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    Chapter One: Lady Eleanor Comes Calling 
 
    It was a hot summer’s day that Lucy Fletcher found herself in the front gardens of her family’s country estate. Had she known the consequences of what would occur that day, and the future path that she would be set on as a result of it, she might have assigned more significance to it. But the young woman did not know. To her it was just a day like any other, one she was lucky enough to be spending in the company of her friend Jane. 
 
    Walking between a pair of long garden beds, Lucy eyed the various flowers that were arrayed out before her in full bloom, on the watch for one that looked suitable to add to the growing bouquet she held in one hand. The other held a wide fan that she was liberally waving in a fruitless attempt to ward off the late afternoon heat. She was wearing her long blonde hair loose today and Lucy could feel the sweat from the back of her neck soaking into it. 
 
    Seemingly unaffected by the sweltering hotness of the midday sun, Jane was busy gushing away about the day before when her current suitor had come calling. 
 
    “Oh, it was simply marvellous Luce, Hal - did I mention he asked me to call him Hal? - said I played the piano more beautifully than he had thought was possible. Then afterward mama and papa actually let us walk together alone along the stream. Just the two of us! Can you imagine?” 
 
    “Yes, it must have been so very romantic,” Lucy said evenly, doing her best to look attentive as she eyed a rather lovely looking rose for a moment before bending down to pluck it up. Lord Henry Radcliffe, or Hal as it seemed he was now going by, had been courting Jane for months now and she was beyond smitten. While she didn’t begrudge her friend the joy she obviously felt from this, it was all she seemed to talk about of late and it was just a tad tiresome. 
 
    Straightening back up, Lucy added the newly picked rose to the growing bouquet she carried and realised Jane had gone quiet. Looking at her friend she saw a reddish glow had started to appear on her cheeks. “Jane, you’re blushing!” 
 
    Jane’s hands shot up to cover her face and from behind them she giggled. “Oh Luce, if I were to tell you something now would you swear to keep it a secret?” 
 
    “Of course Jane, you know that.” 
 
    The young woman fidgeted for a moment, actually bouncing from one foot to the other, then let out a little squeal. “Hal kissed me!” 
 
    “Jane!” Lucy gasped, shock going through her. 
 
    “I know Luce, I know! While we were walking we stopped for a bit and Hal said he thought he saw a bit of dirt on my cheek and leaned in so close to me. The next thing I knew his lips were pressed up against mine!” 
 
    “The rake!” 
 
    “Oh Luce, it’s not like that. Mama’s told me that Hal’s parents have already said that he’s set on proposing. The only reason he hasn’t so far is they want him to wait for the start of the Season so it can be done properly. When you think of it that way we are practically engaged already.” 
 
    A sly look suddenly appeared on Jane’s face. “Have you ever kissed a boy before Luce?” 
 
    Now it was Lucy who felt her cheeks grow hot and she looked away. “No, Jane. I haven’t.” For a long moment she said nothing then looked back at her friend. “What was it like?” 
 
    Another set of giggles escaped Jane. “It was wonderful. Like everything I have ever imagined it to be. I felt this delightful tingling in my body like nothing I had ever felt before. And Hal seemed to enjoy it just as much judging by what I felt against my leg.” 
 
    “Jane!” Lucy blushed even deeper. 
 
    “Oh please, Luce. You can not be that naive.” Jane scoffed before it was replaced by a dreamy look that came over her face. “Soon I won’t be regular old Jane Hardy anymore, I will be Viscountess Radcliffe. Or at least I will be when Hal’s father finally kicks the proverbial bucket. Please be happy for me.” 
 
    Lucy reminded herself that Jane had been her best friend since childhood and that she was a young woman in love. Not that she personally understood what it was about Hal that set Jane swooning. She supposed he was handsome enough, at least all the young women in her circle of friends seemed to think so. Truthfully though she often thought Jane could do better. She was truly beautiful, with her long black hair and a curvaceous body.  
 
    Still, what she thought of Hal did not really matter. He seemed to make Jane happy and that was what was important. Stepping forward she put her hand on the other woman’s shoulder and said with sincerity, “I am Jane. Truly I am.” 
 
    Another round of giggles and Jane clasped Lucy’s hand in both of hers and squeezed tightly. “Perhaps you’ll be engaged soon as well? Would that not be wonderful, for both of us to find husbands at the same time?” 
 
    The feel of Jane’s soft hands wrapped round her own felt lovely and suddenly Lucy felt her pulse quicken. Her eyes dropped to Jane’s lips, all glossy and pink, and out of nowhere she felt a mad urge to lean forward and kiss them just as Hal had done the other day. A feeling of confusion came over her at the thought. Where on earth had an idea like that come from? 
 
