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An icy gust from the open window blew across the back of Gilbert’s neck to send a chill shiver trickling down his spine, but he remained ramrod straight in his seat. The momentary discomfort was not by accident. He knew that. The chair he sat on was positioned right in front of the window and it had always been open on the occasions he visited the room. Always. It hadn’t been quite as cold those previous times, however.

“Now, Lord Donahue,” Reverend Mackenzie asked in a loud, inquiring voice. “How are you faring this week?”

Gilbert set his attention on the middle-aged man sitting directly opposite him at the large, oak table. The gaze on him seemed somehow harsh and compassionate at the same time. It was a contradiction that always unnerved him in a way he could never quite explain to himself and he surreptitiously tried to gulp down a heavy breath. He felt the frosty bite of another frigid blast of air slide across the back of his neck and this time he did shift a little uncomfortably in his chair.

“I’m fine, thank you,” he said simply to answer the question.

“Have you made an attempt to converse with your father?” Reverend Mackenzie went on and leaned forward to set his hands down on the unpolished surface of the table.

The question made Gilbert’s lips tighten together. He would happily meet and talk with his father although was convinced the opposite was not true. His fall from grace was still too fresh in the mind. At least, the final straw was too recent. The carousing days which led to his demise had gone on far too long.

Well, if truth be told, they hadn’t gone on too long for Gilbert. He would have joyfully continued the lifestyle he’d grown accustomed to, but his gambling, drinking and womanizing became too much for his conservative parents to bear. Being cut off from his family’s wealth shocked him to the core and the friends he looked to for help turned out not to be so companionable when he was without funds. It left him in a perilous situation where his only savior from penury was being taken in by the church.

The austere surroundings in which he now existed were a far cry from the luxurious lifestyle of a young lord, however. That had been difficult enough for him to adjust to. The situation was made all the worse by the meetings with the reverend and the elders of the church group. They were a weekly chore he could not avoid if he wanted to remain in their care though. He cleared his throat with a nervy cough before answering the question he’d been asked.

“I do not think my father is inclined to converse with me.”

“You understand that your stay here is not permanent,” one of the elders commented.

“Yes,” Gilbert replied.

“We willingly extend the hand of help in troubled times,” the elder went on. “But it’s expected that those we assist also make the effort to help themselves.”

“I do understand,” Gilbert said. “But the choice in the matter is not mine alone to make.”

It wasn’t just the icy fingers of the cold air which made Gilbert shiver now. The dour, forbidding expressions of the assembled elders had the same effect and he dropped his gaze to his clasped hands.

“The choice may not be yours alone,” Reverend Mackenzie said. “You are the one in the wrong, however, and the first move in a reconciliation needs to be made by you. How can you ever know if your family will take you back into their loving fold if you do not make the effort to contact them.”

“Yes, you’re right,” Gilbert said.

Agreeing with the sentiment was all he could do, but he suspected any efforts he made with his family would be rebuffed. It’s what made him hesitant to try. The harsh words exchanged in the falling out with his father were still too raw and he expected forgiveness would be in short supply. That left him with the church and he could only hope they gave him the time needed to get his life back on track.

“Are you keeping up with your prayers?” Reverend Mackenzie asked.

It was another requirement that Gilbert could not ignore if he wanted to remain under the reverend’s care although he had definitely not been of a religious persuasion in recent years. In truth, he had no plans to change that. However, he went through the motions and visited the small chapel on a daily basis, so he could at least be seen making the effort to pray even if it was just an act.

“I shall go after this meeting,” he replied.

“Giving your heart to god will be your salvation,” Reverend Mackenzie said.

Gilbert heard the assembled elders praise the comment with an amen, so did the same. He glanced along the line of assembled men and women as they looked up towards the heavens in reverence, but his gaze met the one person on the opposite side of the table who wasn’t doing that and the rush of panic hit. The hint of a smile was unmistakable before he hurriedly looked down to his clasped hands.

“Please make the effort to contact your family and inform us of the outcome at the next meeting in a week’s time,” Reverend Mackenzie said.

The words brought both relief and anguish to Gilbert. Relief in that the comment signaled the end of a meeting that was a lot shorter than he’d expected. The anguish came from knowing that he was being left with little choice but to contact his father and he feared the reception he got would not be good. He tried to keep his demeanor calm when he lifted his gaze and said the words expected of him.

“I will.”

“Good,” Reverend Mackenzie said and rose to his feet.

The others on the opposite side of the table did the same and Gilbert was quick to follow their lead. That they were about to leave the room revealed he was the last of the people currently under their care to have a meeting. Normally, he was asked to leave and they remained sitting where they were when he walked out of the room. Not on this occasion though.

He moved to the end of the table, but waited for the elders to file past him towards the door. His head remained bowed until he caught the faint whiff of floral scent he was becoming all too familiar with. He raised his eyes to another hint of a smile that unnerved him, but was quick to avert his gaze.

The breath remained caught in his chest until he was alone in the room, when the air came flooding back out. He rocked his head back to look up at the ceiling and took a few moments to gather himself before walking over to the door to follow the others. That got him the sight of Reverend Mackenzie and one of the elders deep in discussion.

