hand and kissing it, his eyes blatantly looking her up and down as he did so.

Augusta did not seem at all put out by this rather forward behaviour. Indeed, to Emily’s alarm she noticed that the other woman was appraisingly looking over Lord Hunter herself, albeit with more subtlety. While it would not be apparent to someone who knew her less well than Emily did, the young woman could see a hint of interest in her employer’s eyes. “Thank you for the invitation, Lord Hunter.”

“Please, you must call me Edmund,” the man answered, “and thank you for accepting, Lady Augusta. I had very much hoped that you would.”

“That is putting it mildly,” a new voice interjected. “I swear it was all he has been able to speak of for days!”

The owner of this new voice appeared and was revealed to be a woman. Standing next to Lord Hunter, she draped her arm across his shoulders in a familiar fashion.

“And who might you be?” Augusta asked. Emily detected just a hint of frostiness in her voice.

“Only Edmund’s closest and oldest companion,” the woman laughed with a toss of her head.

“Allow me to introduce my sister, Dinah,” Lord Edmund supplied.

The similarity between the two was clear, as much like her brother Dinah was tall with blonde curls that spilled down her back well past her shoulders. Even with half of it obscured by her mask, her diamond shaped face was clearly beautiful, with full, plump lips that were coloured dark red in sharp contrast with her pale skin. Visible through the eyeholes of her mask were crystal blue eyes that sparkled like the seaside on a bright, sunlit day. While her dress was not quite as scandalous as Theodosia’s, it still showed off a good deal of her large, high breasts and clung tightly to her wide hips.

At this revelation Augusta’s expression became considerably friendlier. “A pleasure to meet you, I was unaware Lord H- Edmund had a sister.”

Dinah smiled somewhat cheekily. “I keep something of a low profile, which I often think Edmund could benefit by following the example of, and it helps that I was in the Canadas the last couple of years overseeing some business on behalf of the family. Given the recent bother with the Americans, Edmund insisted I come home. Don’t tell him I said this but underneath his devil may care exterior he’s actually rather protective of me.”

At this Lord Edmund elbowed Dinah but in an obviously playful way. As one of several siblings in her own family, Emily had to admit it was a rather endearing sight and not at all the sort of thing she had expected from the infamous rake. Perhaps the man had more to him than his reputation suggested.

Giggling a little, Dinah looked away from Augusta toward Emily. “And who might this be, Augusta, if you do not mind my asking?”

It was said casually, but there was a strange look in the other woman’s eyes as she said this and when they met Emily’s own she felt an unfamiliar swooping sensation in her stomach, as if she had just taken an unexpected step off of a great height.

“Oh this is Emily Hervey, my lady companion. Do say hello Emy, where are your manners?”

“A pleasure to meet you, My Lady Hunter,” Emily curtsied a trifle clumsily, still unsettled by the unfamiliar feeling that had just come over her.

“The pleasure is mine, Emy,” Dinah replied, the strange look in her clear blue eyes seeming to intensify. It made Emily want to squirm and she resisted the urge only barely. “And please, you must call me Dinah. There’s no need to be so formal.”

Dinah turned her attention back towards Augusta and Emily let out a breath she had not been aware she was holding. “My brother still has many guests to greet and your friend Theodosia has to….prepare herself for her part in the evening’s festivities, so why don’t I show you around? It would not do at all to leave such an anticipated guest of my dear brother’s to her own devices, after all.”

“That’s very kind of you,” Augusta answered and to her surprise Emily felt her heart do a little somersault in response. The young woman found it so confusing as to why she was so pleased that they would be spending more time with Lord Edmund’s sister. Why was she reacting this way to the other woman?

“You always are so generous, Dinah,” Lord Edmund said, a strange smile on his face as if privy to some private jape that only he and his sister were aware of.

The Duke’s eyes followed Augusta as she linked arms with Dinah and the two walked away towards the wide open doors leading into the ballroom. Augusta did not look back, but Emily could not help but notice a little smile appear on her face for a moment as if she somehow could tell Lord Edmund was watching her leave and was pleased by it. She told herself she would have to diligently stay by her employer’s side for the duration of the evening, no matter what, in order to guard her lady’s honour. That was the only reason she would do so. It had nothing to do with the fact it would coincidentally allow her to remain close to the Duke’s strangely compelling sister.

The ballroom already held a considerable number of people in it, all decked out in their finest frock coats and gowns with their faces hidden behind masks, which ranged from plain black to rather ornate ones painted vivid colours and sometimes decorated with feathers. It seemed whatever their scandalous reputation, Lord Edmund’s parties were clearly popular with the Ton. Liveried servants, faces also masked, fluttered through the small huddled groups of guests bearing trays loaded with high stemmed wine glasses as well as various little tidbits and snacks.

Snatching a trio of glasses from one passing servant, Dinah handed one to Augusta and another to Emily, which the young woman found to be a surprisingly considerate gesture; in her experience a lady’s companion often was invisible to everyone but her employer and the latter only if she was lucky.

Taking a sip from her glass, Dinah eyed Augusta consideringly. “I admit Edmund wasn’t the only one pleased you accepted his invitation.”

“Oh,” Augusta replied lightly, “whatever do you mean by that?”

To that Dinah smirked. “Please, we both know my brother’s reputation so I will not insult your intellect by saying you’re the first lady to catch his eye but you are certainly the first one I can recall who seems to have held it. It made me wonder just what kind of woman could accomplish such a thing.”

“Hmmmm,” August’s voice was nonchalant, but Emily could see a gleam of satisfaction in the older woman’s eyes at what Dinah had just said. Oh no! That did not bode well at all. “And I suppose I should be flattered by this?”

At that Dinah actually snorted. “As I said, I am as well aware of Edmund’s reputation as you are, so that is a question you will have to answer for yourself. I merely was curious to see the manner of woman you are. Though having done so I think I can begin to perceive how it is you have captured my brother’s interest.”

Emily’s heart sank as she saw Augusta’s lips turn upwards in yet another little smile at Dinah’s words. It was clear as day to her that the older woman was flattered by what had just been said.

Flattered or not, Augusta said nothing in response, instead idly glancing around the ballroom. Her eyes lit up with interest when she saw a table tucked into a corner of the room around which a number of ladies and gentlemen were seated playing cards.

“Are they playing whist?” Augusta asked.

“I believe they are,” Dinah replied.

At this news Augusta grinned in delight. Emily was keenly aware that the older woman simply adored card games, whist most of all. “I think I shall try my luck at a hand or two if you don’t mind.”

Emily went to follow after Augusta but halted in her tracks when her employer raised one of her dainty, gloved hands. “No no, Emy, I know you don’t care for cards yourself and there’s no need for you to hover over my shoulder watching me play. Go mingle a little and enjoy the party.”

This development did not please Emily, even though she could tell Augusta meant well. The prospect of wandering around the ballroom trying to make conversation with noble born lords and ladies who would likely look down their noses on her the entire time did not appeal. “My Lady, I don’t think -”

“Well I do,” Augusta’s tone made it clear she would broach no argument. “A young lady such as yourself should have a chance to live a little.”

“If you like,” Dinah stepped forward so she was beside Emily, who was suddenly conscious of how tall Lord Edmund’s sister was. She wasn’t exactly short herself, but the blonde positively towered over, her own head barely coming to the other woman’s shoulders. “I would be more than happy to escort Emy while you test your luck at the whist table. I’m sure she would feel more comfortable knowing she was with someone familiar with the place.”

“An excellent idea,” Augusta said and Emily again felt that strange swooping sensation in her stomach as she realised she would be spending time alone with Dinah. What in the Lord’s name was wrong with her this evening? She had never reacted in such an intense way to another woman before tonight. Why was she doing so now? It was all so confusing.

Augusta turned and began making her way over to the whist table and Dinah immediately took Emily by the shoulder and began leading her deeper into the ballroom; the girl could feel the heat of the other woman’s hand through the thin lace of her gloves. It seemed to be almost scorching and the touch sent a tingle down her spine. Even more confusion filled Emily’s young body at this and she took a long sip of wine to try and settle herself.

“So Emy,” Dinah asked as they walked across the ballroom, flitting between passing servants and little groups of gossiping guests, “how long have you been in Augusta’s employ as her companion?”

“Seven years My L - Dinah,” Emily stuttered a little as she caught herself, remembering the other woman’s earlier request that she call her by name. “Since I was fifteen.”

“So that would make you twenty two now,” Dinah stated. “I remember being that age, it feels like a lifetime ago.”

For some reason Emily’s curiosity was piqued. “How old are you, if you do not mind my asking?”

“Not at all,” Dinah laughed and Emily found she quite liked the sound of it. “I am thirty, two years Edmund’s junior. I am sure that must sound horribly old to you.”

“Oh no,” Emily said quickly, surprised by the vehemence with which she spoke and not just because she did not wish to offend the older woman. “I would never have guessed, truth be told. I hope when I reach the same age I am still half as beautiful as you are.”

Through the eyeholes of her mask, a curious gleam filled Dinah’s pupils at Emily’s words. “You say such nice things, Emy. I will take that as a high compliment coming from you as you are quite the pretty little thing. You must have dozens of suitors.”

Emily felt her cheeks grow hot at Dinah’s words and fought not to blush as a pleased feeling coursed through her veins. For some reason she was happy to know the older woman thought of her as attractive. “You would be mistaken.”

“Really, surely you must have at least one?”

Her tone was casual, but there was an underlying consideration to Dinah’s voice as she said this that Emily barely detected. Not quite understanding why the tall blonde was taking such an interest in her personal life, she somehow still felt compelled to answer. Shaking her head, she said, “You would be surprised. A lady’s companion is rarely the sort to catch the eye of the young men of the Ton.”

“What a pity,” Dinah answered, though for some reason a sly smile flashed across her face for just a moment. Emily barely noticed, however, as she was taken totally off guard by what happened next.

A servant passed by bearing a tray loaded high with drinks and he must have bumped Dinah as he did so for the older woman suddenly lurched forward, wine spilling from her glass to splash across Emily’s chest.

“Oh dear, I am so sorry!” Dinah exclaimed, immediately stepping closer so she was mere inches from Emily and pulling a handkerchief from somewhere. “Really that was so clumsy of me. Here, let me help clean that up before it stains.”

“There really is no need,” Emily protested, suddenly very conscious of how close the older woman was to her, almost touching. “I am sure the fault was mine for getting in your way.”

“Do not be foolish,” Dinah stated, reaching out with one hand to grip Emily by her shoulder as the other brought the handkerchief to the damp muslim fabric and began dabbing away with it. “If the fault lies anywhere it was with that utter oaf of a servant, he really should have been looking where he was going. Now stop fidgeting, Emy, and let me fix his mistake. This really is a lovely dress, it would be terrible if it was ruined.”

As Dinah dabbed with her handkerchief across the top of the bodice of her dress, Emily suddenly was very aware of just where the other woman’s hand was. She could feel her fingers through the thin, damp material of her bodice and they almost seemed to be stroking themselves over her skin as they rubbed away at the wine soaked fabric. Emily told herself she must be imagining things at first, but to her shock she then felt her nipples stiffen and grow hard underneath her dress. Her eyes went wide. That had never happened before.

A shudder ran down Emily’s spine, which turned out to be a mistake as it caused the material of her dress to rub against the hard little nubbins that were her nipples. Almost immediately she felt the most delicious ache between her legs, deep within her most private place, quite unlike anything the young woman had ever felt before. She almost moaned aloud and only prevented herself from doing so with the greatest of effort.

“There we are, all done,” Dinah’s voice penetrated the unnatural haze that seemed to have come over her. “I think we managed to save things, though it’s lucky for you that I prefer white wine over red.”

Emily said nothing, still trying to control whatever strange thing had overcome her and frightened that if she spoke something in her voice would give her away.

“Emy, are you alright?” Dinah asked, leaning closer with her eyes wide. “I can feel your heart beating.”

Her fingers traced themselves lightly over Emily’s chest as she said this and the young woman’s heart did not so much beat as it leapt. “I-I think I need some air….the surprise seems to have been a bit much for me….you will excuse me please….”

With that Emily turned and practically fled into the crowd. Dinah made no effort to stop her but Emily could almost feel the older woman’s eyes burning into the back of her neck as she went. As she pushed her way past various partygoers, mumbling apologies as she did so, her mind was racing. Why was she reacting in such a way to Dinah? She was another woman. It was unnatural!

Yet her body did not seem to care in the slightest what was natural and what was not. Emily could still almost feel the touch of the other woman’s fingers upon her as she remembered how her skin had seemed to burn with every brief moment of contact. How the way Dinah had looked at her with those piercing, clear blue eyes had made her seem to tingle with delight. Emily had never felt like that before in her entire young life and it both confused and frightened her.

When she had come to Lord Edmund’s party her primary concern had been with protecting Augusta from the rake’s surely dishonourable intentions. Now it seemed she must contend with her own subconscious’s dishonourable desires towards the rake’s sister.


Chapter Three: Scandal & Seduction at the Soiree

EMILY TOOK ONE LAST breath of fresh air before regretfully stepping back into the ballroom. Upon finding the raised stone patio that looked out upon the Hunter family’s back gardens it had proven to be a welcome refuge. The night air had been a tad cool, leaving Emily missing her cape, but it had provided her some much needed space with which to calm herself and clear her head.

Unfortunately she was not the only one upon it, the area being dotted with men smoking pipes and sipping snifters of brandy while chatting with one another. Being the only woman present, Emily had noticed more than a few men shooting passing glances at her and she quickly came to the conclusion that it would be for the best to return to the ballroom before one of them jumped to the wrong conclusion and decided to approach her.

Lord Edmund’s party now seemed to be in full swing and the ballroom was almost packed and rang with the sounds of revelry. Part of Emily was grateful for this as it allowed her to easily maintain her anonymity as she searched for Augusta, but she soon realised it was as much of a curse as a blessing. The other woman was not at the whist table where Emily had left her, evidently having tried her luck at the cards and grown bored with them. Trying to locate her in the packed throngs of partiers proved to be a futile effort.

Emily’s frustration continued to grow, which was perhaps a good thing as it distracted her from the nagging memories of the strange encounter she had had earlier with Dinah. She still could not begin to understand what had come over her before. Certainly Lord Edmund’s sister was a beautiful, captivating woman but why should that have affected her so. And she could not shake the feeling that what had happened had not been an entirely one way affair either. She remembered how Dinah had looked at her, those icy blue eyes of hers seeming to somehow look through her into her very soul. No one had ever looked at her in such a way before and even the memory of it seemed to make her entire body tingle and her pulse race as if she had just run a mile.

Realising she was doing the very thing she least ought to by dwelling on the confusing memory, Emily spied a doorway that seemed to lead out of the ballroom and quickly made her way over to it. Finding Augusta in this packed throng was likely a hopeless affair and she had no desire to try and make conversation with any of the noble born strangers she was surrounded by. Taking a few moments to herself to sort out her thoughts seemed like the best course of action.

The door opened up onto an empty hallway which was dark, the only source of illumination spilling in from the ballroom through the doorway Emily had just passed through. Thankful for the solitude she found herself in, the young woman walked a few steps down it and then leaned her back up against one of the walls, letting out a long breath she had not realised she had been holding in.

To her surprise she heard voices and not coming from the direction of the ballroom but instead a little further down the hallway. Normally Emily was not at all given to eavesdropping but one of the voices sounded faintly familiar and hoping it might be Augusta’s she walked toward it.

The source of the voices seemed to be a door a little way down the hall. It was partly open and as Emily drew near she could finally make out who was speaking. It was not Augusta’s voice but Emily still recognised it and her stomach gave a now familiar swoop as she realised who its owner was.

“- did as you asked Edmund and gave the usual ‘never seen my brother like this before you must be so special’ routine, though I admit it was not particularly challenging this time. On short acquaintance I find I actually do like this Augusta woman. Still, you know I am always willing to aid you in your sordid little games.”

It was Dinah’s voice which meant that the person she was speaking with almost certainly was her brother.

“And who said this is a game?” The voice of Lord Edmund confirmed his presence.

There was a brief pause. “Edmund, are you telling me you actually are serious about this one? Shall I hear the news that Hell has frozen over next?”

“Is that really so hard to believe?”

Emily heard a snort. “Augusta is hardly your usual type. Do you not usually prefer innocent young things all caught up in the excitement of their first Season?”

“Oh leave off, sis. That’s all very well but I’m not getting any younger and perhaps that means I’m looking for someone who doesn’t have an empty head behind her pretty face.”

Another brief pause. “You are serious about this one. Well well, Edmund, I do not know whether to be impressed at your newfound maturity or disappointed to be losing my partner in crime.”

A deep laugh answered that. “Oh don’t get me wrong, sis, I am still hoping for a spot of fun tonight. I simply might be looking beyond that to the day after.”

This prompted another laugh, lighter and more feminine. “It is good to know things have not entirely changed with you.”

“You are one to talk. Barely home a week and already you are up to your usual tricks.”

“Whatever do you mean?” Dinah’s voice had an entirely too nonchalant tone to it.

“You think I did not notice how you’ve been making eyes at Augusta’s companion. I will remind you that you have a type of your own, Dinah. Timid, meek, scared of her own shadow and clearly a total innocent who I doubt has so much as been kissed before. The perfect little frightened doe to your cunning she-wolf. I almost feel sorry for the poor thing.”

“No need for that, Edmund. Unless my instincts have totally abandoned me that frightened doe is positively aching for the big bad she-wolf to snatch her up, even if the innocent thing doesn’t entirely realise it yet, and I will be happy to oblige her.”

“Awfully confident of you.”

“And I could say the same.” There was a taunting quality to Dinah’s voice now. “Just look at my brother, already planning the decorations for his wedding when he has not even made his proposal to the prospective bride yet. You seem awfully confident her answer will be yes. Augusta certainly seems interested but as you yourself said she definitely has a mind underneath that pretty face of hers and she might not be as susceptible to your charms as you expect.”

“Hmmmmm, shall we make this interesting?”

“Are you proposing a wager?”

“Precisely,” Edmund laughed again. “A gentleman’s wager, appropriate given most would say I am no more a gentleman than you are a lady. Whoever succeeds in ravishing the fair maiden of their heart’s desire wins.”

“Done. Though on that note I think it’s best we get back to your guests. Theodosia should be more than prepared for her starring role in this evening’s entertainment, assuming Richard hasn’t already completely worn her out. How those two haven’t tied the knot yet is truly a mystery.”

“I think they both are not inclined towards monogamy, which is why they are so suited for one another.” There was the scraping sound of a chair moving across the floor. “But you are right. Shall we?”

There was the sound of footsteps and Emily felt a moment of panic and quickly pressed herself up against the wall. Luck was with her, however, and when the door opened and the Hunter siblings emerged they turned in the opposite direction of where she was cowering and the darkness of the hallway seemed to obscure her from sight.

As the two disappeared down the hallway, Emily’s mind raced with what she had just overheard. It seems her worst suspicions were validated and Lord Edmund did have nefarious intentions towards Augusta. That in and of itself was not surprising. The same could not be said about the revelation that it seemed Lord Edmund’s sister seemed to have designs of her own upon her.

The young lady simply could not comprehend what this meant. Dinah was another woman, but the way she was speaking sounded almost like she intended to take her like a man would. How could such a thing even be possible? Could the Duke’s sister possibly be attracted to her? It seemed insane but Emily was not certain how else she could interpret what she had heard.

Shaking her head, Emily put aside these confusing thoughts. She would mull over them later. The important thing now was finding Augusta and telling her what she had learned. Surely once the older woman knew that Emily’s suspicions had been proven true and Lord Edmund had ill-intentions towards her honour she would immediately leave and they could put this entire strange incident behind them.

Reentering the ballroom, Emily scanned her eyes frantically through the room looking for Augusta. It seemed her luck had changed and despite the crowd she almost immediately spied the other woman across the room, seated on a rather plush looking sofa with a few other ladies.

As speedily as she could, Emily made her way across the ballroom floor, dodging between servants and guests alike. In no time at all she found herself on the far side of the room before Augusta.