Gilbert really just wanted to go back to his room, but it would mean walking past the two men. That seemed like a bad idea considering he’d told the reverend he would go and pray after the meeting, so he turned away from them to head towards the chapel. When he got to it, he walked inside to see it was empty and went to sit on one of the back pews. The chill made him pull the sides of his jacket together, but it did little to provide him with any warmth.

He closed his eyes as he leaned back in the seat, but an image of his father filled his mind immediately and his thoughts definitely were not pure. There was no clearing them away at first as he contemplated what making contact might bring. His fear was that any attempt so soon after the fall out would not be welcomed and there was no knowing where that might leave him.

The anguish brought a rush of breath spilling from his lips as he tried to fix his mind on something else and that suddenly became easy when the floral scent filled his nostrils again. The surprise of opening his eyes to the sight of Maisie was compounded when she sat right next to him. Her thigh pressed against his to spark panic and he looked over his shoulder towards the door when he shuffled over on the pew to move away.

“Well, that’s not very friendly now, is it?” Maisie said in an amused voice.

“You can’t be here,” Gilbert hissed when he turned his attention back to the pretty woman sitting beside him. “Your husband…”

“Has already left the building,” Maisie cut in. “As have the elders, so relax.”

Gilbert’s mouth flapped open. That her words were said in such a blasé manner made him all the more uneasy. It meant relaxing was the last thing he could do, especially when Maisie moved closer to him again.

“Stop, please,” he implored.

“You didn’t seem to mind me being close the last…”

“Stop,” Gilbert hissed. “The church is my only hope at this moment in time. If it forgoes me, I have nothing.”

“Then you should be doing everything in your power to remain in my good books,” Maisie said. “It would not be in your best interests to make me unhappy.”

Gilbert moved again when she shuffled closer, but he ended up pressed against the solid armrest at the very end of the long pew and couldn’t go any further. It meant there was no more escape from the touch of Maisie’s thigh against his and he tried to fight the effect it had. There was amusement in her voice when she spoke.

“Have you been using the provisions we give you?”

There was no need for any more explanation. Gilbert understood what she was talking about. He squashed himself hard against the armrest, but Maisie’s thigh remained pressed resolutely against his.

“This is a sin,” he said in a hushed voice.

“You know what my husband and the elders consider the most grievous of sins for a young man like yourself,” Maisie replied. “I hope you haven’t been…”

“Please,” Gilbert exhorted in a strained voice.

“Those base urges can be suppressed,” Maisie went on and the amusement was there to hear in her voice again. “The bromide we give you in the provisions is there for a reason. Do you put it in your tea?”

Gilbert felt the tightness in his body when her hand settled on his thigh. His breathing grew short as his attempts to fight his libido were weakened by the touch on his leg sliding higher until it found the growing swell of his arousal.

“I think that gives me my answer,” Maisie said in a voice that revealed her delight.

“I thought the church took me in to offer salvation,” he gasped.

“That’s exactly what I’m offering you,” Maisie replied and squeezed. “I’m saving you from committing that most grievous sin of masturbation.”

“It’s…”

“It’s sinful salvation,” Maisie said in a hoarse rasp and squeezed harder still.

The panic erupted to more in Gilbert and he struggled to his feet to escape Maisie’s amorous clutches. He saw where she looked, so grabbed at the sides of his jacket to pull them together. It covered up his groin. Their gazes met for the briefest of seconds before he fled from the chapel. He felt the relief that no one now barred his way from leaving the building and it allowed him to rush back in the direction of his room.

***

The knock came. Gilbert knew it would and felt the grip of panic returning. He looked across the room towards the door, but it wasn’t until until he heard the sound of knuckles rapping on wood for a second time that he moved. There was always a chance he was mistaken and it wasn’t the person he thought it was.

“Who is it?” he called when he got to the door.

“I’ll give you three guesses,” the answer came back.

His shoulders sank and he closed his eyes when he leaned forward to settle his forehead against the wood. It was a second or two before he spoke again.

“You can’t be here.”

“Open the door,” Maisie replied. “My husband asked me to pass on a message to you.”

“So, pass it on,” Gilbert said even though he knew the remark was a lie.

The only answer was another knock on the door. A grim expression spread across his face. He wasn’t sure quite what Maisie would do if he didn’t let her in and eventually decided he better not find out. Moving back a step, he reached out to unlock the door so he could open it.

“You can’t be here,” he repeated when he was confronted by the reverend’s pretty wife.

“But I am here,” Maisie said and stepped forward to cross the threshold, so she could pass him by.

Gilbert looked out into the darkness, but there was no one else to be seen. That was hardly surprising. Maisie had a ready excuse if she was spotted that she was simply administering to his spiritual needs, as the elders of the church were free to do. She most likely wouldn’t want to be seen visiting his room though.

His lips tightened together in a grimace when he closed the door. He then turned to the sight of her pulling down the hood of her dark cape and undoing the ties at the front of her neck to take off the garment. It revealed a shapeless, dark blue dress that gave no hint of her figure.

“What’s the message?” he asked.

“You know I don’t have one,” Maisie replied. “Stop playing games.”

“I’m not the one playing games,” Gilbert mumbled as he walked away from the door.

“That’s not what I heard,” Maisie said in an amused voice as she moved to the table and hung her cape over the back of a chair. “From what I was told about you, playing games is a fondness of yours.”

She reached out to the oil lamp on the table to turn down the flame and it darkened the room.

“Don’t do that,” Gilbert said.

“Oh yes,” I forgot,” Maisie retorted in a teasing voice. “You do like to watch don’t you, Lord Donahue.”

The use of his title brought the grimace back to Gilbert’s face, but there was no taking his eyes from the reverend’s wife as she loosened the top button of her dress. It revealed a hint of the decorative, black choker necklace which adorned her slender neck. He wanted to tell her to stop at the same time as being desperate to see more.

“Still haven’t taken your bromide, have you?” Maisie taunted as she loosened more of the buttons.

She saw the way Gilbert covered his groin with his hands and knew she was inflaming his libido. It excited her. The game was risky, but having the eyes of a young lord on her was an aphrodisiac that brought out her naughty side.

“Is it pretty?” she asked when she revealed the top edge of the dark corset.

The material squeezed and lifted her breasts to produce a deep cleavage that she brushed a fingertip slowly into. Gilbert couldn’t tear his gaze from the simple act of her touch sliding across her naked skin. He wasn’t even sure what age Maisie was and she wasn’t inclined to reveal it. She was likely a good few years older than the girls he’d been familiar with in his past, but there was no doubt she was every bit as sexy and liked to show off her gorgeous figure.

“Please, we cannot do this,” he said and looked towards the door. “Your husband…”

“What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him,” Maisie interrupted as she put more of the pretty corset on display.

“But…”

“My husband,” Maisie cut in harshly to stop Gilbert speaking. “Well, he believes that the physical union of a man and a woman is a perfunctory act for the sole purpose of procreation. It is for the man to give his seed as quickly as possible and nothing more, but we know different…, don’t we?”

Gilbert’s mouth flapped open, but no words came out as he watched Maisie ease her arms out of the sleeves of the dress and push the material down, so it slid all the way to her feet. She then stepped out of it to display herself in nothing more than the tight corset and a pair of silky bloomers.

There was nothing shapeless about her outfit now. It was quite the contrary, with the corset hugging her figure tightly to put her slender curves fully on display. The silk bloomers were short enough to leave much of her shapely legs in view and the pretty material clung to her hips.

“I cannot,” Gilbert let out in an almost-despairing whine, but the lust was upon him and what little resolve he started with when Maisie entered the room quickly drained away.

He still fought the pulse of hot blood that began to pump through his veins, but it was a futile effort. The sight before him made his erection swell until it strained against his breeches and only his hands in front of his groin hid the growing bulge.

“You know how I like to see it,” Maisie said in a hushed voice and brushed fingertips into her cleavage again. “I didn’t come here so you could hide it from me.”

Gilbert rocked his head back to look up to the ceiling and felt the hopelessness of the situation. In his carousing days, he would have been the one to make the move so he could sow his wild oats. This was different though. Being caught with the wife of the reverend would be a disaster that would certainly take away the only help he had. His family finding out would also make a reconciliation all the more unlikely. It made him keep his hands in front of his groin.

“I said show me,” Maisie hissed in a growling rasp when she stepped forward.

She grabbed at Gilbert’s hands and felt his resistance. It made her pull harder until she uncovered his groin. Her eyes fixed on the growing outline of his erection that showed through his breeches. He stepped back when she reached out, but she followed and the wall finally brought him to a stop.

“I cannot,” he groaned desperately. “I’ll be thrown…”

“I can’t leave you like that,” Maisie said and heard his gasp when she pressed her palm against the hardness of his erection. “I need to save you from that ultimate sin of using your own hand.”

Gilbert rocked his head back and winced when it cracked against the wall. The touch on his groin brought temptation he could not resist. In truth he wasn’t given the choice. Maisie lifted her hands to start undoing the buttons of his shirt. She leaned in as soon as the bare skin of his muscular chest was exposed and he closed his eyes tightly when he felt the caress of her soft lips.

His hands clenched to tight fists as she loosened more buttons to pull the sides of his shirt aside then dropped to her knees before him. It was a provocative act that made him press back against the wall. There was no escape from her attention, however.

Her chin dug into his flesh and he looked down to the sultry expression on her pretty face. Their eyes locked together as she brushed fingertips across his skin, with his body convulsing when the touch grazed across a nipple.

“Doesn’t that feel so delectable?” she asked in a teasing voice when she got fingers to both his nipples.

Gilbert said nothing. He tilted his head back to break the eye contact. Soft lips brushed on his skin again as the slow, grazing caress of fingertips stiffened his nipples to hard beads and ignited a stronger arousal that brought him fully erect.