The woman looked up and smiled when she saw her. “Ah, Emy! You have been gone for quite some time. I hope you have been enjoying yourself.”

Emily did her best to keep her voice calm. “My Lady, I must speak with you.”

“Very well, give me a few moments,” Augusta took a long sip from her wineglass and looked away towards the woman sitting next to her. To Emily’s dismay she realised it likely wasn’t the older woman’s first glass, judging by the rosy sheen on her cheeks. “Now you were saying, Jane -”

“Lady Augusta, I must speak with you now.”

That resulted in some indignant murmurs from the women surrounding Augusta and there was a flash of irritation in her eyes as she turned back to face Emily. The look softened when she saw the genuine urgency on the young woman’s face, however. “Very well. My ladies, will you forgive me and give us a moment?”

The other women rose from the sofa and Augusta patted the space beside her on it, bidding Emily to sit.

“Has something happened, Emy?” Augusta said with genuine concern as the young woman seated herself next to her. “If one of the gentlemen here has acted in a manner untoward to you tell me now and I will speak with Lord Edmund on the matter.”

“No, nothing like that,” Emily said and technically that was true. No man had made any untowards advances to her and even Dinah could not truthfully be described as doing that either. “Please listen, we must leave immediately -”

“What’s this?” A new yet familiar voice interjected. “Leaving so soon? That will not do at all.”

Emily recognised the voice and it belonged to the last person on earth she wished to see at this moment, Lord Edmund. The tall blonde man appeared before them, all but ignoring Emily as he looked down on Augusta with a smile.

“It is far from my wish, I assure you, Lord Edmund -” Augusta began.

“Please Augusta, I must again ask you not to be so formal.”

Augusta paused, her cheeks going just the tiniest bit redder at Edmund’s use of her first name. “Very well. As I was saying, Edmund, I have no wish to leave at this time, but it seems Emy is of a different mind. I was just asking her if anything untoward had happened.”

“If one of my guests has acted dishonourably I will of course see to it that he is properly reprimanded, I would not see either her or you by association so insulted,” Edmund huffed. “Though I cannot see how it could have happened. My sister Dinah was escorting her after all and I assure you she is not the type to be trifled with.”

“Yes, I got that distinct impression of her myself, which I admit makes me rather like her on short acquaintance,” Augusta narrowed her eyes quizzically. “Where is she by the way? Perhaps she could shed some light on this matter.”

Edmund gave a nonchalant shrug of his shoulders. “Unfortunately she has a part of her own to play alongside Theodosia in tonight’s entertainment and as it happens I was just about to have the affair get started.”

At Edmund’s words, Emily noted that the lights of the ballroom were beginning to dim and saw servants going to work at various points along the walls dousing the lamps. The room was quickly becoming quite dark, aside from a bright circle of illumination in the centre of the floor from the main chandelier. Guests were rather hurriedly removing themselves from this circle of light and Emily’s eyebrows shot up in curiosity when she saw a pair of servants carrying what looked to be a divan into the area. Whatever could that be for?

“Still,” Edmund’s voice returned Emily’s attention to matters at hand. “I will certainly take your lady companion’s word as enough on its own. I doubt you would employ someone with a dishonest character. Has something untoward happened, Emy?”

“No, nothing has happened -” Emily began.

“Then that settles things,” Edmund cut her off and turned to once again face Augusta. “Will excuse me for a moment while I briefly play master of ceremonies? I do hope you are not easily shocked, my entertainments tend to run a touch on the scandalous side.”

“I would expect nothing less,” Augusta actually laughed. “You will find, Edmund, that I am not some blushing innocent easily rendered speechless by some slight indiscretion. I can confidently say I am quite difficult to shock.”

“A lady after my own heart,” Edmund said, taking Augusta’s hand to plant a brief kiss upon the knuckles before turning and walking away.

The seconds that passed before Edmund was safely out of ear shot seemed to last an eternity to Emily. Once she judged it safe to talk she said, “Lady Augusta -”

“Later Emy,” Augusta raised a hand dismissively, her eyes locked on the retreating form of Edmund.

Emily tried again. “My Lady -”

“Later!” Augusta’s voice made it clear she would hear nothing further. She still continued to watch the figure of Edmund as he made his way to the centre of the ballroom, a smug little smile upon her face.

Knowing that continuing was futile, Emily slouched unhappily down on the sofa next to Augusta. It seems her efforts had not only failed, but actually backfired. Not only had she not succeeded in persuading Augusta to leave or even in relaying what she had learned of their host’s dishonourable intentions towards her, she had actually given Edmund the chance to play up being the courteous and mindful gentleman. And it seemed to have worked judging by Augusta’s reaction. It was clear that Edmund had caught her interest despite his ill reputed reputation. Perhaps even because of it, she somewhat ruefully concluded.

When Edmund reached the centre of the circle of illumination in the otherwise dark ballroom he gave a dramatic twirl so he was standing before the leather divan and raised his arms. “Welcome my friends, old and new, and thank you for coming tonight to my little party. Some of you are regular attendees of my soirees and some of you are here for the first time.”

The blonde man smirked. “To the latter, allow me a brief explanation before we begin this evening’s entertainment. At every one of my little soirees I like to be a generous host and provide my guests with an….offering for their gratification.”

The ballroom had fallen utterly silent when Edmund had begun speaking so the sudden sound of heels clicking against wood seemed to ring throughout the space almost deafeningly and out of the darkness on the far side of the room the figure of a woman emerged. Even from a distance and with her face half covered by a mask, Emily could tell that it was Theodosia. She was unmistakable with her fiery red hair and low cut dress.

Edmund took Theodosia’s hand and guided her towards the divan, which she proceeded to perch upon. “Behold, our offering!”

Raising Theodosia’s hand to his face, Edmund briefly kissed it before releasing it from his own. Theodosia demurely folded her hands onto her lap and continued to sit upon the divan as the blonde man walked away.

“Now whatever might this be?” Augusta whispered as Edmund returned.

“You shall see soon enough, my dear,” Edmund said smoothly as he seated himself on the sofa on the opposite side of Augusta to Emily. “Now hush and be patient, it is about to begin.”

For a few long moments nothing happened aside from a low murmuring filling the room from the watching guests. Theodosia continued to perch primly upon the divan, saying and doing nothing but clearly relishing being the centre of attention. Then the clicking sound of feet upon the floor filled the room again and two more figures emerged from the darkness.

One Emily immediately recognised to be Edmund’s sister, Dinah. The tall blonde woman stalked almost predatorily across the floor in the direction of Theodosia. Beside her was the figure of a man that Emily eventually recognised as Richard Godwin, the friend of Edmund’s who had been with him when he had greeted them at the townhouse’s entrance.

The two parted and walked around different ends of the divan so they came around the front and ended up flanking Theodosia, one on either side of her. The sitting woman raised her hand and it was taken by Richard, who raised it to his lips. Once her hand was released, Theodosia then offered it to Dinah, who took it and likewise kissed it as if she were a man, though she somehow managed to look not the least bit unfeminine as she did the act.

Emily realised her heart was once again thumping wildly in her chest as the air felt almost heavy with anticipation of something. Beside her she felt the sofa shift and realised Augusta had leaned forward, watching her friend with apparent interest as she sat between the tall figures towering above her.

And then both the two standing masked figures each extended a hand towards Theodosia, who took them with her own and rose from the divan. For a moment she simply stood between the two and then both reached around behind her and began to undo the laces of her ballgown.

A gasp slipped from Emily’s mouth as she released what was happening, almost unable to believe what was occurring before her very eyes. The murmuring of the guests rose in crescendo as the black fabric of Theodosia’s gown slipped down her lush figure and pooled around her ankles. She wore nothing underneath which meant she was now utterly naked before everyone save for her jewellery and the mask which covered the upper half of her face.

Theodosia appeared utterly unbothered by her nakedness, which only seemed to add to the raw sexual allure that was almost wafting off of her. Her lustrous skin, liberally dotted with freckles, seemed to glow under the illumination of the chandelier. Her high, full breasts were capped with the large, dark nipples of a true redhead which was also attested to by the thin strip of fiery red hair above her otherwise bare sex. Emily released she was staring but could not look away from the mesmerising sight before her, even as she realised her own sex was growing wet and aching even more intensely than it had before.

Turning, Theodosia wrapped her arms around the back of Richard’s neck and brought her lips to his in a kiss, which he greedily returned. The man’s own arms reached down to cup Theodosia’s large, round bum, gripping both perky cheeks with his hands.

As this happened, Dinah was not idle either. Emily’s eyes went wide as saucers as she saw the tall blonde slide herself up against Theodosia from behind, positively fusing her front against the other woman’s back. Tossing aside her red curls, Dinah brought her lips to the crook of the redhead’s neck and began to suck upon it. Her hands drifted around to Theodosia’s front, palming her breasts and plucking at the large nipples that seemed to be rapidly stiffening under the blonde woman’s attentions and soon they were sticking out almost an inch in length.

Emily’s mind was telling her to look away. That what was happening before her was wrong. Sinful. And the same could be said of her for watching. Yet her body did not seem to be listening to her mind. It felt hot, almost feverish, in a way the young woman had never felt before. With every deep, uneven breath she could feel the sensation of her rock hard nipples brushing against the bodice of her dress and even this faint contact seemed to shoot bolts of pleasure directly to her vagina, which was beginning to feel a hot, burning sensation Emily had never experienced before except occasionally when she had awoken in the middle of the night from vivid, only half remembered dreams she always tried to forget.

Breaking her kiss with Richard, Theodosia turned herself around and then initiated one with Dinah, who returned it passionately. Her mouth gaping open like a fish with shock at such a lewd act between two women, Emily watched breathlessly as the blonde woman brought her hands down to caress the redhead’s bottom, raking her long nails across the tender flesh of her rear. Richard, not to be left out it seemed, stepped forward and took up Dinah’s previous role of palming and kneading at Theodosia’s breasts. He planted kisses along the woman’s neck as he did this, sometimes even biting at it lightly with his teeth.

Not that Theodosia seemed to mind at all. Muffled moans, stifled against Dinah’s ravaging lips, began to come from the woman as she stood sandwiched between the pair as they continued to commit their pleasurable assault on her body. Richard thrust forward with his hips and began to almost rut himself against her and Theodosia responded by jutting her bum back so she could grind herself against him. Dinah, thwarted from continuing her caresses of the redhead’s bottom, slipped her hands around her front to openly cup her vagina. At the touch of Dinah’s fingers upon her quim, Theodosia tipped her head back, breaking free of the kiss she had been lost in, and openly moaned aloud. The sound rang through the ballroom.

This seemed to signal a change, as both Richard and Dinah released their hold on Theodosia. Emily heard a rustling sound beside her and she realised that Augusta was leaning even further forward, staring with rapt attention as her friend was led by the hand to the far end of the divan by Dinah, who took the woman by the hip and almost roughly shoved her forward so she was lying on her stomach along the length of it.

As she did this, Richard slid his frock coat from his shoulders and dropped it to the ground before pulling his crisp white shirt from the waist of his trousers and unbuttoning it so it too could join his jacket on the floor. The man was slender but still well muscled, with a well defined chest and shoulders. His hands almost immediately went to the belt of his dark trousers and began to unbuckle it.

As the man continued to undress, Dinah leaned down and pulled a length of chain from underneath the divan with a leather cuff attached to the end of it. Emily gasped aloud, the sound lost in the murmured approval of the crowd of onlookers, as the blonde proceeded to lock it shut around the ankle of Theodosia. The other woman made no effort to resist at all and pliantly allowed her other leg to be similarly restrained and then both of her wrists.

Just as Theodosia’s last wrist was locked up in the cuff, Richard’s trousers dropped to the floor around his ankles leaving him utterly naked. His penis dangled heavily between his legs and was already semi-hard. Emily had to concede it seemed to be quite large, though she had no real frame of reference.

Her eyes seemed to be drawn more towards Theodosia. The naked redhead was staring up hungrily from where she lay bound upon the divan as Richard stepped forward so his penis was just before her beautiful face. She parted her lips and leaned forward but the man pulled back at the last second. Theodosia pouted and when Richard drew near again she once again arched her head up and moved towards his cock, to do what Emily was not quite sure, but again the man teasingly pulled away.

“Please!” Theodosia spoke for the first time, her voice a mixture of playfulness and genuine pleading. “Please Sir, let me have your cock.”

Richard stepped forward once again and this time he did not pull back as Theodosia lifted her head up and planted a kiss upon the mushroom shaped tip of his penis. Emily’s eyes went so wide she would not have been surprised had they fallen out of their sockets onto the floor below, shocked to her very core that a woman would put her mouth on a man in such a fashion, but Richard groaned aloud as she did this, clearly pleased by it, and his penis began to stiffen and grow even larger.

Theodosia almost reverently planted a pair of kisses on Richard’s balls and then shot out her pink tongue to swirl it around the base of his cock. At another appreciative groan from the man, she licked her tongue up the underside of his shaft till she reached the tip. Parting her lips, she then proceeded to wrap them around the bulbed tip and begin to suck.

Despite the lewd scene playing out between the two, Emily found herself looking at Dinah. The other woman was not being idle as Theodosia sucked away at Richard’s swollen penis. Her hands had immediately gone to the laces of her own dress, which she undid with nimble fingers. Emily’s stomach did not so much as swoop as complete an entire backflip at the sight of pale, creamy skin that was revealed as Dinah’s gown slid down her body to the floor.

The tall blonde wore a black corset that ended just below her large breasts, leaving them entirely on display while lifting them up high on her chest. The plump, round mounds were capped with puffy pink nipples that were rock hard and already jutting out from her breasts. Other than black stockings and a lacey black garter belt, Dinah wore nothing else. Almost immediately, Emily’s eyes dipped down to stare at the other woman’s pussy and realised it was shaved completely bare leaving it fully visible. Her own cunt seemed to clench momentarily from the sight and the young woman almost moaned aloud.

Dinah bent down and lifted up what Emily thought must have been a thin decorative belt that had been paired with her now discarded gown. Taking it between both hands, she snapped the leather between them and stepped forward so she stood behind the bound form of Theodosia.

CRACK!

Emily jumped in surprise as Dinah lifted up the belt with one hand and brought it sharply down on Theodosia’s shapely bum. As the leather cut across both round cheeks, a cracking sound rang through the room and the flesh jiggled from the blow. Theodosia’s body trembled in reaction but the strangled groan that flew from her mouth, somewhat stifled by the cock within it, almost sounded like one of pleasure. Was the redheaded woman pleased by such rough treatment? As baffling as the idea was to Emily it seemed undeniable that she was; she actually arched her back to better jut her bum up into the air, as if asking for another blow, even as she made no move to stop sucking Richard’s erect penis with ever greater enthusiasm.

CRACK! CRACK!

Dinah obliged and brought her belt down upon the other woman’s bum twice more in rapid succession. Each time the room was filled with the cracking sound of leather cutting into soft skin and the accompanying pained wail from Theodosia, stifled around Richard’s penis. The chains holding her wrists rattled, as if she sought to bring her hands back to soothe her poor abused bum, already decorated with a trio of angry red streaks left behind in the aftermath of Dinah’s belt, but she did not cease her sucking of Richard’s erection and actually wiggled her bottom in an almost teasing fashion in invite further blows.

This time it seemed the bound woman was to be disappointed, as Dinah dropped the belt onto the floor and then knelt down on her knees behind Theodosia. Reaching out with her hands, she ran them gently over the twin cheeks of the redhead’s abused rear, fingers lightly caressing the skin. A muffled moan came from Theodosia and she sought to arch more of her bottom into Dinah’s hands but the other woman gave a quick swat to one cheek, as if in warning, and obediently the redhead ceased her movements.

Grinning triumphantly, Dinah bent her head down and planted a wet, open mouthed kiss on one cheek and then licked her tongue along the entire length of one angry, red streak. As Theodosia squealed delightfully in response, Dinah repeated the same act with the other cheek. She then bent her head even lower and shot out her tongue, licking it upwards between the other woman’s legs.

Emily’s cheeks burnt as if on fire as she realised what the woman was doing. Was she actually licking Theodosia’s quim? Every time the young lady thought she had lost all capacity to be shocked further it seemed she was proven wrong.

Theodosia certainly seemed to appreciate Dinah’s efforts and when the blonde woman began using her lips as well as her tongue between the legs of the bound redhead she let out a strangled gasp and tried to buck back with her hips. Dinah grabbed them though with her hands and held them in place as she continued to give leisurely flicks with her tongue on Theodosia’s cunt, occasionally pressing her lips to it to briefly suck.

Then Richard pulled his cock free of Theodosia’s mouth with a plop and walked around to the woman’s rear, his erect penis now a deep red colour and glistening with the redhead’s saliva. Dinah rose to her feet and exchanged places with the man. Theodosia groaned in protest at the sudden absence of the tall blonde’s mouth but she quieted when Dinah came to a stop before her, one hand going to spread open the lips of her labia in an almost lewd fashion, revealing the pink folds beyond.

The implied command was clear and Theodosia eagerly latched her mouth onto the other woman’s cunt. From this new angle Emily had a better view of what was happening and she could actually see the redhead’s tongue lathing itself up and down the length of Dinah’s slit. Her clitoris actually throbbed at the sight and for a second she imagined herself in Theodosia’s position. What would the other woman’s quim taste like? Shame immediately flared through her at such an improper thought but it somehow seemed inconsequential to the other new, alien feelings racing through her young body.

So mesmerised by the sight of Theodosia licking Dinah’s cunt was Emily that she had almost entirely forgotten the presence of Richard. When the man had positioned himself behind Theodosia and couched down between her bound legs he proceeded to thrust forward with his hips so he buried his erect penis into the redhead’s cunt to the very hilt.

Emily should not be shocked by this, given all the other lewd, erotic acts that had already played out before her eyes, but somehow she still was. As Theodosia groaned in delight against Dinah’s pussy, it sunk in that she was watching the bound woman openly copulate with a man. A man who was not her husband! And judging by lack of discomfort felt by Theodosia when Richard had penetrated her this was obviously not the other woman’s first time doing so. She suddenly remembered the conversation she had overheard between the Hunter siblings earlier. Clearly Richard and Theodosia were regular partners in this act. Was Dinah also a frequent participant? Others?

It all flew in the face of the prim and proper upbringing Emily had grown up with. How she had been raised with the knowledge a woman should never allow anyone to touch her who was not her husband; should not even touch herself for that matter. She had always assumed that was how things were. It would seem she had been very wrong.

Now it was Dinah groaning aloud as Theodosia continued to eagerly lick and suck on her cunt as she was simultaneously ploughed by Richard’s cock. Fisting her hands into the bound woman’s red curls, Dinah began grinding her pussy against Theodosia’s lips. Panting breathlessly, the blonde woman tipped her head back, eyes clenched shut behind her mask as if she was straining for something. Then suddenly her entire body tensed and then began to shudder and she howled loudly in delight.

A rustling sound next to her distracted Emily from the erotic show that had captivated her attention. Looking over she saw Augusta had her arms wrapped around Edmund and her lips were locked together with his in a passionate kiss. The infamous rake had one arm draped across the woman’s shoulders while the other was snaking its way up Augusta’s leg and underneath her skirts. Whatever he was doing was clearly enjoyable for Augusta groaned against his lips and one of her hands dropped down to wantonly cup an obvious bulge in the Duke’s trousers.

Emily felt that she should object to what she was seeing but she felt speechless. Tearing her eyes away, as if by not seeing what was happening it somehow would cease to be, the young woman realised that Augusta and Edmund were not the only two who seemed to have been overcome by the lewd entertainment playing out in the centre of the ballroom. Couples and in some cases even threesomes could be seen everywhere along the shadowy edges of the room. The darkness obscured most of what was happening but Emily could fill in the blanks. And just next to the sofa she was seated on she saw a masked man sitting on an armchair pulling down his trousers as a similarly masked woman kneeling between his legs leaned forward to take his newly freed erection in her mouth.