“Am I flooding your mind with memories?” Maisie taunted when she slid her hands lower. “Back to those days when you were a bad, bad boy.”

She continued to kiss on his bare skin as she slid her hands lower on his body to get them the fastenings of his breeches. As she started to loosen them, she challenged him.

“Are you going to stop me?”

She saw his gaze come down to hers and let out a seductive laugh. His hands didn’t come to hers as she slid her fingers under the waistband of the breeches and underwear to drag them down. It freed his erection and it sprang up proudly in front of her face.

“No,” she went on in hushed reverence at the perfect sight of his obvious lust for her. “You’re not going to stop me, are you? You’re going to take every single bit of the sinful salvation I offer.”

Gilbert flinched when her fingers clasped around the base of his erection to squeeze tightly. It sent a pulse of pleasure through him that weakened his legs and he bit his lip to hold in the groan that threatened to spill out. The grip around his throbbing manhood loosened, with Maisie’s fingers sliding all the way up to the head then back down again. She leaned in to press her lips on his belly then kissed lower until the soft underside of her chin rubbed on the tip of his erection.

It sapped more of the strength from his legs as he became captivated and he pushed back harder against the wall to hold himself upright. He looked down to the way Maisie’s head moved back, so she could watch the way she stroked her fingers slowly up and down his erect length.

“You’re going to be the sinner I want,” she said and brought her other hand up to cup fingers around his testicles. “Aren’t you.”

Gilbert flinched when her grip tightened, but the flutter of pain it brought came with pleasure when she leaned back in to nuzzle her mouth against the very tip of his erection. The bubble of pre-cum that appeared wet her lips and he knew what was coming when she looked up at him.

“You taste good,” she said and let him watch as she slid her tongue around her lips. “But you know I want more than that.”

She leaned in again, but did more than simply nuzzle her lips against the tip of his erection. This time, she parted them to let the swollen head slip all the way into her mouth. The soft caress of her tongue playing on the underside of his shaft brought a knee-trembling moment that made him gasp.

“Someone likes what he’s getting,” Maisie mocked when she pulled back, but she got the tip of her tongue fluttering on the sensitive underside of the head and Gilbert’s only response was more gasps.

She waited until he looked at her and held his gaze when she slowly licked down to where her fingers were gripped tightly around the base. There was a thrill to holding his attention so avidly and she gave him more by pressing her lips against the throbbing hardness of his shaft then slowly kissing her way back up to the tip.

“Did the pretty, young ladies give you this?” she asked and continued to hold his gaze as she rolled her tongue lovingly around the glistening skin of the engorged head.

His gasps turned to groans as she teased and tormented him. There was no missing just how much she was turning him on by gripping her fingers tighter in place around his thick girth to feel the fierce pulse of hot blood that made his hard flesh swell even stiffer.

“Are you going to last?” she taunted, but again moved things on before he had the chance to answer.

He rocked his head back to break the eye contact when she fluttered her tongue on another bead of pre-cum before taking the head in her mouth again. This time, she worked her lips lower to let more of his erection slip between them. The burn of arousal between her thighs wet the material of her bloomers. It was what she wanted and she pushed herself to be the naughty lady of her fantasies by giving a young lord oral sex.

Making herself gag on his hard cock was deliberate. She knew the dirty, gulping sound of it would excite him all the more and there was no missing the way his muscles tightened as he tried to force his hips forward. It made her push her fingers down against his testicles to make his erection jut out from his groin, so she could feel the quivering tension as she held on tightly.

At the same time, she slid her lips lower still on his shaft to make the sensitive head rub against the silky softness of her inner cheek. A glance up showed she was being watched again and the expression on Gilbert’s face showed just how much he was enjoying the attention she lavished on him.

She started bobbing her head to a quicker rhythm to give him the delight of his cock violating her mouth. It got her the sound of louder groans and she could tell he was struggling to hold himself in check. A shudder ripped through her when she came up for air and it made her voice breathless when she spoke.

“You can’t deny it to me.”

“This is wrong,” Gilbert gasped.

“Yes it is,” Maisie agreed. “That’s why I love it so much and you can’t pretend you don’t.”

Gilbert’s knees threatened to buckle when fingers gripped tighter around his erection. The rush of pleasure was intoxicating and grew stronger still when Maisie leaned in to drip spit on the head of his cock. It wasn’t the actions of a reverend’s wife. At least, that was the thought in his mind, but there was no denying the evidence of his eyes.

Her hand came up to hold on tightly just below the head, so she could swirl her thumb around glistening skin to work the lubrication in. She then pressed her lips on the tip to let out more spit and this time got all her fingers working to stroke them along his length. It spread the lubrication all the way down his stiff shaft and gave the silkiest of feelings to the motion of her hand.

“Come on,” she let out in a husky rasp. “Give it to me.”

Gilbert felt the clenching tightness in the pit of his belly as she quickened the pace and he closed his eyes as her fingers raced up and down his thickly engorged manhood. It was too good and the tremors weakening his legs grew stronger. He fought against the rising pressure to keep the handjob going, but he slowly started to lose the battle.