Rising shakily to her feet, Emily blindly fled. She no longer was thinking of Augusta and protecting her employer's honour or really of anything at all other than her sudden, intense desire to escape from this deviant nightmare she seemed to have found herself in. Just get away from it all. That was what mattered. Get away and somehow regain control of herself and then she would think of what to do next. Surely there must be some way she could still extricate both Augusta, and more importantly herself, from this perilous situation they had found themselves in.

Running between groping couples while trying to drown out the moans of pleasure that were filling the ballroom, Emily saw an open doorway. Without thinking she ran through it into a dark hallway beyond.

PANTING FOR BREATH as if she had just run a country mile and not just a few dozen yards, Emily leaned against one of the walls of the hallway and tried to stop her mind from racing. Part of her still could not believe what she had just witnessed. Only the sound of the wanton debauchery she could hear coming from the doorway leading to the ballroom she had just fled from convinced her she had not just been overcome with some mad fit.

Despite herself Emily could not help but remember what had just transpired in the ballroom, memories of what she had seen filling the young woman’s mind’s eye. Above all they seemed to be memories of Dinah. The tall blonde’s nearly naked body illuminated underneath the light of the chandelier. Her large, firm breasts. Her bare cunt. How she had cracked her belt across Theodosia’s bum to the redhead’s evident delight. The way she had teasingly licked the other woman’s cunt. How she had shuddered as Theodosia had worshipped her own pussy and howled in ecstasy when she experienced what had obviously been sexual release.

And then Emily began inserting herself into those memories. She imagined herself naked and bound to the divan, looking up at the towering figure of Dinah. She tried to conceive of how it would feel to have the other woman flay her belt across her bum; surely it would hurt terribly but would she also feel the same pleasure Theodosia evidently had? Herself licking and sucking on the other woman’s cunt. Her clenching and then shuddering in pleasure as she orgasmed from Dinah’s mouth on her own virginal vagina.

The sound of approaching feet shook Emily from the lust filled haze she had fallen into and she blanched in dismay as a couple exited the ballroom through the door she had come through just moments before. She pressed herself up against the wall, wishing she could just disappear into the darkness, but her efforts proved unnecessary. The couple, a man and woman, seemed utterly absorbed in one another and did not spare Emily so much as a glance as they walked past her, arms wrapped around one another as they groped each other with lustfully abandon.

Pausing just past Emily, the two kissed, the man’s hands going to caress the woman’s breasts as they slipped under the hem of her low neckline. The woman moaned hotly but not to be outdone she reached down and fondled the man’s cock through the fabric of his trousers, eliciting a stifled groan against her lips. Again Emily found herself imagining she was part of the lewd act playing out before her only she became the woman and Dinah took on the role of the man.

Breaking the kiss, the couple disappearing down the dark hallway, clearly seeking somewhere private to continue what they were doing. Emily pressed her face into her shaking, sweaty hands and desperately tried to suppress the sinful thoughts she seemed unable to escape. Oh whatever had come over her? How could she be thinking such things? And about another woman worst of all!

“There you are, I was looking for you.”

Emily immediately recognised the voice and looked up to see Dinah herself standing next to her. The other woman still wore her mask and had a black, silky robe draped over her body that was belted shut at the waist, yet somehow Emily knew underneath she was just as naked as she had been back in the ballroom just minutes ago.

“Get away from me,” Emily said without thinking, shrinking back against the wall. The memory of Dinah had been bad enough. Finding herself once again in the other woman’s bewitching presence was the last thing she needed.

“Emy is everything alright?” Dinah stepped forward and Emily was suddenly keenly away how she was now boxed in between the older woman and the wall behind her. “Has something happened?”

Her voice was calm and almost sounded concerned, but Emily could see a predatory gleam in Dinah’s eyes. “Has something happened? Of course it has. I saw what you did just now with Theodosia.”

A smile appeared on Dinah’s lips which could only be described as wolfish and the other woman leaned in closer. All Emily found she could think of was how much taller Dinah was than her; how it made her feel so very small and helpless before her. Why did that cause an erotic tingle to run down her spine?

“Oh so you saw my little show? I am so happy, I hope you were there in the crowd watching me. Did you enjoy it?”

“No!” Emily spat out the lie without even thinking, panic rising within her along with what could only be described as lust. “It was sinful. Unnatural. Disgusting.”

If Dinah took offence at Emily’s words there was no sign of it on her face but her smile turned wicked in a way that made the young woman’s body shudder and her pussy ache in an indescribably delicious way. “People would say much the same thing about my brother’s behaviour in general. Yet some of the most upstanding and prominent members of the Ton are here tonight at his party and just moments ago were revelling in the little entertainment that was put on for them. And now they are indulging in the same sinful, unnatural desires that by daylight they self-righteously condemn, because what else could be expected at one of the infamous soirees put on by the rakish Lord Hunter and his tarty sister. Personally Emy, I find hypocrisy to be the most condemnable sin of all.”

Dinah lifted one of her hands and gently ran her fingers down Emily’s cheek. The touch upon her skin was light, almost feathery, but it made her whimper all the same. Frozen to the spot, her feet suddenly incapable of moving, she realised Dinah was leaning even closer and her eyes dipped down to her full red lips. A whimper escaped her own. “Please….”

“Please what, Emy?” Dinah whispered hotly, her fingers trailing down the girl’s face and reaching her throat, brushing over the skin of it. “Please stop? If you truly want that, my sweet, just say so now and I will. Say so at any time in what is about to occur and I will. Simply tell me to stop at any moment and I will. I promise you that, Emy. I will do nothing to you that you do not want. Nothing to you that you do not consent to. Do you believe me, Emy?”

Emily’s throat was suddenly as dry as she imagined the Egyptian desert to be but somehow she made herself speak. “Yes.”

“Good girl,” Dinah said praisefully and at those two words Emily felt her clitoris tighten within her most private place. The older woman’s fingers played for a moment with the hem of the young lady’s neckline and then began running across her collarbones. Even through the material of her dress they seemed to almost burn the skin underneath. “So do you want me to stop, Emy? Or do you want me to show you just how much pleasure those sinful, unnatural acts can inspire in this innocent young body of yours? The passion I can awaken in it? The things I can do to it? Do you want that, Emy? Do you want to submit to me? To be dominated by me?”

“Yes!” To her shock the word flew from Emily’s lips without even thinking and even more shockingly she realised she meant it. “Yes Dinah, please.”

Suddenly Dinah’s face grew stern to Emily’s confusion. Had she somehow displeased the older woman. She felt Dinah’s fingers leave her chest and settled around her neck, the grip light but the underlying message clear. “Your first lesson, dear, is that you call me either ‘Mistress’ or ‘Mistress Dinah’. Do you understand me, Emy?”

“Yes Mistress,” Emily almost stumbled over the words in her eagerness to get them out. “I’m sorry, Mistress….Mistress Dinah please….”

“Hush,” Dinah’s face immediately softened and her hand left Emily’s throat to comfortingly cup her cheek again. The other woman’s touch immediately seemed to have a calming effect on the young woman. “I know this is new to you, Emy. I promise I will be gentle with you, though not too gentle as I somehow doubt that is what either of us want. But I know this is your first time. On that note, my sweet, have you ever been kissed before?”

Emily’s cheeks burnt so hotly for a second she thought they might ignite into flames. She shook her head. “No, Mistress Dinah.”

For all the embarrassment the young lady felt at confessing just how inexperienced she was, she noted Dinah’s eyes gleamed with a new hunger at the admission. “Well well, I had my suspicions but I am pleased to hear them confirmed. That is something I shall happily rectify.”

And then Dinah closed the few inches of distance that still separated them and Emily gave a squeak as she felt the other woman’s lips press up against her own. For a moment she was stunned at the realisation that Dinah was kissing her. Her first! And then as the blonde began to apply more pressure the capacity for thought seemed to leave her completely.

Dinah’s lips were soft but insistent as they kissed Emily’s own. Without thinking Emily found herself returning the kiss, body shuddering from the pleasure suddenly coursing through her veins. She was immediately aware of the other woman’s body pressed up against her own, the heat of it that seemed to radiate through both of their clothing. She felt a pair of hard points that she realised must be Dinah’s nipples and when they brushed against her own she moaned aloud.

Seizing the opportunity this presented, Dinah thrust her tongue ruthlessly between Emily’s parted lips into the depths of her mouth beyond. Taken totally by surprise by the sudden feeling of the tall blonde’s silky tongue, the young lady could only stand there and pliantly accept this as Dinah began ravaging her mouth with it, thrusting in and out mercilessly. Her body felt as if it was made of jelly and she found herself melting against the other woman. Dinah caught her by the shoulders with her hands and held her steady, however, even as she continued to deepen the kiss even further, almost overpowering Emily with the ferocity of Dinah’s lips assault on her own.

Her head spinning, Emily tentatively reached out with her own tongue to meet Dinah’s. The other woman almost growled in response, clearly pleased by what she had done and the young woman began to lathe her tongue against Dinah’s with growing confidence. She almost felt as if she was drunk, her senses totally overwhelmed by what was happening. All she could think of was the feeling of Dinah’s body against hers. The scent of the other woman’s perfume filling her nostrils. How wonderfully the blonde’s mouth felt as it plundered her own. She never wanted the kiss to end.

But end it eventually did, the need for air overcoming the mutual desire in both women to continue. As Dinah broke the kiss and took a step back, Emily panted breathlessly and instinctively tried to follow her, keenly missing the feeling of the older woman’s body against her own. Dinah’s hands tightened their grip on the young lady’s shoulders, however, stopping her from doing so and pinning her in place. This strange, alien feeling of being held tightly by the other woman, almost as if she was restrained in some way, made Emily’s entire body tingle deliciously, between her legs in the depths of her cunt most of all.

A wicked smile appeared on Dinah’s face. “How did you enjoy your first kiss, Emy? Was it everything you dreamed of?”

“Oh Mistress Dinah,” Emily swooned. “It was more than I ever imagined. Please Mistress, kiss me again.”

Dinah’s smile took on a taunting quality, almost cruel quality, but the sight made Emily’s pussy ache worse than ever so she actually whimpered. “Is that what you really want, my sweet? I have given you just a taste of what I can do to you. Do you want me to show you more?”

“Yes Mistress!” Emily said eagerly, heart pounding in her chest like a bird trying to take flight at the unspoken promise in those words.

“Good, I intend to do so,” Dinah said, eyes blazing triumphantly. “First though, I think we should retire somewhere more private. Follow me, my dear.”


Chapter Four: Spanked by the Rake’s Sister

EMILY SILENTLY FOLLOWED as Dinah guided her up the staircase leading to the upper floors of the Hunter family townhouse, the older woman gripping her firmly by the elbow as she did so.

The upper hallways of the house were dark and abandoned at this hour. Emily allowed Dinah to lead her, the other woman seemed to know where she was going and she herself did not have the first clue.

Now that she had a moment to think, Emily could feel a shadow of apprehension begin to assert itself through the lust still bubbling within her young body. Innocent that she was, Emily knew she was only vaguely aware of the details of what a man and woman did together in the carnal act. Dinah was another woman however, which added an entire new layer of questions to the whole matter. While the domineering, older woman seemed to have been perfectly comfortable taking on the role of the man in what had transpired between them so far, and Emily could not deny it had been infinitely pleasurable, surely she was lacking in some of the essential parts that only a man was equipped with. What exactly was it that Dinah intended to do to her?

Whatever her mind might be worrying over, however, her body seemed not to care, still tingling from the memory of what had just transpired only minutes ago. With surprising ease, Emily quashed the nagging doubts over the unknown imminent future. Whatever it was Dinah had planned surely it would be pleasurable, if their brief encounter before was anything to judge by, and the young woman was hungry for more. Besides, she remembered Dinah’s promise that if Emily wanted her to stop, all she had to do was say so and she would stop. And she believed her. Some part of her knew that Dinah was being truthful when she promised her that.

Dinah halted before a door in the hallway; it appeared they had reached their destination. Opening it, the older woman gestured for Emily to enter. Taking a deep breath to steady herself, the young lady did so.

Stepping inside, Emily found herself blinking as her eyes tried to adjust to the dark interior. The room was illuminated only by a small fire crackling away in a marble-fronted fireplace and a candelabra sitting on a small table in one corner. The faint lighting left much of the space cloaked in shadows but Emily could make out a rather large looking bed that dominated the centre of it. Her cheeks heated momentarily but Emily quickly fought to suppress it as she chided herself. She was not that much of a naive innocent. Of course there would be a bed for...whatever Dinah intended to do with her.

A thud announced the door closing behind her and Emily’s ears heard the clicking sound of Dinah’s heels as the woman walked around to stand before her. “Do you still wish to do this, my sweet?”

Emily swallowed but her voice was steady when she answered. “Yes, Mistress.”

Dinah smiled in a positively predatory fashion which made Emily’s cunt clench. “Very well then. Take off your dress.”

The command was clear and after a second’s hesitation Emily reached around behind her back and began unlacing her gown, trembling fingers fumbling a little with the strings. Why in the Lord’s name had she knotted them this tightly?

Her dress slid down her pale shoulders as Emily unlaced it and when she was done she tugged it down so it pooled on the ground around her ankles. Now standing before Dinah in nothing but her corset and underthings and the mask that still half covered her face, she stretched her arms back again to reach for the laces of the former.

She halted as she heard an irritated tisk from Dinah. “And what are you doing now?”

Emily stood frozen to the spot, trying to realise what it was she had done to irk the other woman. “Mistress….you said -”

“I said for you to take off your dress,” Dinah’s eyes visibly narrowed through the eyeholes of her own mask as she cut the younger woman off mid sentence. “Listen carefully to this next lesson, dear. You do nothing unless I tell you to. Do you understand me?”

Wordlessly, Emily nodded and dropped her hands by her sides.

“Good girl.” Again those two words made Emily’s entire body fill with a delightful bubbly feeling.

And then Emily’s eyes went wide as Dinah’s hands went to the belt of her robe and untied it. Slipping the silky material off, the tall blonde stood proudly without the slightest hint of self-consciousness, her body illuminated by the crackling fire behind her.

The young woman drank in the sight. Somehow up close Dinah’s nearly naked body was even more captivating than before. Her tall, large breasts jutting out from above her black corset, capped with those long, puffy pink nipples. Her wide hips that flared out from her narrow waist. Above all Emily’s eyes were drawn between the other woman’s legs, to her bare vagina. Her labia lips were swollen and engorged and had a faint pinkish colour that contrasted with her creamy skin, clearly aroused.

Dinah raised a hand beckoningly. “Come to me, my sweet.”

Emily needed no urging and quickly walked towards her mistress. Had she really just thought of Dinah that way? It seems she had.

Taking the younger woman’s face between both her hands, Dinah leaned forward and kissed her. It was demanding and rough, her tongue almost immediately forcing its way into Emily’s mouth and meeting no resistance. The girl shuddered under the assault, pleasure surging through her body, and immediately met the other woman’s tongue with her own.

Dinah’s hands left Emily’s face and grabbed at the young woman’s bloomer clad bum, fingers gripping at the flesh underneath almost possessively through the thin material. A moan welled up in Emily’s throat at the other woman’s caresses, stifled against the tongue busily plundering her mouth. Without thinking she reached out with her own hands, running them over Dinah’s hips.

The moment she touched Dinah, however, her mistress broke the kiss with a furious hiss and stepped back. “Did I tell you to touch me, Emy?”

Confusion filled Emily even as she felt her body protest the sudden absence of the other woman. “No Mistress, but -”

SLAP!

Stinging pain appeared in Emily’s cheek as Dinah slapped her hard across the face. Whimpering, Emily raised one hand to cup the sore flesh. To her shock however she felt her clitoris almost throb in reaction to the pain. Had she just enjoyed Dinah slapping her? Why on earth would that be the case?

Dinah’s face showed not the slightest trace of pity. “But nothing, Emy. Already you forget your latest lesson. You do nothing unless I tell you to. It seems some correction is in order to drive the point home.

Heels clicking on the floor, Dinah walked past Emily. A flash of terror filled the young lady as for a moment she thought Dinah meant to leave altogether. Relief quickly followed when instead the older woman perched herself on the edge of the bed.

Looking at Emily coldly, Dinah patted her lap. “Over my knee, dear.”

Emily blinked, utterly baffled. “Mistress….what do you mean?”

Dinah’s eyes narrowed threateningly. “Are you disobeying me, Emy? I warn you that the longer you make me wait the dearer the consequences will be.”

After a second of hesitation, Emily walked across the room towards Dinah. Heart pounding madly, she gingerly laid herself across the other woman’s lap as instructed. Her mind was racing as she tried to guess what it was that her mistress intended.

A squeak flew from her lips as she felt Dinah’s fingers on her bum, her hand cupping it half lovingly, half possessively. “What a lovely bottom you have, Emy. So cute and round. I will so enjoy this.”

“Mistress Dinah, please,” Emily asked, trying to quiet her wildly thumping heart, still utterly lost. “What are you going to do?”

A dark chuckle followed. “Oh my sweet, innocent Emy. If you are going to be a bad little girl for me, then I intend to spank you like one.”

“No please!” Emily’s hands immediately shot back to cup her bum, shielding it protectively. “Please Mistress. I’m sorry I was bad. Please don’t spank me.”

“Are you going to be difficult, Emy?” Dinah crooned. “Very well, it seems that before I give this luscious bum of yours the discipline it so richly deserves I will have to take steps to ensure you do not interfere.”

Emily felt Dinah’s strong hands grab her own and pull them up away from her bum. Crossing them together at the small of her back she felt cool silk wrap around her wrists and realised it must be the belt from her mistress’s robe. With quick efficiency, Dinah knotted the silk around her wrists, binding them behind her back.

Instinctively, Emily tugged against her silken restraints trying to break free. It was futile however. It seemed Dinah knew her craft well and the deceptively fragile silk did not give in the least. Emily whimpered as an intense feeling of vulnerability filled her as she realised the full extent of her predicament. To her confusion however, the aching feeling in her most private place only seemed to intensify.

“Emy,” Dinah’s voice was suddenly soft, showing no sign of its previous coldness and instead sounding warm and reassuring. “Do you want to stop? Remember what I told you, dear. I will do nothing to you that you do not consent to.”

A little to the girl’s shock, Emily realised she did not want Dinah to stop. Yes the prospect of being spanked by her was daunting and more than a little frightening, but she was also aware that she was more aroused than she could ever recall feeling in her entire life. And she trusted Dinah. Her mistress would stop if it proved to be too much for her. Somehow she knew this was true.

“No,” Emily said quietly. “Don’t stop, Mistress. Punish me. I want you to.”

Emily could almost feel the triumphant smile her words inspired. “Good girl.”

SLAP!

Without warning Dinah’s hand lifted up off of Emily’s bum and then came back down to deliver a forceful slap across both of the young lady’s bum cheeks. Emily squealed aloud at the stinging pain that followed in its wake but then gasped as the older woman followed up by rubbing her hand lightly over both of them in a soothing fashion.

SLAP!

After this brief moment of respite Dinah spanked Emily’s bum again, this time with even more force than before. Again a pained squeal flew from the girl’s lips at the stinging pain that flashed through her bottom. Despite this, she could not deny the accompanying rush of pleasure that rose up in the depths of her cunt at the same time; it seemed to clench in delight in response.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

Dinah now began alternating her strikes, spanking first one bloomer clad cheek of Emily’s pert bum and then the other. Each blow had more force behind it than the last and the young woman could feel the skin of her bottom beginning to grow hot and inflamed under the expert spanking being administered by her mistress. As she groaned in pain from each fresh slap of Dinah’s hand upon her rear, Emily could feel her eyes beginning to grow moist as tears welled up within them. Somehow worse than the pain, however, was the teasing pleasure building within her rapidly moistening pussy.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Yes, dear,” Dinah crooned as Emily finally let loose a breathless, tearful sob at her latest blow. The older woman’s voice was hot and filled with relish, clearly savouring the pain she was inflicting upon the bound young woman. “I know it hurts, dear. It has to, I am afraid. How else will I drive the lesson home, Emy? Teach you to be a good girl I know you can be? I am afraid you will just have to take it, my sweet. Be a brave girl for me and perhaps I shall reward you afterwards.”

The tall blonde’s surprisingly tender words barely registered with Emily. Part of her still could barely believe the situation she found herself in. Bent over another woman’s knee in only her underthings, arms bound behind her back as she was spanked like a naughty little girl caught stealing sweets from the kitchen.

As new as it all was, Emily could not deny that it excited her and each fresh new blow upon her rapidly reddening bum only seemed to spike the arousal in her most private place even higher. The feeling in her pussy was almost maddening, it was so hot and wet, and she realised she desperately wanted to be touched there. Her hands jerked and tugged against their silk bondage, not trying to free herself to shield her bum from further abuse but instead to reach down between her legs and grant her cunt some sweet relief. It was all in vain though. The expertly tied knots binding her wrists did not give. All Emily could do was continue to lie across Dinah’s lap, sobbing from the pain and the growing frustration of her untouched vagina, as she felt hot tears begin to freely spill down her cheeks.

SLAP!

Another blow struck Emily’s poor bum and her entire body tensed in anticipation of the next one but it never came. Instead she felt Dinah’s hand once again come down to cup her inflamed bum cheeks, rubbing and kneading soothingly at them. At the older woman’s touch, the young woman’s body relaxed across Dinah’s knees, still sobbing softly from the lingering pain of her spanking as her cunt ached harder than ever at the pleasurable feelings invoked by her mistress’s hand caressing her bum.

“There now, Emy,” Dinah’s voice was warm and loving as she continued to massage the young woman’s poor abused bum. “Good girl, taking your spanking so bravely for me. Hush now and let me make you feel better, you have earned a little respite.”

Dinah’s voice enveloped Emily almost like an embrace and she felt a tingle of pride fill her at the older woman’s praising words. Her mistress was pleased with her. She could not help a little smile from breaking out on her face. “Thank you, Mistress Dinah.”

And then Emily felt Dinah’s hands toying with the hem of her bloomers. “Hmmmmm, I think the rest of your spanking will be delivered on your bare bottom, my sweet. The experience is truly unparalleled I assure you.”

With that Dinah grabbed Emily’s bloomers by the hem and yanked them down to the middle of the young lady’s thighs. Emily’s cheeks burned and turned red. It was surprising that she should feel embarrassed, given everything that had already occurred between herself and Dinah, but she was still left self-conscious by the knowledge that her bum was now completely on display along with a renewed feeling of vulnerability. Both only seemed to be feeding the excitement racing through her veins, however, and Emily let out a little gasp as she felt the little pearl that was her clit quivering in approval.

However, her poor bum, still so very sore from the spanking it had already endured, clenched its cheeks in protest and Emily found herself once again tugging at the silk binding her wrists. “Mistress please….please, I’ve been a good girl and learned my lesson….please don’t spank me anymore….”

“Silence,” Dinah cut off her babbling, her voice once again growing stern. “I know what my good girl needs and right now that’s a good, hard bare bottom spanking. How can I not after seeing this cute little bum of yours in all its glory. I do not think I have ever seen one more fit to be spanked.”

Emily only whimpered and sensing the young woman’s continued distress, Dinah placed her hand comfortingly on one of her bum cheeks, cupping it lightly, and her voice softened. “If you truly wish to stop, Emy, you have only to say so and I will. You know that. Somehow I do not think you will. You do not really want me to stop. You want me to continue because I think for all your tears and wails you’re enjoying this.”

With that Dinah’s hand slid down the round cheek of Emily’s bum and reached between her legs. As the young woman felt Dinah’s hand cup her most private place she moaned aloud. Even the light contact of the other woman’s fingers running over the swollen lips of her slit was wonderful. It felt so good to finally be touched there.

“Why Emy,” Dinah's was still soft but hot as she ran one finger up the length of the young lady’s slit. “You are positively soaking. You are enjoying this. Good girl. You should always show appreciation for anything I give you, whether it is pleasure or pain.”

Emily only moaned again and then cried out in delight as she felt Dinah’s finger brush over her little pearl. Her clit throbbed at the contact as that wonderful finger circled lightly over it. The sensation was unlike anything the young lady had ever experienced before in her life.

And then Dinah’s hand retreated from between her legs. “No Mistress, please!” Emily wailed snottily. “Please do not stop!”

A dark chuckle answered. “Oh I have no intention of stopping, dear. Now let us finish your punishment. The sooner it is done the sooner we can move on to other things.”

SLAP!

Dinah brought her hand down on Emily’s bum again as she resumed her spanking. Emily cried out once more, this time in pain not pleasure, as tears began again welling up in her eyes and spilling down her cheeks.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

It seemed that Emily’s pained cries had no effect on Dinah as she brought her hand down upon the young woman’s rear again and again, ruthlessly spanking her with even more force than before. Unlike her disciplined, steady approach earlier, now Dinah began to vary her strikes and the timing of them. Sometimes she struck one of Emily’s tender bum cheeks and then the other, on other occasions she spanked the same cheek multiple times in rapid succession. Sometimes she rained blows down with one quickly following the other. On others she would leave Emily hanging in suspense for long moments, unable to know when the next inevitable blow would land.

Sobbing and crying from the pain radiating through her bum as the spanking continued, Emily bucked and wiggled in Dinah’s lap as she writhed in torment. Dinah’s free hand pressed down on the small of her back, holding her down, even as her other hand continued to relentlessly rain down blow after blow on the young lady’s bottom, now bright red and burning hot to touch. Now being held firmly down, Emily kicked her stocking clad legs through the empty air, still wailing aloud as Dinah continued to mercilessly spank her.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

The spanking continued and for all the agony in her bum, it was nothing compared to the burning inferno that was between Emily’s legs. Her cunt, hot and engorged, felt as if it was on fire and ached intensely in the most delicious way. Her vagina was so wet with its aroused juices that they were leaking freely from her slit and her inner thighs were smeared with them. The pain from each fresh strike upon her bum seemed to shoot straight to her clit, which was rock hard and throbbing. Emily was both confused and frightened by how Dinah hurting her seemed to also arouse her. How on earth could pain inspire such wonderful pleasure within her? But the truth that this was the case was undeniable.

SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!

“Good girl!” Dinah’s voice, hot with praise, rang in Emily’s ear along with the thumping of her pounding heart. “Such a good girl you are, Emy. I am so proud of you.”

Dinah’s praising words made Emily’s heart leap in her throat but were immediately followed by another cruel slap across both of her inflamed bum cheeks which made her howl. “Mistress….” She whined tearfully between breathless sobs. “Mistress Dinah, please….it hurts….it hurts!”

“I know, dear,” Dinah’s voice overflowed with faux sympathy that seemed to be almost mocking, not ceasing her assault on the girl’s bottom for an instant. “It is necessary, my sweet, and for your own good. You must understand this, everything I do to you is for your own good, Emy. Be a strong, brave girl for me just a bit longer and I shall reward you so exquisitely.”

Her dainty little hands balling up into fists, Emily gritted her teeth and obediently did as ordered. Even as Dinah’s strong hands continued to rain down their abuse on her poor posterior, her pussy clenched in delight at her mistress’s promised words of reward. Did that mean she intended to touch her there on her most private place again? Surely it must. Emily clung to that hope desperately, her mind remembering how wonderful the brief contact of Dinah’s fingers upon her vagina had been. She would take any punishment her mistress deemed to give her if it meant feeling that wonderful touch again.

SLAP!

A new blow landed on Emily’s rear, slapping across both bum cheeks, and it was the hardest yet. Emily tossed her head back and almost howled in pain, eyes blinded by tears. Her body bucked and writhed underneath Dinah’s hand which continued to firmly press her down, holding her in place on her lap. No more blows followed and Emily went limp, still sobbing softly as her poor bum continued to ache painfully, the hot, inflamed skin wafting heat into the cool air of the bedroom.

Emily instinctively flinched as she felt something touch her bottom, fearing that this had just been another teasing pause before Dinah resumed her spanking. Instead she felt her mistress’s fingers softly running themselves over the hot skin of her bum, soothingly caressing the abused flesh.

“Good girl, Emy,” Dinah’s voice, gentle and reassuring, filled Emily’s ears. “You took everything I gave you just like a proper young lady should. I am so proud of you, my sweet.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Emily sniffled, the urge to moan welling up in her throat at the soft, soothing touch of the older woman rubbing her much abused derriere. “Mistress, please….”

“Hush, Emy,” Dinah gently cut her off. “I know, your poor little bum must be so sore. That part is over now, I swear. Just lie still and let me make you feel better.”

The urge to moan became overwhelming and Emily did so hotly as Dinah continued to rub away at her abused posterior, skilled fingers beginning to knead and massage at the flesh of each cheek. The lingering pain soon vanished and while Emily did feel relief at this it left her with nothing to distract from the burning arousal in her most private place, which Dinah’s continued to stoke as her fingers teasingly ran themselves over the young woman’s bum and began drifting lower to stroke across the tops of her thighs.

And then Emily felt Dinah’s other hand brushing aside her long brown tresses and a gust of hot warm air engulfed her ear. “Do you like that, dear? I did say I would reward you, did I not?”

“Oh yes, Mistress,” Emily gave a groan which became a squeal as she felt Dinah’s hot, silky tongue run itself over the outer edge of her ear and then her lips briefly capture her earlobe between them and suck. Moments later Dinah’s lips shifted south and fastened upon a pulse point on Emily’s neck. The young woman crooked her neck so she could nuzzle the side of her face against her mistress’s.

Dinah’s fingers, their touch maddeningly light and feathery, reached Emily’s inner thighs. They ghosted themselves over the satin-like skin, slick and sticky with the juices that had leaked liberally from her vagina, tracing themselves up and then back down their trembling length, always drawing nearer to where the girl desperately wanted them.

And then when she felt Dinah’s fingers touch the very bottom of her burning slit, one of them beginning to trace its way up the swollen length of it, Emily cried out in delight. “Oh thank you, Mistress….please Mistress Dinah more….please more….”

Emily could feel Dinah’s lips twist upward in a triumphant smile against her neck. The finger slowly continued to stroke its way up the young woman’s slit, pushing against the silken gates of her engorged labia lips to just barely press into the moist folds beyond. Emily moaned in delight at this, revelling in the pleasurable sensation of feeling something within her quim for the first time in her life. It felt so good.

When Dinah’s finger had almost reached Emily’s quivering little pearl it stopped its progressive and began slowly gliding back down the young lady’s slit. Up and down. Up and down. That teasing finger repeated the same path again and again. The touch was slow and frustratingly light and soon Emily was moaning in frustration as well as pleasure. As wonderful as Dinah’s finger upon her hot cunt felt, it wasn’t enough. She wanted more. Needed more.

“Please Mistress,” Emily begged frantically, a tinge of genuine desperation appearing in her voice. “Please do not tease me….please….more….Mistress Dinah please….”

Her begging did no good and Dinah continued to simply caress her one finger up and down Emily’s quivering slit. Desperately, the young woman tried to grind her hips down, chasing greater contact. Needing greater contact. Dinah easily evaded these efforts, retreating her finger in the wake of Emily’s rocking hips, while not ceasing her teasing touches of the young woman’s cunt for even an instant.

“Please Mistress Dinah,” Emily’s voice almost cracked, so great was her desperation. “Please do not tease me anymore….Mistress, please I will go mad if you do….”

“Do you want me to stop, Emy?” Dinah said teasingly as her lips lifted away from the young lady’s neck. “If that is the case you must only say so and I will.”

“No!” Emily said frantically. “No please, Mistress, don’t stop….Mistress please, I need -”

“Hush Emy,” Dinah softly but firmly cut her off. “I know what you need. I know it better than you do yourself. Do you trust me when I say that?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” those two simple words made Emily’s heart leap as they always seemed to. “And you have been a good girl for me. I promised you a reward and you have more than earned it.”

Emily let out a little whine of protest when she felt Dinah’s hand vanish from her cunt; its inner walls clenched in frustration. But then she felt both of the other woman’s hands loosening the silk knotted around her wrists and hope surged within her.

“Your punishment is over, my sweet. Your reward begins.”


Chapter Five: A Devilish Reward

“TAKE OFF ALL of your clothes. I want to see you naked,” Dinah commanded as she shoved Emily off of her lap, the girl stumbling a little and barely keeping her footing as this rough gesture took her by surprise.

Straightening, Emily’s hands immediately went to her back and she began unlacing her corset. Dinah watched her do this with hooded eyes from underneath her mask, still perched on the edge of the bed, one long, shapely leg crossed over the other.

Laces undone, Emily’s corset fell to the floor leaving her standing in nothing more than her shift, bloomers and stockings and her own mask. Grabbing the hem of the former, the young woman hesitated for a moment, the part of her that was still a prim and proper young lady still amazed she actually was about to uncover herself before Dinah. At a challenging cocked eyebrow from the other woman, however, Emily jerkily pulled the shift up and off of her and dropped it to the floor.

Her face burnt with embarrassment and Emily immediately felt the urge to raise her arms and cover herself. She did not, however, knowing that Dinah wanted to look at her. The imposing blonde eyed her breasts hungrily, heat appearing in the icy blue depths of her eyes. It made Emily blush all the harder, even as a little thrill ran through her. She had always been conscious of the fact her breasts were on the smaller side and not at all large like Dinah’s, which were the kind that men always seemed to appreciate and other women were envious of. Seeing Dinah look at hers now with such open hunger was something the young woman had never experienced before.

A wolfish smile appeared on Dinah’s face at how Emily’s had turned red and her eyes slowly trailed down the girl’s body to stare between her legs. “Did I tell you to stop, Emy?”

The command was clear, but still Emily hesitated, still nervous to reveal this one final part of herself to Dinah’s gaze. Seeking to buy time, even if it would only be a few moments, her hands went instead to one of her stockings.

The wolfish smile on Dinah’s became a smirk, but Emily’s mistress did not call her out on this obvious delaying tactic. Instead she continued to almost demurely sit upon the bed, fingers idly drumming themselves on top of the covers, and watched as the young lady rolled her stockings down first one slender leg and then the other.

Only one part of her remained hidden from view and Emily’s fingers went to the hemline of her bloomers. For one second more she hesitated, part of her still not believing what she was about to do, but upon hearing just the slightest impatient tisk from Dinah she grabbed the material and yanked it down so it was pooled on the floor around her ankles.

Emily was certain her face must be as red as a tomato and her blush only deepened at the way Dinah almost predatorily stared with unblinking blue eyes between her legs at her most private place. The young woman’s hands once again twitched her the urge to cross them over her vagina and shield it from view but she resisted.

Even as embarrassment flooded her body, Emily to her great surprise could feel it feeding her arousal. When her eyes dipped down to look upon her cunt she was shocked by what she saw. Unlike Dinah’s bare pussy, Emily’s was covered by a triangle of sparse brown hair that she kept neatly trimmed but even through it she could see her vagina was a dark red colour almost matching the one on her face. Her labia lips were swollen and engorged, glistening with her aroused juices.

The sight made Emily’s face burn harder than ever, it was so lewd, and she had to look away. Meeting Dinah’s eyes she saw they were gleaming wickedly, clearly relishing the sight of before her. The realisation that her mistress seemed pleased by her obvious embarrassment gave Emily pause. Struck by sudden inspiration she began playing things up a bit, bowing her head submissively and looking up at Dinah from underneath her fluttering, long eyelashes as she added a bit of extra trembling to her slender frame.

Dinah actually growled at Emily’s little show and rose from the bed. Her heels clicked on the floor as she stalked towards the young woman.

Emily stood rooted to the spot as Dinah drew closer. As the older woman stopped before her, she looked up at her from underneath her eyelashes and was once again struck by how much taller her mistress was and how she almost loomed over her. It made her feel so tiny and weak in comparison, which in turn only seemed to arouse her further.

It seemed Dinah was affected also, as with a possessive smile she brought up her hands and slid them up Emily’s ribcage; the young woman gasped aloud at the feeling of her mistress’s fingers on her skin and tried not to whimper in frustration as they slowly drew closer to her breasts.

“Have I told you what lovely breasts you have, dear,” Dinah whispered seductively as her fingers ran themselves lightly over the aforementioned mounds’ soft undersides.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Emily moaned, suddenly finding words difficult as all she could focus on was the lovely feeling of Dinah’s fingers running across the soft flesh of her breasts. “I’m….I’m sorry they are so small….”

“Nonsense,” Dinah replied, fingers running up Emily’s chest to circle sneakily around her rock hard nipples without touching them. “They are the perfect size for your slender frame, my sweet. And trust me, when you are my age you might find yourself grateful to have a smaller bust. It does age better, if you take my meaning.”

And then Dinah’s hands reversed course and began gliding down Emily’s trembling stomach. The young lady’s heart leapt in her chest as she realised the direction they were now going and her cunt quivered in anticipation.

Emily moaned hotly when she felt Dinah’s hand cup her burning sex and her entire body shook. Her knees almost buckled but Dinah caught her by the hip with her other hand and steadied her. “How wet you are, dear,” Dinah smirked at the younger woman. “Good girl, just how you should be from your mistress’s touch.” Her lips then turned down in a slight frown. “But next time I expect you to be shaved completely bare down there as I am. Do you understand me?”

All Emily could do was nod her head jerkily in agreement, completely absorbed in her own delight at feeling Dinah’s skilled fingers on her most private place once more. The girl did not even notice that the other woman had spoken in terms of when, not if, their next tryst would be. All she could think of was how wonderful it felt as Dinah’s hand caressed her sopping pussy.

As Dinah’s fingers glided over the swollen lips of Emily’s slit their touch remained light and teasing as they had before. It felt wonderful but it was not what the young woman wanted. She wanted more. Needed more. Yet Dinah was proving stubbornly elusive in providing it. When Emily rocked her hips forward, seeking to feel more of those delightful fingers on cunt, which was pulsing with need, Dinah simply retreated her hand before the young woman’s advances, fingers continuing to deviously tease her as she did so.

“Mistress Dinah, please,” Emily begged, feeling tears beginning to once again well up in her eyes, only this time ones born of frustration and not pain.

Dinah laughed tauntingly. “I know, Emy. I know. It is cruel of me to tease you so, but I just cannot help myself. You are truly a sight to behold like this, so desperate and needy. And your pussy is just so wet even though I have barely touched it. See?”

With that last word Dinah removed her hand from Emily’s desperate quim altogether. As the young woman whimpered in protest at this, the older woman’s eyes gleamed wickedly, clearly relishing the girl’s growing frustration, and held her hand aloft. Her fingers were glistening with the evidence of Emily’s arousal.

Emily gasped as Dinah actually took her own index finger within her mouth and sucked it with evident relish. Releasing it from her lips with a pop she held up her remaining fingers before the young woman. “You taste absolutely divine, dear. Really, you must have a taste yourself.”

Before Emily could react Dinah placed her fingers at the young woman’s mouth and pushed them inside. She tasted something sweet and tangy and her eyes went wide as she realised it was the juices of her own pussy! The part of her that was still an innocent virgin felt mortified at what she was doing, but the greater part of her that was a young woman experiencing her first sexual awakening began eagerly sucking and licking upon her mistress’s fingers, chasing every last intoxicating trace of those juices.

After a few moments, seemingly satisfied that Emily had cleaned every last drop of her own cunt juices from her fingers, Dinah pulled them from the young lady’s mouth with a wet plop. “Did you like that, Emy?”

“Oh yes, Mistress Dinah,” Emily answered eagerly.

Dinah’s hooded eyes brimmed with satisfaction at the young woman’s answer. “Good girl. I wonder, would you enjoy tasting my own cunt even more?”

Emily felt a rush go through her body at what Dinah had just described and her eyes dipped down almost of their own accord to stare at her mistress’s bare vagina. She suddenly pictured herself kneeling before the tall woman, licking at her pussy just as Theodosia had earlier in the lewd show that had been put on in the ballroom. Her entire body seemed to be humming at the thought.

Throat suddenly dry, Emily struggled to form words. “Mistress….”