“I know what you want,” Maisie said and let out a hushed laugh when she clasped her fingers tightly around the base again.

It gave Gilbert a moment of respite, but he knew it wouldn’t last long. Maisie lifted her free hand to put on a naughty performance of sucking her middle finger in her mouth then showed it when it was coated in spit.

“Did those pretty, young ladies you liked to play with do this for you?” she asked.

The grip of tension felt almost unbearable for Gilbert when she wiggled her wet finger on the sensitive skin just behind his heavy balls.

“Did they?” Maisie went on as she stroked her finger further back.

“No,” Gilbert replied in a strained voice and followed it up with a blasphemous curse.

“You’ll go to hell,” Maisie teased when she looked up.

“I’ll meet you there,” Gilbert retorted.

He felt the creep of her finger reach his puckered hole. It made his buttocks clench, but he didn’t want to escape the touch and felt the rush of shameful excitement that he liked it so much. He cursed again when the pressure increased.

Maisie wiggled her finger harder as she leaned in to take the head of Gilbert’s erection in her mouth once more. It let her feel the fierce, pulsing throb of the lust she ignited in a young man as she gradually eased her finger past protesting muscles.

She heard the sound of a stifled groan when Gilbert’s sphincter suddenly loosened. It enabled her to slide her finger inside the tightness and she immediately began to bob her head. Her efforts became frantic as she got caught up in the heady elation of illicit desires. It felt so wrong, but there was no stopping herself as she teased and tormented a young man towards a climax.

“Too much…, too much,” Gilbert blurted out as the pressure reached boiling point.

His muscles coiled like springs in the last seconds and he felt his asshole tighten around Maisie’s stiff finger when it plunged deep. It was the moment that proved too much. He looked down to her bobbing head and gave another warning.

She brought her lips up to clamp them just below the head and gazed up to give him eye contact as she jabbed her finger hard to drive it all the way inside his tight hole. It sparked his climax and she let out a muffled squeal when a blast of his virile seed erupted against the roof of her mouth. The pulsing spasms of his muscles were all too obvious as he lost control completely and she kept her lips clamped around his hard flesh to let him unleash every thick spurt of his cum into her mouth.

Her tongue was covered in a thick load by the time Gilbert’s balls emptied and the rigid tension in his body melted away in the aftermath of his climax. Maisie backed off for a second and opened her mouth wide to show what she’d taken. Her lips then came together in a smile that allowed her to swallow every last drop before revealing she’d done it.

“You like that, don’t you?” she taunted as she leaned in to swirl her tongue on the little trickles of white that rolled across the slick head of Gilbert’s erection.

All he could get out was gasping breaths as he tried to recover some semblance of composure. She took his erection back in her mouth to lick it clean and clamped her lips in place again to enjoy the dying throbs that sapped the strength from him. Gilbert couldn’t hold in the groan when she slowly extracted her finger from his pulsing asshole. When she backed off, she grabbed his hand and he didn’t resist as she made him slide down the wall to sit on the floor.

He tried to avoid the kiss when her head darted forward, but she grabbed his hair to make him turn back. Her lips pressed onto his and she worked her tongue into his mouth to let it play against his. She held him in the kiss for a few seconds before smiling when she backed off to stare at him.

“You are a gentleman, aren’t you?” she asked, with a wicked laugh.

***

Gilbert remained slumped against the wall when Maisie got up, but his eyes didn’t leave her as she walked across the room to throw herself face-down on the bed. He knew that his climax wouldn’t be the end of the encounter. It never was and her comment about him being a gentleman when she backed off from the oral sex showed she expected him to return the favor. That was made all the more abundantly clear when she called out to him.

“Well?”

There was no choice but for him to shrug off the weakness in his limbs and rise to his feet. His tongue slid around his lips as he looked across the room to let his eyes roam over her and he felt the prick of excitement return.

“Take it all off,” she said, without looking.

It made him glance down at his disheveled outfit. In days gone by, he would have been all over a woman offering herself to him in such a blatant manner. However, there was no clearing his mind of the risk he took by giving in to Maisie’s demands.

Then again, not giving in to them was probably more dangerous. He had no idea what she would do if he refused to play her games. It made him drag his shirt off then kick away his breeches and underwear to get naked before walking across the room.

“Untie them,” Maisie said when she felt him sit on the edge of the bed.

Gilbert took in a deep breath.

“You’re a reverend’s wife,” he said.

“Is that what gets you so erect for me?” she retorted and repeated her order in a more strident voice. “Untie them.”

He looked at the threaded laces that held the corset tightly in place. Reaching out, he untied the knot then pulled at the laces to loosen them. When he let go, Maisie rolled over onto her back to look at him.

“Are you going to give me your best?” she asked in a teasing voice then blew him a kiss.

She reached out to grab his upper arm and felt the resistance to her efforts.

“You’re not going to deny me what I deserve after I was so good to you,” she went on and pulled harder.

Gilbert winced when her nails dug into his flesh. He eventually gave in and leaned forward to bring their lips together. Maisie’s tongue slithered into his mouth and he knew she was enjoying giving him the taste of his seed. After a few seconds, he felt a grip on the hair at the nape of his neck. It pulled his head away to end the kiss.

“Get over me,” Maisie ordered.

He hesitated for a second before clambering onto the bed to get over her on all fours. She got her hand to his groin and let out a taunting guffaw as she looked up at him.

“Did I take all your power..., poor boy,” she teased as she grabbed at his now flaccid manhood to squeeze it.

When she let go, she got her hand back to the hair at the nape of his neck to pull him down to another kiss. She held him in it for a few seconds before shoving his head lower on her body and her voice was now breathless.

“Show me how you treated those pretty ladies when you were a sinner.”

Gilbert shuddered as he pressed his lips on the silky skin of her upper chest. Maisie wanted everything that her husband couldn’t or wouldn’t give her and she was going to use him to get it. She was the one who grabbed at her corset to pull it down, so she could expose her breasts. Her hands came to his head to push it lower and he heard the groan when he kissed into her cleavage.

“Just like that,” she let out in a rasping breath and grabbed at his hair again to pull him onto her breast.

He looked down at the perfectly circular island of dark pink flesh from which her nipple protruded. He could feel the stiffness of arousal when he brushed his lips across the erect bud and the touch was enough for Maisie to arch up from the covers with a gasping moan.

Her body trembled as she hungered for more, but he made her wait by resisting the pull on his hair to build the anticipation. It made her start to beg, but the sound of her desperate pleading dissolved into a louder moan when he gave her what she wanted.

He opened his mouth wide to press it down around her areola, so he could flicker his tongue on her nipple. She pushed up towards the touch when he gave her more. The trembling of her body becoming stronger shaking as his attention ignited pleasure that flooded down between her thighs to make her wetter. When he felt the pull on his hair, he gave in right away to let her lead his mouth across her chest.

“Yes, like that…, like that,” she encouraged when he took her nipple between his lips.

A swell of hot blood made it stiffer still as he sucked hard then slowly teased his tongue around it. His head was pulled back and forth to give Maisie the attention she craved, but he knew she wanted something more when she finally pushed his head lower.

“Take it from me,” she said and grabbed her breasts to let him watch her groping them.

She squealed when he seized her hip to turn her over onto her belly, so he could loosen the laces of the corset completely. It allowed him to pull it away from her and drop it on the floor. He sat on the back of her thighs to pin her down as she tried to turn over again. The temptation was too much to resist and he clapped his hand down on her bottom.

“You can’t,” she groaned, but forced her face down in the covers when he landed a second stinging spank.

“This is from your husband,” he said and spanked her once more before rising up to let her scramble around onto her back.

She reached up to slap his face lightly, but it was her only response to the punishment he’d administered. Grabbing his hair, she pulled his head down to get more kisses on her naked breasts. It wasn’t long before she pushed him lower, however. She arched up again when his lips grazed across her belly to make her muscles flutter.

“Is this what you want?” she asked and spread her legs to show the visible signs of her excitement on the silky material of the bloomers.

She pulled her feet back on the covers to make her knees rise up, so she could splay them wider. Sliding a hand between her thighs, she rubbed her fingertips on the wet material then brushed them across Gilbert’s lips. It got her what she wanted when he ducked his head down to go after more of the taste.

The sweep of his tongue rasped across her plump mound through the wet material to make her squirm and writhe in delight. Her thigh muscles began to quiver and spasm as she eagerly pushed towards the licking until a longing for more made her pull away.

“Take them down,” she urged and arched her spine to lift her ample bottom up from the covers.

Grasping fingers yanked at the waistband of her bloomers to drag them lower and she closed her legs to let the underwear be taken from her. As soon as it was, she pulled her feet back towards herself to lift her knees up, so she could splay them wide apart. It was a shameless display, but she saw the way it attracted Gilbert’s gaze.

“Is it pretty for you?” she asked and slid a hand between her thighs to brush fingertips on her slick skin.

She held her hand out, but it was knocked aside and she let out a gasping titter when Gilbert ducked down. Her buttocks clenched tightly when she felt the intimate kiss on her naked mound. She pressed her head back into the covers and it stretched out her neck when his tongue rasped across her fleshy labia.

“Yes, yes,” she encouraged through gritted teeth and grabbed his hair to pull him forward.

He resisted at first to trail the tip of his tongue along her swollen lips, but it wasn’t long before he gave in and she groaned when the wiggling touch entered her. She lifted her bottom up as she pushed towards the licking inside. It set her body alight and she tried to grind herself against Gilbert’s lips until the sound of his gasping breaths came to her when he lifted his head a little.

“Why Lord Donahue,” she exclaimed in a teasing voice when she looked down her naked body. “You treat me as if I’m nothing more than a common whore to be used sordidly.”

“Because that’s what you want,” he retorted and she watched as he licked the wetness of her arousal from his lips.

Her laugh came out in a husky rasp as she held on tightly to his hair and slid her other hand to the top of her pubic mound.