“Hush, Emy,” Dinah interrupted her, a bewitching smile on her face at the obvious effect her words had had upon the young woman. “There will be time for that soon enough. For now, you have been a good girl for me, waiting so patiently. I really should not keep you hanging in suspense any longer. Now go lie on the bed for me.”

Dinah reached down and gave a smack on Emily’s bum as she said this. It was more of a love tap than anything else, especially compared to the vicious spanking she had endured earlier, but the girl still jumped and almost ran towards the bed, young body filled with eagerness. She still was not entirely certain exactly what it was that Dinah intended to do to her, but her mind was racing with anticipation now, not apprehension, as she tried to imagine what was to come.

Her mistress watched with a piercing gaze as Emily settled herself onto the bed, lying on her back with her head resting on the pillows. On impulse, the young woman coyly spread her legs wide upon the tops of the blankets, displaying her most private place almost lewdly.

This elicited another almost possessive growl from Dinah that sent an erotic tingle down Emily’s spine. “You are playing with fire, young lady,” her mistress said as she climbed up onto the bed.

Emily watched with wide eyes as Dinah crawled on all fours up the bed towards her, like she was some blonde cat of prey stalking her like a mouse. The closer she drew the more wildly the young woman’s heart pounded in her chest, her ears filled with the thrumming of her blood pumping through her veins. Her clitoris seemed to be madly throbbing as well, almost in time with the frantic beating of her heart, the closer Dinah came.

Soon Dinah was hovering above Emily’s body, eyes blazing with wicked delight as they looked over the prone form of the young woman beneath her. Remembering how it had pleased Dinah before, Emily looked up at her submissively from under her long eyelashes, batting them meekly. She even jutted out her bottom lip in a quivering pout.

It seemed Dinah appreciated her little show as her eyes gleamed and a wolfish smile appeared on her face. To Emily’s surprise, however, she then twisted to one side and reached over to pull open the drawer of a nearby side table.

From the drawer’s interior Dinah produced twin strips of silk and suddenly Emily had an inkling of an idea of what the other woman intended. This only grew stronger as her mistress took one of her wrists firmly in hand and lifted it up against the headboard of the bed; Emily had not noticed before but there was a pair of iron rings driven into the wood of the headboard. Their purpose did not appear to be only decorative, the young woman realised, as Dinah placed her wrist against one of them and began looping a length of silk around first the iron ring and then her extended limb.

As the cool fabric was tightly knotted in place, Emily could not help but begin to protest. “Mistress….what are you doing….why -”

“I am afraid this is necessary, dear,” Dinah cut her off firmly, immediately taking her other wrist and beginning to secure it to the opposite iron ring. “You have already proven unable to control yourself, Emy, and while I can hardly hold it against you given this is your first time I still cannot have you interfering in what I am about to do. It seems I must therefore take steps to prevent this until I have you properly trained.”

Before Emily knew it both of her wrists were securely knotted to the iron rings on the bed. Mind reeling from Dinah had just said and only half comprehending it, the young woman instinctively tugged at her silk bonds and tested their give only to find precious little; Emily was more than a little unsettled to realise the feeling of being bound this way was rapidly becoming a familiar one.

Hearing a little whimper escape the girl’s lips, Dinah leaned down so her head was almost level with hers. “Emy,” the older woman’s voice was soft but somehow immediately cut through Emily’s rising distress. “Emy listen to me. Do you want to continue? If you do not, remember all you need to do is tell me and this all stops.”

For a second Emily hesitated and then gave a tentative nod of her head as she realised she did not want to stop. Yes, this was all new to her and more than a little frightening, but she was more aroused than she could ever remember being in her life. What’s more, her body seemed to be turned on by the feeling of being bound and vulnerable, unable to interfere with whatever it was Dinah intended to do to her; her cunt was wetter than ever and aching so hard it almost hurt. And she also realised that she trusted Dinah. Trusted that whatever her mistress intended would not be too much for her or something she would not ultimately enjoy.

“Use your words, please,” Dinah said gently, one hand coming up to lightly cup Emily’s cheek. “I need to hear you say it, Emy. Do you want me to continue?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Emily said, trying to leave no doubt in her voice, “I want to continue. Please Mistress Dinah, touch me.”

A triumphant smile appearing on her face, Dinah said hotly, “oh I intended to, my sweet.”

With that Dinah swooped down and planted a kiss on Emily’s lips. It was fierce and quick and ended all too soon, leaving Emily panting for breath.

Dinah immediately planted another intense yet brief kiss on the young woman’s jaw before placing another on the top of her throat, leaving a trail of wet, open mouthed kisses on it as she made her way down. Emily instinctively jerked her hands against her bonds, wanting to bring them down to grab the older woman’s head and hold it closer as her mistress suckled away at her neck. Unfortunately, she was frustrated in her efforts by the silky restraints binding them, and instead all she could do was lie there moaning in delight from the delicious feeling of Dinah’s lips on her soft skin.

Gasping aloud, Emily felt Dinah’s lips continue moving south, brushing themselves over her collarbone and then the very tops of her small breasts. Kissing and lightly sucking on the flesh underneath, the domineering blonde’s lips traced a slow path down one heaving little mound, heading towards the tip. Emily’s insides seemed to clench deliciously as she realised where that heavenly mouth was going. Was Dinah actually going to….there?

With baited breath, Emily waited as Dinah’s lips kissed and sucked and licked with almost agonising slowness down her breast till they were hovering just above her nipple, rock hard and quivering with each halting breath the girl took. Dinah's hooded, clear blue eyes looked up and met Emily’s for one long moment, the hot air of her measured breaths teasingly gusting over the hard nubbin, inciting little squeals from the bound young woman. Then, eyes still locked with Emily, Dinah puckered her lips and lowered them.

Anointing one puffy nipple with a brief kiss, Dinah momentarily drew away and then smiled at the frustrated little moan that Emily gave. Lowering her mouth again, her lips now latched on to the hardened tip and began to suck it in the warm depth of her mouth, tongue flicking itself back and forth over the sensitive top as she did so.

Emily’s head tossed itself back on the pillows and she moaned hotly in delight as Dinah’s lips sucked away at her nipple. The molten warmth of her mouth felt so good and pleasure seemed to be shooting directly to her cunt. As wonderful as it felt this only seemed to remind her of those parts of her that were still not being touched, and frustrated little whimpers began interspacing themselves between pleasurable moans.

And then Dinah released her nipple from between her lips with a plop. She smiled briefly at the groan of protest that came from the bound Emily at this but almost immediately she shifted her head to the opposite side and began to suck away at the young woman’s other, till now neglected nipple. Emily moaned aloud once more as she revelled in the feeling of Dinah’s lips once more and then gasped breathlessly as she felt the older woman’s fingers begin touching the other nipple, still glistening with her mistress’s saliva.

The caresses of Dinah’s fingers were the light and teasing ones that the young woman was by now very familiar with. Her mistress ran her fingertips lightly over the hard nipple, just barely touching it as they ghosted over the surface. It felt wonderful yet agonising at the same time and Emily gave a frustrated little whimper as tears once again threatened to spill from her eyes. “Mistress Dinah, please!”

Dinah of course did not answer, her mouth filled with the young woman’s other nipple. But her eyes flicked up to meet Emily’s, a wicked, almost cruel look in them that made her heart seem to flutter for some reason, and she released the little nubbin from her lips and instead shifted them back to their original target, her mouth soothing the frustrated, sensitive puffy tip, as her devilish fingers now beginning to teasingly torment the other nipple.

Back and forth, Dinah alternated her attentions between both of Emily’s nipples. Even as her skilled fingers almost cruelly teased one hardened tip with the faintest and lightest of touches and strokes, ghosting over the nearly throbbing nubbin, her lips and tongue would soothingly suck and lick at the other one, enveloping it in the the moist, warmth of her mouth. As Emily could only lie there gasping and moaning with ever growing desperation, each nipple in turn was subjected to the teasing fingers and then the soothing mouth and then the devilish fingers once again.

Both acts seemed to only build the burning arousal in her still ignored vagina ever higher and hotter. Soon the burning desire between her legs in her most private place was all Emily could think of and she realised she was babbling mindlessly, “Mistress Dinah….please….please please….oh Mistress….please….”

What exactly she was begging for even Emily herself did not entirely know. Not that her ever more desperate pleas seemed to have any effect on Dinah. Her mistress continued her alternating tormenting and then soothing of each of the young woman’s nipples in turn, eyes gleaming ever more cruelly the more frantic Emily’s pleas grew in response.

And then just when Emily feared she would go mad, Dinah seemingly abandoned her focus on the young woman’s breasts altogether, her lips beginning to kiss down her ribcage and trembling stomach. It felt as if her heart had leapt up into her throat and was pounding madly away there as the girl realised the direction her mistress’s lips were now heading. Her cunt clenched so tightly it almost hurt, her little pearl throbbing madly, as those delightfully warm, soft lips slowly reached her upper pelvis.

Tonguing away at the soft skin just above the beginning of her pubic hair, Dinah nuzzled her nose against the flesh there, eyes still locked with Emily’s. The young woman felt as if her entire body was tingling in anticipation, most intensely between her legs in her poor quim. Her mistress was close. So close. Yet not quite where Emily desperately wanted her.

“Please!” Emily begged, blinking through the frustrated tears threatening to spill from her eyes. “Please Mistress….Mistress Dinah, please….”

This time Emily’s begging finally seemed to have an effect as Dinah continued to kiss her way down the young woman’s pelvis, admittedly far too slowly for her liking. As she felt her mistress’s silky tongue teasingly run itself through the short, well trimmed pubic hairs just above her sopping cunt her breath hitched.

And then at the last moment, Dinah shifted her head away, mouth instead sucking lightly upon Emily’s trembling inner thigh.

“No please!” Emily almost screamed. She could feel hot tears running down her cheeks, finally spilling from her eyes as they had been threatening to.”

“Please what, Emy?” Dinah finally spoke, her voice a low croon.

“Please Mistress Dinah,” Emily panted breathlessly, unable to look away from the other woman’s icy blue eyes, somehow both cruel yet mesmerising at the same time, as her mistress’s head now hovered just above her burning sex. “Please….touch me….”

“But I am, dear,” Dinah laughed tauntingly, her plump lips mere inches from where Emily desperately wanted them. When the young woman tried to jerk upward with her hips, her mistress grabbed them with iron like hands and pushed her down. Dinah’s lips quirked upwards in a smirk. “If you wish for something more you must ask me, I am afraid, like a proper young lady should.”

Emily’s tear stained cheeks grew hot as she realised what Dinah wanted her to say. A part of her objected to saying something so lewd, and very much unladylike despite what Dinah had just said. It was a tiny part of her however, vastly overshadowed by this newly awakened thing within her that did not give a damn about what was proper or what was moral and only wanted to feel Dinah’s silky tongue and warm mouth on her desperate cunt.

“Please Mistress,” Emily pleaded hotly. “Please let your good girl feel your mouth on her quim. Please, touch me there the way I saw you touch Theodosia.”

For one long second Dinah said nothing as Emily hung in desperate suspense, and then a cool smile appeared on the other woman’s face. “You ask so nicely, Emy. How can I refuse you?”

And then Dinah lowered her face and her pretty pink tongue shot out from between her lips and ran itself lightly up Emily’s engorged slit.

Emily’s head tipped back against the pillows as she cried out in delight, pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt before surging through her at the feel of Dinah’s silky tongue upon her vagina. “Oh thank you….thank you Mistress….more please more!”

Again Dinah slowly lapped her tongue up the length of Emily’s slit, softly stroking it over both labia lips as the pointed tip just barely pushed its way between them into the moist depths beyond. She did this again. Then again. Licking away at Emily with a slow, steady rhythm. The young woman groaned in delight at the touch, straining her hips to try and bring more of her eager pussy into contact with the silky muscle, but Dinah continued to press down with her strong hands, holding Emily in place even as she continued to lick at her cunt.

Moans growing ever more hot, Emily’s head tossed from side to side upon the pillows it rested upon. As lovely as it was to finally feel something touch her most private place, especially Dinah’s wonderfully wet, warm tongue, it somehow still wasn’t enough. The strokes of Dinah’s tongue were the same familiar light and slow ones that Emily recognised all too well by now. They felt delicious but somehow only seemed to be building her arousal higher without slaking it in the slightest. She wanted more. Needed more.

Above all Emily felt a burning need for Dinah to touch her little pearl. That one part of her most private place was still untouched, her mistress twirling the pointed tip of her tongue around the desperately throbbing little bud each time she reached its proximity without allowing it the faintest bit of contact. The girl’s clitoris was rock hard at this point and actually jutting out from its protective hood, desperate to be touched by cruelly denied any at all by Dinah.

Desperately Emily tried to shift her hips, chasing that delicious but devious tongue, but she was again thwarted by Dinah’s grip upon them; her hands might as well have been made of iron for all the give that they allowed. Her mistress’s eyes seemed to dance with amusement at her futile efforts, clearly drinking in Emily’s still unfulfilled frustration, which seemed to only be growing greater by the moment.

“Please,” Emily pleaded, recognising by now that Dinah would simply continue on as she had been doing unless the young woman openly begged her to do otherwise.“Please Mistress Dinah….my….my l-little pearl….let it feel your tongue….please Mistress, I beg you!”

She was far beyond caring how lewd the words she had just spoken were, completely consumed by now with the arousal burning through her veins. Dinah showed no visible reaction to Emily’s desperate pleas, but the next time her tongue slathered its way up the girl’s slit and neared the top she briefly flicked the pointed tip of it over her quivering clit.

“Ooooooooh!” Emily cried out in ecstasy at the brief contact, revelling in the warm, moist feeling that suddenly seemed to envelope her little pearl, which tightened in the most delicious way at the contact. It felt so good! “Thank you….thank you, Mistress….more please….”

If it were possible for eyes to smirk, Dinah’s eyes would have been doing just that at those words. The older woman continued to slowly lick away, tongue gliding up and down Emily’s pussy. Only now whenever it reached the apex of its strokes it would briefly lathe itself across the girl’s clitoris. Each caress was all too short, but sent pleasure shooting through the bound young woman’s body and made her mew in delight.

“Yes….oh yes….thank you, Mistress….do not stop, please….more….”

Emily knew she was babbling and some tiny part of her was still amazed at how she was so wantonly begging Dinah in such a lewd and indecent fashion, but the rest of her did not give a damn. Her entire body seemed absorbed in the wonderful feelings her mistress was inspiring in it with each new stroke of her tongue upon her most private place. She had never felt anything like this in her entire young life and all she could think of was how she wanted more.

Dinah seemed to be obliging, her tongue licking its way across her cunt faster and faster, with ever firmer strokes. She no longer was flicking the tip of her tongue over Emily’s little bud, but instead seemed to be bathing it with long strokes of its entire length. Emily’s clit throbbed madly in approval and the young woman once again began cantering her hips to try and mindlessly grind herself against Dinah’s mouth. This time her mistress allowed it, releasing her hold on Emily’s waist to instead bring her hands around to cup her bum, kneading and caressing the pert cheeks.

And then Dinah parted her lips and latched them onto Emily’s little pearl and began to suck. At the feeling of the older woman’s hot, wet mouth enveloping her clit - those soft, plump lips massaging the little bud between them - Emily’s eyes threatened to roll back into her head and she all but shrieked. Whatever pleasure she felt before paled in comparison to this. Her hands jerked mindlessly against their silken restraints as her entire body trembled in ecstasy. “OH! Oh Mistress….I’m feeling….what you’re doing….oh….”

As Dinah continued to suck away, hooded eyes drinking in the sight before her from underneath her mask, Emily felt a strange, alien pressure building within her. It was as if her body was a bottle of champagne, the cork of which was about to pop. Her entire body tensed in anticipation, of what exactly she was only faintly aware of, never having experienced it before, but certain that whatever it was promised to be unimaginable.

“Oh….oh Mistress,” Emily blubbered as she felt the inner walls of her most private place begin to clench and her clitoris tighten. “I’m about to….I am going to -”

SLAP!

“ARGH!” Emily cried out as Dinah withdrew her mouth and suddenly slapped her hand between the girl’s legs and stinging pain overwhelmed the pleasure she had been basking in.

“Bad girl!” Dinah growled, a cruel, cold look suddenly appearing in her eyes. She raised her hand again and brought it down a second time, even harder, onto Emily’s vagina. Her eyes remained cold, but a smug look appeared in them as the young woman once again let out a pained wail.

“I’m sorry, M-Mistress….” Emily whimpered, fresh tears spilling from her eyes as the stinging pain lingered on her poor pussy, which was still desperately aroused but also filling with a horribly frustrated feeling as the strange wave that had been building within her began to recede. “Please, what you were doing felt so good….please….please let me….”

“Please let you what, my sweet?” A cruel smile appeared on Dinah’s face at Emily’s inability to bring herself to say the words. “Let you cum?” Emily fought through the embarrassment that flooded her at such a lewd phrasing and nodded her head. “Do you remember the rules, Emy? Do you think good girls just get to cum whenever they feel like it? No, they ask for permission, like the proper young ladies they are!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Emily sobbed. “Please Mistress Dinah….please may I….please may I c-cum?” She forced the words, all sense of propriety now overwhelmed by the desperate desire racing through her young body.

“Oh, and now you want to cum?” Dinah frowned in disapproval, even as her fingers teasingly ran themselves just along the very edge of the bound woman’s slit. “After such impertinence that you showed me just now? I think not.”

“No Mistress, please!” Emily begged, her cunt instantly beginning to ache harder than ever at the teasing feeling of her mistress’s fingers so very close but not quite touching it. “I’m sorry I was a bad girl. Please don’t stop!”

“Oh, I have no intention of stopping, Emy,” Dinah’s cruel smile once again appeared. “Prepare yourself, dear. I have only just begun.”


Chapter Six: A Young Lady’s Lesson

RISING TO HER knees, Dinah inched her way forward over Emily’s bound body, a hot look suddenly appearing in her normally icy eyes. “I can think of one way you can begin earning the release you desire, Emy.”

Emily blinked distractedly as the older woman drew closer, suddenly aware of how Dinah’s pussy was now hovering mere inches from her face. “W-what would that be, Mistress?”

A cool smile appearing on Dinah’s face, one of her hands glided down her corset clad stomach and then the pale skin of her pelvis to reach her pussy, fingers parting her outer labia lips to reveal the pink, wet folds beyond. “Why, by giving me my own. After all, a good girl should always see to her Mistress’s pleasure before her’s. Would you not agree, my sweet?”

Eyes going wide, Emily gasped as she realised what it was Dinah expected of her. She stared at the older woman’s cunt, suddenly noticing just how swollen  it was, the lips of her slit a vivid red and glistening with juices; it was clear Dinah had grown just as aroused by their activities as Emily had.

The young woman was torn, a new conflict suddenly raging in her bound body. Despite everything the two had done together, indeed despite just minutes ago having writhed in frustrated revelry at Dinah committing the very same act upon her, the part of Emily that remembered how she had always been raised to be a prim and proper young lady still baulked at the prospect of placing her mouth on another woman’s quim. It seems so lewd. So indecent. Such a wicked act. Just the thought of her doing so made Emily’s cheeks blush an even darker shade of red than they had all evening.

Yet it also made her pussy pulse with newfound excitement, as another part of Emily found herself wanting to lick Dinah’s pussy and quite eagerly so at that. It was not just that she desperately wanted the other woman to make her cum and experience the climax that had been hinted at before being cruelly denied. The thought of doing the act itself, however indecent it might be, was exciting. Emily remembered how her own pussy juices had tasted when she licked them off of Dinah’s fingers earlier and found herself wondering if her mistress’s would taste the same.

Unable to resist the temptation to find out, Emily parted her lips and shot out her tongue and tentatively licked it over the length of Dinah’s slit. As the blonde woman moaned aloud in pleasure from this, Emily’s tongue was flooded with the taste of her cunt. It was difficult to describe but different from her own, more pungent and intense, but utterly delicious. Almost hungrily, Emily slid her tongue across her mistress vagina again. Then again. Soon she was lapping away at it eagerly like a cat at a bowl of cream.