“Is that how you see me?” she went on teasing. “A mere strumpet for a lord to take in any indecent way he sees fit.”

“I’m not the one doing the chasing,” he replied. “You came to my room.”

“For your salvation,” she said.

“So, you’re doing this for me?” he taunted.

Maisie dug fingers into the soft flesh at the top of her mound to pull on it and spread her legs wider. It brought her clitoris into view to show exactly what she wanted from the man between her legs.

“We can save each other,” she said and pulled him in.

The sweep of his tongue rasping across the sensitive bud made her bite her lip to stop from crying out. Her desperation for his touch was fully on show, however, as she forced her butt up from the covers to push towards the licking. The back of her head pressed down forcefully into the covers as the pleasure ripped through her veins and she could feel herself starting to lose control as a pulsing knot clenched tightly in the pit of her belly.

She wanted more than his tongue though and knew that letting him play between her naked thighs would be reigniting his libido. It made her pull his head up and she saw his gaze come to hers.

“Let me see it,” she urged.

He dragged his hair free of her grip to throw his head back down and she shuddered when his tongue roughly entered her to lap at the velvety softness of her slick inner depths. She slid fingers down onto her clitoris as she was frantically licked out. It built the pressure between her thighs towards breaking point, but she brought his efforts to an end before he could make her orgasm.

“Let me see it,” she urged in a louder voice and scrambled out from under him, so she could get on her knees.

Gilbert did the same and she wasted no time reaching out to grab hold of his semi-erect manhood.

“Can’t control yourself around me, can you?” she taunted as she squeezed tightly around his swelling member.

“Get on your back,” she ordered when she let go.

She shoved him in the chest and felt the thrill of him doing her bidding. When he lay flat on his back, she straddled his waist and dropped down to sit on his groin. She leaned forward to slap her hands on his chest then slowly rolled her hips to press down on his erection. It let her feel the way if stiffened and she could feel the throb of his arousal against her sensitive, flushed labia.

“You want it, don’t you?” she said when she met his gaze.

When he didn’t answer, she grabbed at his hands to pull them to her breasts.

“Tell me you want it,” she said as she started to rock her hips more aggressively to force herself down onto his erect manhood.

“Yes,” he let out in a hoarse rasp and dug his fingers into her flesh.

There was no need to keep her hands over his, but she did so anyway and closed her eyes as her breasts were roughly groped. Her spine arched as the pleasure of his rugged touch made her wetter. The longing to feel him inside was finally too much of a temptation, so she rose up on her knees and reached down to take hold of his erection.

“Tell me again,” she urged as she made his stiff shaft stand up straight from his groin.

He remained silent as she lowered herself to make the tip of his erection rub between her thighs.

“Tell me,” she demanded and made the tip slide between slick folds of skin to hold it at her slick entrance.

“Yes,” he groaned. “I want it.”

The husky longing in his voice made her push down and his groan was louder than hers when the thick head of his engorged manhood entered her. Her thigh muscles rippled as the hot rush of pleasure came to life. She forced herself down on him to take every hard inch inside then slapped his hands down on his chest when she leaned forward.

He groped her even more ruggedly and she could feel her sensitive nipples rubbing against his palms as his fingers sank deeply into her flesh to maul her breasts. It sent ribbons of pleasure down between her thighs and she tried to flex her inner muscles to tighten around the hardness of his erection. Her writhing movements quickly became almost uncontrollable as she yearned for a release from the growing tension.

It made her start riding his erection while he clung on tightly to her breasts. Her mouth opened wide as she forced herself down onto him to fill the small room with the slapping sound of their naked skin coming together. Her fingernails dug into his chest muscles as she used his body for her pleasure, but she knew she couldn’t push him all the way and a shudder ripped through her when she sat down hard to hold his full length inside her.

“I cannot take the risk,” she said in a gasping voice as she slowly swiveled her hips. “Procreation is for my husband.”

“Then go to him,” Gilbert shot back and dropped his hands to her hips as she writhed around on him.

A smile flitted across Maisie’s face. It wasn’t the first time they’d played the game and she knew she’d get what she wanted.

“I just cannot risk a pregnancy,” she went on. “But you know how to avoid that.”

“Isn’t that more of sin than masturbation?”

“You know you want it,” Maisie said. “I only let you enter me to get you lubricated.”

She clenched her groin muscles tightly to squeeze around his erection and could feel the throbbing pulse of hot-blooded lust.

“Oh god,” she let out when she pulled herself up off Gilbert’s erection.

Throwing herself to the side, she got on her hands and knees then dropped her head down to press her face into the covers. It muffled the sound of her voice when she spoke.

“Take it.”

She got a hand between her thighs to circle fingertips on her sensitive, swollen lips and it brought the ache of longing.

“Please,” she begged.

Gilbert rose to his knees to get behind her and gave in to the temptation to spank her again. She took the punishment, without a word of complaint. It was her masturbating to get pleasure, but she wasn’t about to take herself all the way before she got what she wanted. A groan spilled from her lips when her hips were grabbed and she pushed back against the hardness as soon as she felt it rubbing against her naked bottom.

She got her free hand to a rounded cheek and dug her fingers in to spread her buttocks. Pushing back trapped Gilbert’s engorged manhood against her puckered skin. The shame of being so sinful welled up, but the ache for a release quickly drowned out any guilt she felt.

“Let me feel it,” she urged and pulled harder on her cheek when she moved forward a little.

It was exposing herself completely to the man behind and she could almost feel his eyes on her. She got fingers to her clitoris and her body started to shake when she rubbed the swollen bud.

“I need it,” she groaned.

Gilbert wrapped his fingers around the base of his erection and moved forward to press the tip on Maisie’s tiny, puckered hole.

“Yes, yes,” she groaned and pulled harder still to help.

He looked down to the way her tightly clenched sphincter began to stretch open under the pressure of his efforts as he forced himself onto her and it brought out the beast inside. His animal lust was made all the more potent by the sound of her mewling, whimpering groans. It made him push harder until the thick head of his erection slipped inside.

A blasphemous curse spilled from his lips when the tightness gripped around his shaft, but there was no rebuke from Maisie this time about going to hell. She simply let out more whimpers as a grip on her hips pulled her back until she was impaled on the full length of Gilbert’s erection.

“Is that what you wanted,” he growled as he jabbed his hips against her.

There was no response, so he raised a hand to smack his palm hard on the side of her hip. The stinging blow brought a gasping squeal bursting out.

“Yes,” she told him. “Yes, I want you to treat me like a whore.”

Just saying the words was enough to excite her. Her thigh muscles began to quiver as she fingered her clitoris. It was her doing the punishing now as she tormented the erect bead.

Gilbert reached forward to a touch on the pretty choker necklace which adorned her neck before trailing his fingertips down the pretty curve of her spine. He ended the touch by spanking the side of her ass again to give her the sting of pain.

“Please,” Maisie groaned, but wasn’t quite sure what she was begging for.

She was almost knocked off balance by Gilbert jabbing his hips at her again. It made her circle her fingertips more forcefully on her clitoris. She knew just how sinful she was being, but there was no stopping herself. He grabbed her hips to hold on as he worked to grind against her naked ass and she could feel the fierce, throbbing strain of his erection inside her.

The rush of intoxicating pleasure it brought felt so wrong, but she craved it with a passion and pushed back against Gilbert as she frantically rubbed her clitoris until she took herself right to the very edge.

“Now,” she cried. “Take me now.”

She pressed her face into the covers as the grip on her hips tightened. The feel of Gilbert pulling back made her shudder and his first thrust released the sexual tension in her body. She forced her face down to stifle the sound of her desperate cries as strong, rhythmic contractions made her asshole grip around the thickness of Gilbert’s erection.

He gave in to base instincts and his hammering thrusts crashed against her naked bottom as he fucked her with a wild abandon. It brought their bodies together again and again as he pounded his thick erection into the tight grip of her asshole, with the forbidden sin of it exciting him all the more.

Maisie’s cries of pleasure grew louder as her orgasm peaked in a fit of shudders that wracked her body and she pressed her face into the covers to stifle the sound of her elation. Gilbert threw himself at her harder still to take his pleasure until the hot pressure in his balls became impossible to hold in check.

His body stiffened as he thrust one last time to lock their bodies together. He clenched his buttocks to make a delicious moment stretch out until he was engulfed in the hot bliss of another climax. His erection strained inside the pulsing grasp of quivering asshole and his guttural rasp of delight came alive as the thick spurts of his seeds erupted into the tightness.

His head rocked back to look up towards the ceiling as his hips bucked hard again and again. He tightened his grip on Maisie’s hips to hold her in place when his climax finally peaked and he groaned as he felt the strength draining from his body for a second time that evening. It was only when his erection died that he pulled back and slumped down on the bed to gasp for breath.

Maisie collapsed beside him and lay in a trembling heap as her excitement slowly melted away. She eventually rolled onto her back and turned her head to look at the naked man lying beside her.

“You’re a bad man, Lord Donahue,” she said.

“That’s why you come to me,” he retorted, without looking at her.

She rolled closer to press her lips down on his then sat up to move towards the side of the bed. Dropping her feet to the floor, she got up and quickly gathered her clothes from where they’d been dropped on the floor. When she was dressed, she hid the corset under her cape then took a few seconds to brush fingers through her hair to ensure she looked presentable. It was only then that she walked towards the door.

“Will you want more salvation?” she asked when she came to a stop.

She saw Gilbert’s gaze come to her when she looked towards the bed, but he said nothing. He would be waiting when she returned. She knew that and also that he’d give her everything she wanted. Their eyes met for a brief instant before he averted his gaze.

It brought a smile to her lips, but the evening was at an end. She carefully opened the door to look out and felt the relief when she saw there was no one around in the darkness. A last glance at the bed gave her the chance to enjoy the sight of a young lord’s naked body before she let herself out of the room to go back to her life as a reverend’s wife.
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