Dinah groaned and her hands shot down to fist themselves into Emily’s hair, pulling her face closer so her lips were flush against the older woman’s vulva. Her nostrils filled with the scent of Dinah’s pussy and Emily tentatively began to suck upon it. She didn’t really know what she was doing but judging by the ever louder cries of delight coming from Dinah it did not seem to matter. A rush of pride ran through the young woman as the sound rang in her ears, happiness welling up in her at the knowledge she was bringing her mistress such pleasure.

However, it also served to remind Emily of her own state of unfulfilled arousal, which only seemed to be growing stronger the more she listened to Dinah mew in pleasure above her. Her most private place was on fire, aching to be touched and pulsing in protest at how it was not. Even as she continued to lick away at Dinah’s pussy, she found her hands tugging at the silk restraints binding them almost of their own volition out of a desperate need to reach down between her legs and touch herself there. Dinah had bound her expertly though and these efforts came to nothing.

Clinging to the hope that if she brought Dinah release her mistress would reward her with her own, Emily redoubled her licking of the older woman’s sopping slit, tongue slathering over it again and again. While Dinah undoubtedly seemed to be enjoying Emily’s efforts it did not seem to be enough to tip her over the edge.

Racking her mind from what she remembered of when Dinah had been torturously teasing her own pussy before, Emily tried to remember what it was she had most enjoyed and recalled how when the older woman had caressed her little pearl with her silky tongue the pleasure had been beyond anything she had ever felt before. Probing with her tongue, Emily sought out Dinah’s clitoris and licked itself over the little bud.

She was rewarded by a cry of delight from Dinah. “Yes! Good girl….very good girl, Emy….keep doing that!”

Obediently, Emily licked over Dinah’s clit again, the little bud rock hard as it throbbed against her tongue as it swirled across it. She slathered and lathed the moist muscle across the other woman’s clit with growing confidence, happiness bubbling up in her at the sound of Dinah’s growing pleasure even as her cunt continued to quiver and clench in aching frustration at its own lack of stimulation.

And then Dinah let out a breathless cry and pushed down with her hips. Emily’s head was pressed against the pillows as the blonde began grinding her cunt against her mouth with abandon and instinctively the young woman started sucking upon Dinah’s now madly throbbing clitoris with her lips. She was almost smothered between her mistress’s thighs but Emily found she did not care. Her eyes stared up from underneath her mask, mesmerised as Dinah’s hands flew to her large breasts to cup and paw at them, fingers plucking and rolling her stiff nipples, while her entire body writhed and clenched in an obviously powerful orgasm.

Emily could only stare enviously as she watched Dinah ride through the waves of pleasure exploding through her body, trying to imagine how it would feel to experience such a thing herself. She continued to diligently suck and lick away, however, not ceasing to do so for a moment.

With one final gasp Dinah stilled, body hunching over for a moment as she braced herself against the wooden headboard of the bed. After taking several deep breaths, the blonde woman climbed off of Emily only to swoop down and capture her lips in a kiss.

As the other woman’s tongue ruthlessly forced its way into her mouth, Emily met it with her own and eagerly kissed Dinah back. She savoured the feeling of Dinah’s lips as they roughly pressed themselves against her own. The pleasure the kiss inspired went straight to her aching quim, however, and the girl felt her clitoris tighten almost painfully. This only heightened as she felt Dinah’s hands upon her breasts, fingers running themselves over the little mounds to seek out her nipples to roll the hard nubbins between them. Despite how good this felt, a frustrated whimper welled up in her throat that was only partially stifled against Dinah’s tongue.

Hearing the sound nonetheless, Dinah ended the kiss. “Oh, what is this, dear. Do you want me to stop?”

“No Mistress,” Emily panted. “Please, more!”

A cruel smile appeared on Dinah’s face. “As you wish, my sweet.”

Emily wailed as she suddenly felt sharp pain in her nipples as Dinah began pinching them with her fingers. “Mistress! Mistress please!”

“You asked for more, Emy,” Dinah’s eyes gleamed with delight, her smile only growing crueller at Emily’s pained cries. “I am simply obliging you, dear.”

Dinah’s fingers tightened their grip on Emily’s poor nipples, pointed nails now beginning to dig themselves into the tender flesh. All the young woman could do was lie there and take it, sobs wracking her body as she wept from the pain. Her mistress’s blue eyes gleamed even brighter as she drank in the sight, clearly relishing Emily’s pained distress. As terrible as Dinah’s tormenting of her nipples was, however, Emily also was keenly aware that her little pearl was suddenly clenched in the most delicious way, the pain feeding her arousal as it always seemed to.

And then Dinah relented, releasing Emily’s nipples from her pincer-like grasp and swooping down to anoint both with a wet, open mouthed kiss. The molten warmth of her mouth soothed the pain and Emily gave a tearful squeal as she felt the older woman’s tongue briefly caress each tortured nubbin in turn.

Dinah immediately began leaving a trail of similar kisses down Emily’s stomach, making a beeline straight towards her burning sex. The bound young woman gasped in delight as she once again felt Dinah’s mouth upon her most private place, her silky tongue finding her clit and beginning to coax it out from its protective hood with skillful licks and swirls. There was no slow teasing this time, her mistress was finished with that game it seemed, and immediately Dinah captured the throbbing little bud between her lips and began to suck strongly upon it.

“Oooooooh!” Emily cried out in joy, arching her hips up to grind her cunt against Dinah’s mouth. “Oh thank you….thank you, Mistress Dinah….your mouth feels so good….oh please, make me cum the way I just made you….”

From between the girl’s legs, Dinah’s eyes lifted up and met Emily’s; the taunting look in them, as if she was privy to some private joke the young woman was not, sent a shiver of apprehension down her spine. It was quickly forgotten, however, as Dinah continued to suck upon her pussy and she felt the delicious pressure building inside of her once again.

It built and built, the intensity of it growing with each wonderful glide of Dinah’s tongue over Emily’s throbbing clitoris. The young woman moaned ever louder, frantically cantering her hips to press her hungry cunt against her mistress’s skilled lips. Her orgasm was coming. She could feel it grow closer by the moment. Desperately inhaling lungfuls of air through flared nostrils, Emily tried to remember how she had felt before when she had last been on the edge of cumming, remembering her mistress’s stern order that she was to ask for permission and not wanting to give her an excuse to once again stop.

And within minutes Emily realised she was right there once more, hovering on the edge of a wave of pleasure that was just starting to crest. “Mistress Dinah! I’m about to cum. Please, may I cum?”

But then to her dismay, Dinah lifted her head up from between Emily’s legs. “No.”

For a moment Emily was too shocked to react, then as she felt the cresting wave abruptly halt and begin to recede, that horrible frustrated feeling bubbling up inside her cunt in place of the pleasure she had just been revelling in, she let out a pitiful sob. “No! No Mistress, please….I was good….I asked for permission like a good girl….please Mistress let me cum…..I want to cum!”

Dinah only tisked, a smug look in her eye at Emily’s desperate pleas. “You think it is as simple as asking nicely, Emy? Remember what I told you, good girls do not just get to cum whenever they want. You get sexual release when you have earned it, my dear, and you have not come close to doing so as of yet.”

The older woman’s hands teasingly ghosted up and down Emily’s pelvis as she said this, circling around the lips of her hot, dripping slit without touching them. The caresses of Dinah’s fingers only seemed to intensify the agonising frustration building in the girl’s cunt and she whimpered tearfully as she wiggled her hips to try and bring them into contact with her vagina. “Mistress, please! How can you be so cruel?”

“Oh, you think I am cruel?” Dinah laughed tauntingly. “If I deny you, Emy, it is not out of cruelty. It is because it is what you need. Everything I do as your mistress is for your own good, after all. Do not worry, I shall see that you learn that lesson however long and arduous the process takes.”

With that Dinah’s face once again dipped down between Emily’s legs as she claimed the young woman’s pussy with her mouth, lips once again beginning to suck upon her little pearl and tongue lathing itself up and down across her swollen labia lips. Even as Emily’s head tipped back upon the pillows and she cried out in delight at the new wave of pleasure that began building up inside of her at Dinah’s renewed ministrations her mind was racing as she absorbed the other woman’s words. Did Dinah intend to continue keeping her in denial? How long? When would she be allowed to cum? Would she be allowed at all?

Even as a rising tide of fear gripped Emily’s mind as she pondered the implications of Dinah’s words, her body was immersed in a rising tide of arousal from her ongoing deeds. She moaned hotly each time she felt Dinah’s warm, wet tongue slither over her clitoris, which throbbed in delight at the silky sensation. Her hips rose up off of the bed to try and grind her pussy against the other woman’s mouth and Dinah now made no effort to stop her. Indeed, her mistress’s hands came around to cup Emily’s pert bum, gripping the round cheeks to lift her up and feed more of the girl’s eager cunt to her caressing lips.

Dinah’s fingers kneaded and palmed Emily’s bum cheeks and while they were still somewhat tender from her earlier spanking, the slight pain this elicited paled compared to the pleasure; indeed the young woman by now was openly aware that if anything it was enhancing it.

Then she felt one of Dinah’s fingers run itself down the cleft of her bottom and Emily let out a shrill squeal as she felt it press up against the puckered ring of her bum hole. “Mistress Dinah! What….what are you doing?”

Her mistress said nothing, her lips still fused to Emily’s quim, but a new wicked look appeared in her eyes that made the young woman shiver. Another squeal flew from her lips as she felt the finger continue to press forward, trying to push into her bum, and she vainly clenched her anus to try and stop the unexpected intruder.

Dinah seemed undeterred and simply pressed ahead with even more pressure. As Emily’s heart leapt about so wildly it almost threatened to burst from her chest, she felt Dinah’s finger successfully force its way past the puckered ring of her entrance and gain entry to the anal tunnel beyond.

“Ooooooooh!” Emily sobbed tearfully from the stinging pain as she felt her bum hole stretch to accommodate the new invader. Her cunt however clenched in pleasure at the strange, alien sensation of having something inside her bum. When Dinah slowly pulled her finger back and thrust it once again inside Emily’s bottom, even deeper this time, she actually gave a strangled moan of delight.

A look of triumph filled Dinah’s eyes when she heard this and she redoubled her assault upon Emily’s cunt. She focused her efforts upon the young woman’s clit, capturing it between her lips to suck it up inside the hot, moist depth of her mouth to bathe her tongue all over the throbbing little bud.

This combination of Dinah’s sultry lips and tongue upon her most private place and her thrusting finger inside of her anus sent Emily’s arousal soaring to new heights. Her cunt burnt so hotly it was practically an inferno as the young woman cantered her hips to grind herself against Dinah’s mouth and even began rocking her bum down to meet the motions of the other woman’s thrusting finger as she desperately chased the fast approaching crest of the wave once again rapidly building within her.

When she felt a second finger join the first one inside her anus Emily gave a renewed strangled sob as her anal tunnel was stretched to new limits. The stinging pain sent a new flood of pleasure through her cunt, however, made her little pearl clench so tightly that the young woman knew she was once again at the point of impending release. “Mistress….Mistress DInah….please….let me cum….pleeeaaase!”

To Emily’s horror again Dinah immediately raised her head up from the young woman’s vagina. “No.” She crooned hotly, the word sending Emily’s heart plummeting, before swooping down to slowly lick her tongue up the cleft where one the bound woman’s thighs met her pelvis.

“No please!” Emily sobbed snottily, fresh tears spilling down her face as again her orgasm began slipping away and the familiar tormentful frustration surged back to renewed heights. “Please Mistress….please let me cum….I want to cum….Mistress, please let me cum….”

Her pitiful pleas did no good and again and again the same agonising dance played itself out. Dinah would relentlessly build up Emily’s arousal, licking and sucking at the young woman’s cunt and caressing her body with her dainty yet skilled hands, until she was teetering right on the brink of what promised to be a truly momentous climax and then immediately stop at what felt like the last possible moment. Even as Emily begged and sobbed for her to continue, to allow her the release she desperately wanted, Dinah would simply smile cruelly and say that one word the girl was beginning to hate with a passion. “No.”

Yet even as Dinah would patiently wait for Emily’s passion to subside enough for her to safely resume her tormentful caresses of the young woman’s vagina she was not idle. She simply shifted her attention to other parts of Emily’s body, never stopping touching her for so much as a moment. She would stroke her fingers in feathery caresses over Emily’s trembling inner thighs and stomach or shower wet, open mouthed kisses over the same area. Teasing caresses glossed over the bound woman’s breasts, clever fingers just barely touching her rock hard nipples or circling her sensitive areolas. Hot gusts of breath wafted over her increasingly desperate pussy, enveloping it in warm, moist air that almost seemed to caress it.

Somehow this tormentful aftermath was worse than the cruel edging that would precede it. Dinah’s skillful touches and caresses would skillfully keep Emily teetering right at the brink of release for long minutes that seemed to last hours to the poor girl. As anguished sobs and moans flew from her lips, Emily could only lie there straining towards an orgasm that seemed so close she could almost taste it but unable to cross that final stretch into true release. Each deliberate teasing touch by Dinah on her frantic body seemed to promise to be the one that would finally tip her over the brink but somehow it always would come up short.

“Please….please Mistress….please let me cum….oh please I want to cum….Mistress Dinah I wanna cum….” Emily would beg through these long, agonising minutes with ever growing desperation.

Always Dinah would give the same simple answer. “No.”

And then, once Dinah had sensed Emily’s arousal had declined safely back from the brink, her mistress would simply begin the entire torturous affair all over again. Her lips and tongue would once again resume sucking and licking at the young woman’s pussy and breasts. Her hands fondled and glided through Emily’s quim or stroked her nipples. Her fingers thrusting deeper and deeper into the depths of her anus.

There would be no light, teasing caresses now, Dinah holding back nothing in how she would pleasure the bound girl. At least until Emily would again find herself feeling the pleasurable wave within her reaching new heights and once more begin to crest and she would beg Dinah to let her cum, heart brimming with desperate hope that this time her mistress would take pity and allow her release. Each time her tearful pleas were met with the same one word.

“No.”

In sheer desperation, Emily tried keeping silent when she felt her orgasm approaching, hoping that Dinah would unknowingly push her over the point of no return and into blissful release. It did her no good. Emily fought to keep her body still and bit down on her bottom lip till she almost drew blood in an effort to stifle the moans and cries welling up in her throat that signalled her growing pleasure, but somehow Dinah still knew when the young woman was once again on the very edge of climax; her mistress’s blue eyes filled with a taunting look, as if she knew what Emily had been trying to do, and her mouth once again lifted off of the girl’s clenching vagina with a smirk leaving her once again writhing in cruel denial.

Emily lost all sense of time as she was cruelly edged again and again. Had it been hours since this delicious torture had begun? It certainly felt like it. How many times had Dinah brought her to the very brink only to deny her release and ruthlessly coax her back from it? A dozen? A hundred? The young woman could not begin to guess. Her entire world seemed to have become her poor, denied pussy, so engorged it was now dark, deep red in contrast to the creamy skin of her pelvis and thighs that were glistening in the firelight with the juices that continued to leak profusely from her swollen slit.

As the young woman lay limply on the bed, arms dangling by their wrists from the silken bindings holding them in bondage, she tearfully sobbed as for the countless time she felt the same infuriating wave begin building within her again. Between her legs, Dinah was languidly sucking away at her poor quim, eyes locked with Emily’s own as she did this. A pair of her fingers were steadily thrusting away at her bum hole, pushing in to the very knuckles before pulling back out to repeat the same act again and again.

“Please….” Emily begged weakly, repeating the same word in some lewd prayer. “Please….please….please….”

Dinah gave no response, her face as unreadable as ever, but she did not stop what she was doing. Indeed, she seemed to only intensify the way she was sucking upon Emily’s most private place, her fingers thrusting in and out of her bum with renewed vigour.

Hope once again began rising in Emily’s chest. Her heart pounding, the young woman continued to plead with greater intensity. “Please….please Mistress Dinah….please let me cum….I’ve been a good girl….a good girl for you, Mistress….please….please let your good girl cum….”

Still Dinah gave nothing away, but she sucked ever more strongly upon Emily’s quim. Once again the girl felt her clitoris pulled up and out of its protective hood in between Dinah’s plump, soft lips so it throbbed in the depths of her mistress’s mouth and was enveloped by caresses of her lovely tongue. The wave within her grew ever higher. Oh, she was close. So close.

“Please, Mistress Dinah,” Emily’s voice actually cracked from the effort she begged with. “Please let me cum….I want to cum so bad….please let me cum….lemme cum….I wanna cum!”

And then, as she had countless times before, Dinah lifted her head and said that one hated word. “No.”

“Noooooooooooo!” Emily howled. It was too much. She bucked and fought against her silken restraints with a mad strength born of desperation, consumed with the need to free her hands and finish the job herself. Beads of sweat broke out across her skin, mixing with the tears staining her cheeks and the pussy juices streaking her thighs, but the deceptively delicate looking silk would not give.

Limbs burning from exhaustion, Emily collapsed and went limp on the bed. As her head tipped back on the pillows, she bawled mindlessly like a little girl, eyes blinded by tears.

And then she felt something warm and heavy lay across her entire body and blinking through the tears she saw Dinah’s face hovering above her own, blue eyes behind her mask soft and gentle. The older woman circled her arms around her and pulled her close, so Emily’s body was melded against hers, one hand going to the back of her head to cradle it to her shoulder.

“Sssshhhhhhhh,” Dinah hushed her comfortingly.

Emily sobbed even harder, even as she nuzzled her face into the crook of Dinah’s neck, instinctively finding herself comforted by the other woman’s embrace. It felt so lovely. Hot, naked, sweaty skin against hot, naked, sweaty skin. The scent of her perfume and perspiration and own unique odour that was just Dinah’s. Despite everything Emily found herself feeling safe and a sense of calmness overcame her.

“Mistress,” Emily whimpered tearfully, “Mistress, please….”

“I know, Emy,” Dinah whispered reassuringly, planting a soft kiss upon the girl’s forehead as she softly ran her hands up and down her back.

Even this slightest of caresses made Emily’s pussy clench, the anguishing frustration coursing through it reaching new levels. “Mistress Dinah, please….I want….”

“I know, dear,” Dinah repeated, pulling her head back so she could meet Emily’s eyes. “You want to cum, don’t you. You must want to more than you have ever wanted anything in your life.”

Emily nodded eagerly. “Yes Mistress. I need to cum so badly Mistress.”

“I know what my good girl needs, Emy,” Dinah said, a note of steel now appearing underneath the soft tone. “I know it better than you do. Do you believe me, my sweet?”

Again Emily nodded. Despite everything, all that Dinah had put her through, she did trust her. And as anguishing as the repeated cruel denials had been, Emily was aware she had not told Dinah to stop. Had not once even been tempted to. The blonde woman had awakened something new within her, a wanton, tumultuous part of herself she had never known existed before, and that new part of her seemed to revel in this cruel yet sensuous treatment Dinah was inflicting upon her.

Dinah smiled and claimed Emily’s lips once again with her own in a quick but fierce kiss. Releasing the bound woman from her arms, she crawled back down the bed until she once again was perched between her legs. Emily gasped aloud as Dinah swooped down and began to suck upon her pussy with an intensity greater than ever before.

Head falling back on the pillows, Emily moaned aloud, her cunt pulsing in pleasure at what Dinah was doing. The older woman’s hands reached up and cupped Emily’s heaving breasts, fingers seeking out her rock hard nipples to caress and stroke them. Her tongue lapped over the girl’s throbbing clit with abandon, even as she once again sucked it between her lips to caress it with their molten softness.

Pent up as she was, within moments Emily once again found herself teetering upon that so very familiar edge. With newfound hope she asked, “Mistress, please may I cum?”

Her heart sank as Dinah once again lifted up from between her legs but then lept in her throat when she heard a new word be said by her mistress. “Yes.”

For a second Emily could not believe it, certain she had misheard. Then Dinah’s head dipped down between the girl’s legs once again and she gasped as she felt the other woman’s mouth and tongue once more. The wave within her surged back to new heights and when it began to crest this time Dinah did not stop. It crashed across Emily’s entire body, pleasure greater than anything she could imagine surging through her from the tips of her toes to the hairs on her head and she practically screamed in ecstasy.

Dinah did not stop, still slathering her tongue over Emily’s little pearl as her fingers plucked and rolled the young woman’s nipples between them. As her head tossed back and forth on the pillows in mindless joy, within seconds Emily felt a second orgasm build within her and then explode from her cunt over every inch of her body and she screamed again in pleasure.

Even after this, Dinah showed no signs of stopping but suddenly it was all too much and Emily found herself trying to squirm away, her so very sensitive pussy overwhelmed by the continued caresses of it. Realising that Emily was spent, Dinah rose up from between her legs and reached up to undo the silk stripes binding her wrists and then lay down beside the young woman.

Arms now free, Emily immediately wrapped them around Dinah, clinging to the older woman almost desperately. Dinah returned her embrace, tangling her legs up in Emily’s own, and guided her head to rest against her chest. Without thinking, Emily buried her head in the valley of the other woman’s cleavage, nostrils filling with the reassuring scent of her as she took deep breaths.

For a few moments Dinah said nothing, simply holding Emily in a strong embrace as she softly stroked her long brown tresses and trembling back and allowed her to settle. Then sensing that Emily had recovered suitability she said, “did you enjoy that, Emy?”

“Oh yes, Mistress,” Emily answered eagerly. “It was….I never imagined….oh I simply cannot describe it.”

“You are truly adorable, Emy, have I told you this?” Dinah smiled languidly. Her hands went to the back of the young woman’s head and Emily realised she was undoing the bow holding her mask. “So adorable I must see your face properly.”

Despite everything they had just done together, Emily blushed as she felt her mask lifted away from her face and she looked down, suddenly self-conscious and unable to meet Dinah’s eyes.

“How beautiful you are.” Emily blushed even deeper at Dinah’s words.

Feeling Dinah’s hand underneath her chin, pressing upward softly but insistently, Emily lifted her head and once again met Dinah’s eyes. The other woman reached back behind her own head and began undoing her own mask. “I wish you to see me properly as well, my sweet.”

Emily gasped as Dinah dropped her own mask, fully revealing her face. She could not help it. If Dinah had been beautiful to look upon before, the sight of her entire face uncovered before her made the older woman look like a goddess to Emily.

“I will take your reaction as a compliment, Emy,” Dinah smirked and closed the distance between them to initiate another kiss. Emily eagerly returned it, her tongue quickly rising to meet Dinah’s own; a part of her wondered at how quickly it seemed she had transformed from the timid innocent she had always been to this new, wanton creature lustfully kissing another woman.

Far sooner than Emily would have liked, the two women had to break for air and they flopped back upon the pillows and lay naked beside one another. A sudden thought occurred to Emily.

“Mistress Dinah. Does this mean I am no longer a virgin?”

“Hmmmmmmm,” Dinah hummed consideringly. “The answer to that may differ depending on the person you ask, dear. For myself, I would say that in the most traditional sense, no you remain a virgin. I certainly would not wish to have deflowered you on our first time together. That is a treat to be saved for another time.”

“Do you mean for this to happen again?” Emily asked, sudden happiness filling her at the implication of Dinah’s words.

“Only if you wish it, my sweet,” Dinah said with sincerity. “Remember, nothing happens between us that you do not want and consent to.”

“Oh yes, Mistress Dinah,” Emily answered readily. Then sudden worry filled her. “But how can this be possible? Surely there would be talk if I were to be seen calling on you on my own. And Lady Augusta will surely notice if you were to come calling upon me.”

A slight smirk appeared on Dinah’s face. “Trust me, Emy, when I say it can be arranged.” A yawn followed. “But now my dear I am tired and we must sleep.”

Emily did not argue, also feeling fatigue from the events of the evening coming over her. What hour was it anyway? It felt to be very late indeed.

Then to her surprise Dinah reached up and took one of the strips of silk that had been used to bind her limbs to the headboard’s iron rings. Grasping Emily’s wrists to the small of her back, she reached around and began tying it around them.

“Mistress, what are you doing?” Emily asked in surprise as she found her wrists once again bound securely behind her back.

Dinah tisked, but there was a playful quality to it. “I fear I still do not entirely trust you to control yourself, my sweet. I cannot run the risk of you trying to touch me, or even worse yourself, without permission if I leave your hands free.”

“Oh Mistress, please,” Emily pleaded exaggeratedly, going along with the little game. “I swear I will be a good girl. I promise not to touch you or myself without permission.”

A wicked smile appeared on Dinah’s face. “Oh no. I know how it is with young ladies such as yourself when their wanton nature is first discovered. Those naughty hands of yours will be between your legs and on your hot little quim the second I slumber off if I leave you free to your own devices and no one touches it from now on other than myself. Besides,” Dinah went on, a playful look appearing in her eyes, “perhaps I want it so you cannot prevent me from touching you, my sweet, should I awake in the night desiring to do so.”

“Oh please,” Emily batted her eyelashes in an over the top show of meekness, making her eyes go wide. “Surely you would not despoil me so, Mistress.”

“I will if I see fit! Remember, I know what my good girl needs and if I deem she needs to be despoiled then she will.” Dinah yawned again, even louder than before. “But what we both need now is sleep, dear.”

With that Dinah pulled the covers up over both of them. Emily snuggled herself against the other woman, arms aching to wrap themselves around her but unable to with her wrists bound as they were. Instead Dinah embraced her in a wonderfully possessive fashion and guided her head to rest against her chest. Listening to the sound of Dinah’s heart beating, Emily found herself slowly drifting off to sleep.


Chapter Seven - Bound Consummation

AUGUSTA FUSSED AGITATEDLY with her dress, smoothing down the flowing white skirt for what seemed to be the countless time, as she waited in the foyer of the chapel for the signal that the time had come to enter the nave. Standing beside her, Emily subtly peeked by the arched doorway into the interior and saw that it was packed to the rafters. It seemed as if all of the Ton had deemed to show up for the unexpected highlight of the Season; the wedding of Viscountess Augusta Pembroke and Duke Edmund Hunter.

Months before, on the morning after the unexpectedly lustful night when all this had started, Emily had gone down to the Hunter household’s dining room only to be greeted by the sight of Augusta seated at the table sipping from a cup of tea.

Mortification had immediately filled the young woman as she became deeply conscious of how she must look, showing up wearing the same gown she had worn to the soiree the previous night with her dishevelled hair and her makeup a mess, having clearly just spent the night in the Hunter household. Oh no. What to do? Her mind immediately began racing as she tried to come up with some innocent explanation to all this that would give no hint to the real events that had occurred.

Augusta had looked up and seen Emily standing in the doorway. “Oh Emy, it’s you. I admit I had been wondering how you made your way home last night without me. I am more than a bit relieved to learn the answer, it seems.”

“Yes, My Lady,” Emily said hurriedly, cursing at how her voice sounded unnaturally high pitched and rushed. “Din - I mean Lord Edmund’s sister was gracious enough to offer me a bed - I mean one of the spare rooms - to sleep in for the evening rather than brave the nighttime streets all on my own.”

“How very kind of her, do sit. Would you care for some tea?”

“Thank you,” Emily answered. Pulling up a chair she took the offered cup of tea which she suddenly found to be utterly fascinated by, staring at it intently as she added a spoonful of sugar and stirred it into the light brown liquid contents.

“You’re being awfully quiet, my dear.” She heard Augusta say.

“I am sorry, My Lady,” Emily replied, still not looking at the other woman, certain that Augusta would take one good look at her face and somehow tell just what scandalous behaviour she had gotten up to the previous night. Just the memory of the things she had done with Dinah threatened to bring a blush to her face.

“Emy, shall we just address things head on?”

Oh no! “My Lady, I am not certain what -”

“Emy, will you please look at me?”

With some reluctance Emily looked up from her teacup and to her surprise saw Augusta was looking at her not with condemnation but instead mild embarrassment.

Augusta let out a resigned sigh. “You have been quite kind not to do so till now, my dear, but will you please just let me have it so we can move on. I will admit you are fully within your rights to give me a good ‘I told you so’”.

Emily blinked and it suddenly dawned on her that Augusta was also sitting with her in the Hunter household dining room, also wearing the gown she had worn to the soiree the previous night. She began to put the pieces together. “My Lady….do you mean you and Lord Edmund -”

“Oh please do not judge me too harshly, Emy,” Augusta said, an actual blush appearing on her cheeks. “You were right about Edmund’s intentions….and to be honest I was aware of them from the beginning. But Lord Pembroke has been dead seven years now and I am as human as anyone else.”

“I would never think to judge you, My Lady,” Emily said truthfully; it would truly make her the worst kind of hypocrite to do so given what she herself had been up to the prior evening. She paused for a moment before going on. “And you may find that Lord Edmund’s intentions are not….entirely dishonourable.”

“Oh,” Augusta arched an eyebrow in interest.

“It is merely something I overheard the other night. A conversation between himself and his sister -”

“What’s this?” A voice said and the tall figure of Edmund entered the dining room. “Strange women conspiring against me at my own breakfast table? It seems I must be on my guard.”

Edmund strode across the room towards the side of the table Augusta was seated at and took her hand in his, bringing the knuckles to his lips for a brief kiss.

“As well you should, Edmund,” Augusta said. Her voice was even and her face impassive, but her eyes were sparkling with clear delight at seeing the man. “Only a foolish man would do otherwise.”

Emily was barely paying attention as she saw Dinah enter the dining room in her brother’s wake. The tall blonde had put on a new dress, a simple blue affair decorated with white scrollwork on the bodice and sleeves, and her hair was hanging loose down her back. It took everything the young woman could not to openly stare at her.

Dinah seemed to notice nonetheless, judging by the subtle smile that appeared on her face, but she kept her attention on Edmund and Augusta. “My brother is a very foolish man indeed, it seems then, having invited a pair of strange women into the confines of his own house.”

As Dinah stepped over to the other side of the table and sat down beside Emily, Edmund had mockingly thrown his hands up in surrender. “As it seems I am outnumbered I will make a retreat to the kitchen and see about having the cook prepare some breakfast. I find I am quite famished.”

With that he openly planted a kiss on the top of Augusta’s head, who actually giggled slightly at the act, and walked off.

“Well well,” Dinah said as she reached for the teapot and poured a cup for herself. “I admit it is a tad surprising to see you join us for breakfast.”

“Oh?” Augusta replied. “I would think you would be quite used to your brother having strange female guests at breakfast?”

“You would be surprised,” Dinah smiled over the rim of her teacup, “Edmund usually has his….guests bundled off in a carriage at the crack of dawn. This may be the first time I can recall him offering breakfast to one first.”

“It seems I should be honoured,” Augusta said lightly.

As this exchange had gone on, Emily had felt the material of her skirt running up her legs and her eyes widened slightly as she realised Dinah was subtly pulling them up underneath the cover of the table so she could slip one hand underneath. As she felt those familiar, nimble fingers run themselves over her inner thigh she avoided squealing with the greatest of difficulty.

“It seems I owe you a debt of gratitude,” Augusta had gone on, “for seeing to Emy while I was….distracted the other night. Emy,” Augusta then turned her attention to the other woman, “are you alright? You seem a bit flushed.”

“I am fine, My Lady,” Emily somehow kept her voice even despite the tremendous distraction that was Dinah’s fingers brushing themselves up and down the trembling flesh of her thigh. She could see Dinah’s smile had turned a tad smug having noticed the effect she was having on the girl. “I simply am a bit tired. It was a late night is all.”

“And I was more than happy to see her taken care of at the end of it, Augusta,” Dinah said. Thankfully she then ceased her caresses of Emily’s leg and simply laid her hand on it lightly, the touch now feeling surprisingly reassuring. “One I shall be happy to do again in the future as I suspect I will be seeing more of both of you around the house going forward?”

“You may indeed,” Augusta had answered demurely.

What had followed next had been a whirlwind courtship and then whirlwind engagement between Edmund and Augusta that had set the entire Ton’s tongues wagging. Not that Emily had not been grateful for her own reasons. On far more than a few occasions over the following weeks Augusta would end up back at the Hunter household after a day out with Edmund, Emily of course accompanying them both as a chaperone as was her duty as a proper lady’s companion. When Augusta and Edmund had inevitably disappeared off somewhere together it left the young woman free to discreetly spend time with Dinah.

Dinah proved to have many more lessons to teach Emily, as it turned out, the ones from their first night together being just a taste of what she had to show the young woman. Emily for her part proved to be a dutiful student, eagerly submitting herself to her mistress’s tutelage. Many nights of equal pain and pleasure had been the result to the delight of both of them.

Sometimes Emily had worried that Augusta might have suspected what was going on between herself and Dinah. Indeed, on more than one occasion she had noticed her employer observing the two of them together with a quizzical look on her face. If Augusta had acquired any suspicions she thankfully had never confronted Emily with them however, for which she was grateful.

“I believe that is our cue,” Theodosia’s voice jarred Emily out of her recollections. She fought down a blush when she looked at the redhead, who was taking her rightful place immediately behind Augusta as the soon to be bride’s maid of honour in preparation of them entering the nave. Even after everything she herself had done since, Emily still found the memory of what she had witnessed Augusta’s friend do on that fateful night when she first met Dinah made her cheeks grow hot; her mistress had thankfully not yet suggested they engage in any of the acts they did together before an audience.

Emily filed in place behind Theodosia, Augusta’s remaining bridesmaids falling in behind her, and as the air filled with the sound of organ music the procession began walking single file into the chapel and down the aisle between the packed pews. Edmund stood at the far end of the chapel before the altar table and presiding priest. Emily had to concede the soon to be reformed rake cut a handsome figure in his black tailcoat.

As the bridal party took their places across from Edmund and his groomsmen, the priest began the ceremony. Augusta and Edmund seemed to have eyes only for themselves as the prayers were recited and the hymns sung. Theodosia likewise was making eyes at Richard, who was standing across from her as Edmund’s lead groomsman.

Emily for her part utterly ignored the groomsman across from her, instead eyeing Dinah who was seated in one of the front pews. The blonde woman made for a particularly appealing sight, wearing a burgundy dress that clung to her curves despite its modest cut. Her mistress clearly noticed Emily’s gaze and gave a subtle smile in her direction, eye glinting with a wicked promise of things to come later.

The sight sent a shiver down Emily’s spine. Dinah had been hinting in the weeks now that she had something special planned for this evening to ‘commemorate the special occasion’ as she had called it. She had not elaborated further leaving Emily to wonder exactly what it was that her mistress intended. Would it be something especially pleasurable? Painful? Emily was not certain which she would prefer.

Feeling her most private place beginning to grow wet from imagining just what it was that awaited her later with Dinah, Emily brought her mind back to matters at hand. She reminded herself she was standing in a church and while she was not quite the prim and proper innocent she had been before meeting Dinah she still felt thinking such dirty thoughts here was a tad improper.

“And I now pronounce you man and wife,” the priest intoned, “you may kiss the bride.”

Edmund needed no urging, neither did Augusta for that matter. As the two eagerly pressed their lips together in a kiss that was as passionate as it could be without crossing the border into scandalousness the church filled with cheers and applause for the now married couple. Emily clapped her hands together but as happy as she was for Augusta she could not help but once again subtly seek out Dinah from the corner of her eye. The older woman was also applauding, a joyous smile upon her face, and looked every inch the proper, dutiful sibling showing happiness at her elder brother’s nuptials, but her eyes met Emily’s once again. That wicked look that once more filled those clear blue depths sent a pulse of pleasure shooting through Emily’s cunt.

Remembering that she still had the entire reception and wedding dinner ahead of her, Emily could not help but think a little unhappily that it seemed it would be quite some time before she would discover just what it was that Dinah intended. The wait seemed practically torturous.

Dinah’s smile turned just slightly smug, somehow picking up on what Emily was feeling despite the distance separating them and clearly pleased by the frustrated lust bubbling away in the young woman.

Oh the end of the day could not come soon enough.

THE RECEPTION WAS mercifully drawing to a close, it seemed. Edmund and Augusta had just announced they would ‘retire for the evening’ to a few amused hoots and laughs from the last few lingering guests and servants were already beginning to clear the dishes from the tables.

Emily eagerly looked around for any sign of Dinah. She had understandably been busy ever since arriving back at the Hunter house and the reception had begun. As Edmund’s sister she had quite properly been kept close to the newly married couple, dealing with the many merry wellwishers while subtly trying to give Edmund and Augusta a bit of space to have just for themselves.

“Looking for me,” a familiar voice sent Emily’s heart leaping and she turned to see Dinah standing behind her.

Carefully looking around and thankfully seeing no one within earshot, Emily batted her eyelashes and looked up from under them submissively at the taller woman. “Yes Mistress.”

Dinah smiled hungrily. “Good girl. You will forgive me if I disappeared for a moment, I needed to collect a few papers from Augusta before she retired for the evening with my brother.”

Emily’s heart leapt again. “Do you mean -”

“Yes, dear,” Dinah’s smile grew even broader upon hearing the eagerness in the young woman’s voice. “As of this moment Augusta has officially transferred your contract as a lady’s companion to myself.”

Happiness surged through Emily at this news. When Dinah had proposed this to Augusta under the guise that she would have no need for the services of a companion as a remarried woman and she was now in the market for one as “My brother shall now understandably be distracted by your lovely charms” the other woman had been quick to agree; very quick indeed, now that Emily considered it, which perhaps was a hint that Augusta was not entirely as oblivious to the nature of her relationship with Dinah as she appeared. The knowledge that it was now official was wonderful news.

Dinah gave an exaggerated yawn. “I fear the excitement of the day has caught up to me and I am quite tired. I think I shall retire for the evening. Come Emy, you can begin your new duties as my companion by helping me prepare for bed.”

The wicked look in Dinah's eyes made the true meaning behind her words clear. As Emily’s pussy ached in anticipation she gave an obedient curtesy. “Of course, My Lady.”

She followed Dinah up the stairs on the by now very familiar path to her room.

“Your new quarters are there, next to mine,” Dinah said with a nod to the next door down from the one she was opening. “You will find there is an adjourning door connecting the two, for convenience of course in case I find myself in need of your services during the night, which I think shall be quite often now that I consider the matter.”

For some reason Emily suspected that she would not be sleeping much in her new room, which she had absolutely no objection to. The realisation that this meant she could discretely spend time in Dinah’s quarters without arousing suspicion was a welcome one, though. It seems her mistress had thought of everything.

No sooner had the door closed behind them with a click than Dinah pounced upon her, bringing her lips to Emily’s in a rough, domineering kiss. The girl moaned in pleasure as she felt her mistress’s tongue force itself into her mouth, shuddering from the rough treatment. Another one quickly followed as Dinah’s hands swiftly came around behind her to grab at her bum, fingers kneading at it even through the layers of her skirts and petticoats. Her own hands itched to touch the other woman, but Emily made herself keep them by her sides, knowing it was against the rules to touch her mistress without first being given permission. Sometimes she would deliberately violate the rule, seeking to give Dinah a reason to punish her, but she sensed the other woman was attaching some special significance to what she had planned for tonight and felt it best to let her mistress set the course of events.

Emily felt Dinah’s hands creep upward, her skilled fingers going to work on the laces of her dress. Briefly breaking the kiss, Dinah ordered hotly, “undress me, Emy,” before fusing her lips to the young woman’s once again.

The young lady all too eagerly obeyed, dresses and corsets and petticoats and underthings quickly spilling onto the floor and in what seemed to be a blink of an eye both women were completely naked. Emily melted against Dinah as the other woman pressed her body up against hers and wrapped her arms around her in a possessive embrace, revelling in the feeling of naked skin against naked skin. Hot moans, only partially stifled by Dinah’s tongue thrusting its way almost down her throat, bubbled up from her as she felt the older woman’s hands caress their way down her back and once again cup the pert cheeks of her bum.

A burning need was growing within Emily to touch Dinah as her mistress’s efforts built up the arousal within her. She whimpered from the desperation welling up inside her, dainty hands balling up into fists as she fought the urge to reach out and run them over Dinah’s soft skin.

When Dinah finally broke the kiss for air, Emily immediately began to beg. “Mistress Dinah, please -”

“I know Emy,” Dinah crooned, eyes gleaming predatorily at the naked need she heard in the younger woman’s voice. “It is alright, you have permission to touch me. In fact, get on your knees this instant and service my quim. Bring me to pleasure quickly so we can move on to the main event of tonight.”

Emily obediently fell to her knees. Her head now level with Dinah’s bare pussy, she leaned forward and brought her mouth to it. Her entire body shuddered as her mouth filled with the delicious taste of her mistress’s cunt. Remembering Dinah’s command to bring her to climax quickly and eager herself to discover just what it was that the other woman had planned, she immediately sought out Dinah’s little pearl with her tongue and began licking at it almost frantically, her lips capturing it between them and beginning to suck.

She was rewarded with a hot groan from Dinah, who fisted her hands into Emily’s hair to pull her even closer and grind her vagina against her mouth. Her own hands did not remain idle. Two fingers of one immediately plunged themselves past the lips of Dinah’s vulva, quickly thrusting themselves in and out of her vaginal tunnel. Her other reached around to Dinah’s bum, rubbing and kneading at first one large, round cheek and then the other.

“Good girl,” Dinah groaned between breathless pants. “Such a good girl you are, Emy….yes just like that….don’t you dare stop….you are becoming so good at this, my sweet….”

Emily beamed with happiness at Dinah’s praise, revelling in the knowledge she had made her mistress proud. The sound of Dinah’s increasingly louder moans of pleasure made her own cunt ache in frustration as it only grew more aroused by the moment, almost painfully protesting that it remained untouched. Oh how she wanted Dinah to touch her. She redoubled her efforts, channelling her own frustrations into worshipping her mistress’s vagina.

Her efforts bore fruit and soon Dinah was moaning almost frantically, her normal composure cracking as pleasure built up within her. She almost roughly ground herself against Emily’s mouth growing need. It was obvious her orgasm was fast approaching.

And just moments later Dinah’s body clenched and she let out a wild howl. Emily diligently continued to suck away, tongue slathering itself over the older woman’s madly throbbing clitoris. The young woman was in heaven, her nostrils filled with the scent of Dinah and her arousal, her mouth bathing in the taste of her cunt. It all seemed to be feeding her own excitement, building it to new heights. Soon, Emily told herself. Surely now that Dinah had had her own pleasure she would reward her good girl with her own.

Dinah went limp and for a moment only panted for air. She then knelt down and planted a hungry but quick kiss on Emily’s lips. “Good girl,” she said when it ended, “I am so proud of you, Emy, pleasing your mistress so dutifully.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Emily answered, suppressing the urge to whimper as the ache in her most private place only intensified at Dinah’s praise. “Mistress, please….”

“Please what Emy,” Dinah cocked an eyebrow in amusement at the young woman’s pleas. “Use your words please, dear.”

“Mistress Dinah, please touch me,” Emily begged. She made no effort to stop the blush that appeared on her cheeks at saying such lewd words. She had learned that Dinah liked it when she played the nervous innocent and was excited by the sight of her embarrassment.

“Oh, you want me to touch you, my sweet?” Dinah reached down and lightly cupped between Emily’s legs, fingers only just touching her hot vulva. “There, is that better?”

Emily whimpered aloud at the deliberately teasing touch and Dinah grinned predatorily. “Why do I get the feeling that is not what you want, Emy?” She said as her fingers began ever so lightly rubbing over the girl’s swollen labia lips, softly ghosting over her slit.

“No Mistress,” Emily moaned. “Please Mistress….I want to cum, Mistress….”

“My my, already you want to cum?” Dinah tisked disapprovingly. “How presumptuous. You have nowhere near earned that, my sweet.”

Dinah cruelly circled one of her fingers around Emily’s pulsing little pearl as she said this, refusing it any contact with ruthless discipline. Her grin only widened at the tortured sob that came from the young woman at her wicked teasing. “Still,” she went on, “I can think of something you can do for me, dear, that might just earn you the privilege of release. It is time we move on to the evening’s main festivities.”

With that she seized Emily by the arm and pulled her to her feet. Almost roughly, Dinah half dragged the girl towards her bed.

To Emily’s surprise, Dinah did not take her to the bed itself but instead stood her before the carved wooden baseboard.

SLAP!

Stinging pain shot through one of her bum cheeks as Dinah spanked it. “Bend forward please, Emy, and place your hands by both of the bedknobs.”

The young woman did so and her eyebrows shot up when she saw each carved bedknob had a short length of rope looped and knotted around it with a leather cuff dangling from its end. It seems that Dinah had prepared in advance.

Dinah quickly locked each cuff around one of Emily’s slender wrists, leaving her securely bent over. Once this was done, Dinah placed one hand on the small of Emily’s back, just above the swell of her bum. “Arch your back for me now, my sweet. Present that luscious bum of yours to me.”

Emily did so, cheeks going hot when she saw the way Dinah was hungrily looking her up and down. She wondered for a moment just what it was that the other woman intended to do to her now that she was bound in such a strange fashion. All thoughts immediately flew from her head, however, as she felt one of Dinah’s hands run themselves down the rear of her leg and she gasped aloud when she felt it touch her inner thigh.

“Why Emy you are soaking?” Dinah exclaimed when her fingers ran through the juices leaking down Emily’s thigh from her so very aroused quim. “Your thighs are practically drenched. My my, it seems you are in a mood tonight.”

As Dinah’s fingers traced their way up Emily’s inner thigh and drew closer to her pussy the young woman moaned aloud. Her mistress’s hand lifted away just at the very edge of her poor, aroused cunt, however, without touching it and she whimpered. “Mistress Dinah, please!”

The other woman laughed tauntingly. “You are quite the needy little thing, tonight, are you not, Emy? Very well, I shall not keep you waiting.”

But then to Emily’s surprise Dinah walked away. Twisting her head to look over her shoulder, the bound young woman tossed aside her brown tresses so she could follow her mistress with her eyes. Her clitoris tightened at the sight of Dinah’s rolling hips and swaying bottom, so lusciously plump and round.

The other woman stopped before a wooden chest that Emily knew from experience was where she kept her “special toys” which she had gradually been introducing the young woman to - whips and paddles and other instruments of punishment. Did Dinah intend to use one of those on her now? It somehow seemed a bit anticlimactic after all of her hints as to having something special planned for this evening.

Then Dinah opened the chest and reached inside. Eyes going wide, Emily gasped at what emerged.

It was a leather harness of some kind and hanging from it was a piece of rubber shaped into a long shaft with a bulbed tip, a replica, Emily realised, of a man’s erect penis, and quite a large one it seemed to her despite not really having anything to compare it to. Suddenly Emily understood all too well just what it was that Dinah intended.

“Do you remember how after our first time together, you asked me if you were still a virgin, dear?” Dinah asked as she stepped into the harness and buckled it tightly around her hips, the rubber penis jutting lewdly out before her and jiggling as she did so.

Mouth suddenly too dry to form words, Emily silently nodded, eyes still glued to the large rubber cock.

Dinah smiled wickedly. “As I said at the time, as you had not yet surrendered your maidenhood to me technically speaking you were still a virgin. I can think of no better way for us to consummate our new relationship than by now correcting that and deflowering you. I cannot tell you how eagerly I have waited for this moment.”

As Dinah walked back towards Emily her gait was positively predatory. The young woman could not help but tremble a little, apprehension beginning to rise within her as she stared at the bobbing, juggling phallus protruding from her mistress’s pelvis. It looked big. Very big. She new the first time hurt, even in her innocence she was aware of that fact, and while pain was something she had come to realise brought on a pleasure all of its own when it was the right kind the imposing size of cock Dinah meant to deflower her with made her wonder if she would even be able to take it within her.

“Emy,” Dinah said softly as she came to a stop beside the bound young woman, “please look at me.”

Tearing her eyes away from the rubber penis, the bulbed tip of which was now mere inches from her face, Emily looked up. Dinah gazed down at her reassuringly and lifted one hand to gently cup the young woman’s face.

“Once this is done, you know it cannot be undone,” Dinah’s voice was warm and loving when she spoke. “I need to know if you want this, Emy. If you do not, simply tell me now and this stops. I will not force this on you and I will not be disappointed or upset with you if your answer to me is no.”

Emily’s eyes dipped back down to stare at the rubber penis just before her face and for a long moment she said nothing. Then she looked back up and met Dinah’s clear blue eyes.

“Yes,” Emily said with utter sincerity. For all her apprehensions about the size of Dinah’s cock her cunt was practically on fire with excitement at the idea of her mistress taking her with it like a man. “Do it, Mistress. Deflower me. Take my virginity. It is yours. Only please, Mistress Dinah,” her voice became softer and trembled just the tiniest bit, “be gentle.”

Dinah smiled in triumph but her fingers reassuringly ran themselves across Emily’s cheek. “I will, dear. It will hurt, there is no avoiding that I am afraid, but I will do everything I can to keep the pain as little as possible. To that end, open wide for me like a good girl. I want my cock well lubricated before I fuck your tight, virgin quim with it.”

At those words Dinah pressed forward with her hips till the tip of her rubber penis was pushing against Emily’s lips, who obediently parted them so it could slide into her mouth. The rubbery taste was very strange and she felt the urge to gag at this alien intruder to her mouth, but Emily forced herself to relax and not resist as it pushed deeper into her mouth. After a moment its progression halted and pulled back before Dinah thrust forward again, going even further.

Emily wrapped her lips tightly around the rubber shaft and tried to suck on it the way she remembered seeing Theodosia do during her performance before the onlookers at the soiree all those months ago. Even though the other woman could not feel anything, Dinah’s blue eyes darkened at the sight of the bound girl sucking on her rubber phallus as she thrust it in and out of her mouth, forcing more of it inside each time. Seeing that this pleased her mistress, Emily made her eyes go wide, fluttering her eyelashes timidly, and schooled them into a look of doe eyed innocence, knowing that this would excite the other woman.

And indeed it did. Dinah almost growled in reaction and began thrusting her hips with even more force, hands going to grip Emily’s face tightly and hold it in place as she practically fucked her mouth with her cock. The young woman felt the bulbed tip press itself into her throat and at that she did gag a little despite her best efforts, saliva dribbling down from her lips.

Eyes gleaming, Dinah pulled her cock from Emily’s mouth and scooped up the salvia from around her mouth. Lewdly stroking her hands up and down the rubber shaft to see that every inch of it was now well lubricated, she walked around behind the bound young woman. “And now my good girl is going to get fucked. Are you ready for that, Emy? Ready for me to take my big cock and force it into your virgin cunt and make you a proper woman?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Emily said hotly, wiggling her bum tantalisingly.

SLAP!

Dinah slapped one pert bum cheek, more of a love tap than anything else. “Be still for me now dear.” One of her hands came around to grip one of Emily’s hips firmly and the young woman hissed in pain as sharp nails dug into soft skin, but a corresponding flash of pleasure also shot through the depths of her most private place.

“Did you ever imagine what your first time would be like, dear?” Dinah said tauntingly as she gripped the base of her cock with her other hand and began guiding it into position. “Were you one of those young ladies who dreamed of gentle candlelight and roses? Look at you now, bound and bent over, about to be mounted from behind like some bitch in heat.”

Emily’s cheeks grew hot at such crude language but her clitoris actually throbbed in approval at the lurid description. When she felt the mushroom shaped head of the rubber phallus touch her pussy, pressing against the lips of her slit, she let out a little squeak and instinctively went tense.

“Relax Emy,” Dinah’s voice was now soft, almost loving, and she tenderly ran one hand up and down the young woman’s trembling back. “The pain will be worse if you do not. Let me know when you are ready.”

Taking deep breaths, Emily willed herself to relax. After a few moments she grew used to the feeling of the tip of the rubber cock pressed up against her slit and her body unclenched itself. “Do it, Mistress. I’m ready.”

Dinah dripped both of Emily’s hips with an iron-like grip and ruthlessly thrust forward with her own till her pelvis was flush with the back of the bent over girl’s thighs. The bulbed head of Dinah’s cock pushed past the puffy lips of her slit, stretching them painfully, followed by the long shaft. Emily felt something tear within her and then pain utterly unlike anything she had felt before burst through her body and she cried out.

Tears dripped down Emily’s cheeks, leaving hot trails in their wake, as she sobbed in pain. Dinah made no further attempts to move and instead Emily felt the soft warmth of her body press itself over her back and a gust of hot breath envelop her ear as the older woman nuzzled her face into the crook of her neck. One arm wrapped itself across the bound girl’s belly, holding her in a comforting embrace.

“Sshhhhhhhhh,” Dinah hushed her tenderly, crooning reassuringly in her ear. “Take as long as you need, Emy. I am not going anywhere. Let me know when you are ready to continue.”

As she spoke, Emily felt Dinah’s other hand reach down between her spread legs and begin fondling her most private place. Her fingers softly stroked themselves over the stretched lips of her slit and her thumb began to lightly rub itself over her rock hard clit. The young woman moaned at the pleasure this elicited in her body, rapidly overwhelming the pain from her deflowering. The latter was quickly diminishing and in only a few moments it was entirely gone, replaced instead with a strange but delightful feeling of fullness from the penis lodged inside her vagina.

“I’m ready, Mistress,” Emily moaned, still revelling in the touch of Dinah’s fingers on her quim.

“Ready for what, dear?” Dinah laughed tauntingly. She stood up and straightened herself but did nothing else other than remove her hand from between the young woman’s legs.

“Mistress, please,” Emily whimpered as she felt those wonderful fingers disappear and the pleasure they brought along with them.

“Please what, Emy?”

Cheeks burning almost as hotly as her cunt, Emily made herself say the lewd words. “Please Mistress Dinah, fuck me!”

With a possessive growl, Dinah pulled back with her hips, withdrawing her rubber penis till only the tip barely remained inside of Emily’s cunt and then slammed them forward again, driving it home. Emily moaned in delight as pleasure surged through her body and instinctively she clenched her inner walls around the cock within her, savouring the delightful friction. Dinah repeated the act again and again, thrusting at her with a steady rhythm. The sound of her pelvis slapping against Emily’s thighs rang through the air along with regular, disciplined breathing, mixing with the louder and louder moans of pleasure coming from Emily.

Within minutes Emily recognised the pressure building within her quim, becoming a rising wave of pleasure that was beginning to crest. “Mistress, I’m going to cum….” she panted between breathless moans, “please may I cum?”

At this Dinah slammed her hips forward with one more thrust and ceased moving. “No.”

“Nooooo! No, Mistress please,” Emily begged, fresh tears running down her cheeks as she felt her orgasm immediately begin to recede. “Please let me cum….I want to cum!”

“My my, what a demanding little thing you are tonight,” Dinah laughed tauntingly, one of her hands slipping between Emily’s legs against to lightly ghost itself over the lips of her slit, deviously prolonging the girl’s edge without pushing her over it.

“Mistress Dinah please!” Emily could only beg between tearful sobs.

Dinah’s hand withdrew and both of them went to lightly up Emily’s bottom. “I fail to see why I am the one expected to do all of the work here, Emy. That is rather lazy of you, I might add, and not at all what a proper young lady should do. If you want to cum so badly, prove it to me!”

Understanding what Dinah was ordering, Emily gingerly pulled her hips forward and then pumped them back onto the older woman’s cock. She was not really certain what she was doing but she gasped aloud at the pleasure that followed. With greater confidence she repeated the motion, groaning in delight as the pleasure began to build.

Dinah simply stood there, rubbing and caressing her hands over Emily’s bum as this happened, occasionally giving one cheek or the other a quick spank. “Yes, good girl. Bounce yourself on my penis. What a bold, wanton little thing you are. Good. I like you that way. It pleases me so, Emy.”

In response Emily only increased her efforts, thrusting herself back and forth onto Dinah’s rubber phallus with greater intensity. She could feel beads of sweat break out on her body from her efforts and run down her skin, the slapping sound of her thighs hitting her mistress’s pelvis turning wet. Emily did not care, focusing on the wave within her that once again began to crest.

“Mistress Dinah! Please, I am going to cum. Please let me cum this time!”

And then she felt Dinah’s hand shift from her bottom to her hips and grip them tightly, holding her in place so she could not move. “No.”

“Please Mistress!” Emily sobbed, frustrated tears once again running down her sweaty cheeks. “Please….please please please!”

“Please, what Emy,” Dinah's voice was hot with delight at Emily’s frantic begging.

“Please fuck me!” Emily howled, beyond caring at the lewdness of what she was saying. “Fuck me damn it, fuck me! Fuck me like the bitch in heat that I am. And make me cum, god damn it. I wanna cum!”

“If that is what my good girl wants, then that is what my good girl will get,” Dinah crooned eagerly.

Dinah began thrusting with her hips, pounding Emily’s tight cunt once again with her rubber penis. There was no rhythm to her motions now as she just wildly cantered her hips, thrusting like an animal at the bound young woman. Her hands relaxed their grip around Emily’s waist, now guiding the girl as she madly pumped backwards, meeting Dinah’s thrusts with those of her own.

Sobbing with a desperate need to cum, Emily madly rocked herself against Dinah’s cock with everything she had, gripping the baseboard with her bound hands for greater leverage. Her orgasm was coming, she could feel it growing closer with every fresh thrust. Her inner vaginal walls were clenched tightly around the cock within her, eking out every last bit of delicious friction she could from it.

Again the wave began to crest, her climax so close she could almost taste it. Emily practically screamed. “PLEASE MISTRESS MAY I CUM!”

For a long second she waited in anguished suspense and then she heard the most beautiful word. “Yes.”

At that Emily did scream, pumping her hips like a mad woman as the wave of pleasure crashed through her body. Dinah’s hands left her hips and fisted themselves in her brown locks, pulling them cruelly. Pain exploded through Emily’s scalp at this but it sent the pleasure bursting from her quim to new heights and for a moment she felt her eyes threaten to roll back into her head as if she was about to faint, so great was the intensity of the pleasure racing through her very veins. She never wanted that moment to end.

But end it eventually did. As the last aftershocks of her climax left her body, Emily felt herself go limp and for a moment her knees buckled underneath her own weight. Dinah caught her, thankfully, and held her up with one hand while the other went to uncuff her wrists. Pulling her up, she leaned the young woman against her body to steady her.

“Walk Emy,” Dinah whispered softly in her ear.

Emily obeyed, clumsily making herself put one leg in front of the other as Dinah guided her around to the side of the bed and gently laid her down upon it. The young woman just lay limply upon the covers, feeling as if she could not move if her life depended upon it, that was how spent she was.

Dinah quickly lay down behind her and pulled her close. Emily whimpered a little, her body beginning to tremble, and her mistress immediately went to put her arms around the young woman. One hand lay comfortingly over her stomach, massaging at the soft skin there, while the other went between the girl’s legs and cupped her most private place. She made no attempt to caress Emily, instead simply holding her hand over the young woman’s vulva almost possessively.

Focusing on the feeling of Dinah’s beating heart against her backs, Emily took deep breaths as Dinah had taught her to when moments like this occurred in the aftermath of their couplings and focused on the feeling of safety that came from being held by her mistress. Slowly her body stilled itself.

“So how did my good girl enjoy her deflowering?” Dinah crooned in Emily’s ear softly.

“Oh Mistress Dinah,” Emily groaned. “It was unlike anything I could image.”

“Good,” Dinah nuzzled her face into the crook of Emily’s neck. “Sadly, I can only take your virginity once, dear, so it should be a memorable occasion. Of course,” she wiggled her hips against Emily’s backside and the young woman felt the rubber shaft of her cock press itself against the cleft of her bum, “that does not mean I shall take you with my cock only once. Now that you are properly broken I intend to fuck you with it as many times as I can. Would you like that, Emy?”

“Oh yes, Mistress,” Emily gasped in delight. Suddenly needing to look the other woman in the eyes, she twisted around in her embrace. “Dinah, I love you!”

“Oh my sweet Emy,” Dinah’s happy smile took Emily’s breath away. “I love you too, my beautiful girl.”


The End?
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