    Then Jane’s words registered and shook Lucy out of whatever strange state had come over her. Pulling her hand from her friend’s grasp, she turned and looked away. “Yes, I imagine I soon shall be.” 
 
    There was more truth to what Jane said than the other young woman knew. Her parents had not spoken to her of it - not that they ever really spoke to her much about anything - but Lucy could tell that they were having money problems. The signs were obvious. Half the staff at the house had been let go in recent months and they had practically stopped entertaining. It felt like ages since she had been allowed a new dress and all the recent letters she had received from her brother, who had secured a commission with the Scots’ Guards last year and was currently serving abroad, had been filled with complaints that he had not received his allowance in months. If the family’s fortunes had fallen on hard times there was one obvious way for it to be alleviated and it would be through her marrying some rich gentleman. She was all but resigned to the fact at this point. 
 
    Lucy was stirred from her brooding by the sight of a carriage driving up the road to the house. Her eyebrows shot up in curiosity. It was too early for this to be Jane’s family sending someone to bring her home and her parents had not mentioned anyone would be coming calling today. Who could this be? 
 
    The carriage pulled to a stop and the driver hopped down to open the side door, extending his hand as he did so. An arm emerged and took it and the figure of a woman emerged. 
 
    “Who might that be?” Jane said curiously. 
 
    Seeing the tall frame and long, dark brown hair styled in a Dutch braid, Lucy’s eyebrows shot up in recognition. “Unless I am mistaken, that would be Lady Eleanor Staton.” 
 
    “Oh, the widow of the late Lord Issac Stanton?” Jane leaned forward in interest. 
 
    Lady Stanton took a moment to smooth the dress she was wearing, a lovely burgundy one with lace trim along the neckline, and then looked up in the direction of the two young women. Even from across the distance separating them, Lucy felt like the older woman was staring directly at her. It made her feel strange, like her stomach was swooshing up in her abdomen as if she had suddenly jumped from a great height.  
 
    After a moment the older woman turned and walked up the steps of her family house’s main entrance. Lucy’s eyes followed her, watching the sway of her generous hips for reasons she did not understand, which only seemed to intensify the swooshing sensation of her stomach. Moments later she disappeared inside through the tall white doors and the feeling subsided. 
 
    “I wonder what brings the elusive Lady Stanton here today? My family has extended more than a few invitations to her but they have never been accepted.” 
 
    For the second time that day, her friend’s words shook Lucy out of some strange state she did not understand. Whatever was wrong with her today? Quickly collecting herself, she answered hesitantly. “I think she has business with my parents.” 
 
    “Oooh, whatever might that be?” 
 
    Lucy only shrugged. She could not even begin to speculate. As Jane said, Lady Stanton was an elusive figure. She rarely left the estate of her late husband, which was the next one over from Lucy’s own family, and mostly kept to herself. She was known to be quite wealthy though, which if Lucy’s suspicions about her own family’s desperate fortunes were correct could explain why her parents would wish to meet with her. 
 
    Despite her reputation for solitude, Lady Stanton had been a frequent caller recently, always meeting with both of her parents in her father’s study. On her first visit, weeks ago, Lucy had happened to be passing by and had heard raised voices from within. Moments later the door to the study had swung open and the statuesque figure of Lady Stanton had emerged, her face cold but otherwise serene. Her father had followed moments later, his face anything but serene and the powerful frame of his body shaking with rage as her mother sought to restrain him while he roared furiously. 
 
    “ - think I would entertain such a lurid proposition! I still have my pride if precious little else! Leave my house now, woman, and do not set foot in it again!” 
 
    If the rage of Lucy’s father had affected Lady Stanton at all she did seem to show it. She had only smiled cooly and said, “my apologies, Lord Fletcher, no offence was intended by my proposal, only our mutual benefit. Should you change your mind I shall be happy to call again.” 
 
    Lady Stanton’s calm demeanour only seemed to incense Lucy’s father more and with a growl he had actually made to step forward only for her mother to grip him firmly by the shoulders and hold him back. The other woman had held his eyes for one more lingering moment and then turned away. 
 
    As she glided down the corridor away from Lucy’s parents Lady Stanton had seen the young woman standing there and her eyes never left her as she walked past. Her gaze had been strange, as if for some reason she had been sizing Lucy up, and despite being fully clothed it had left Lucy feeling almost naked and she had felt an urge to cover herself. Keeping any trace of her discomfort from her face, Lucy had curtsied as Lady Stanton passed her. The other woman had walked by without acknowledgement. 
 
    To Lucy’s confusion she had felt put out by Lady Stanton’s lack of acknowledgement of her. Looking to distract herself she had asked her father what the matter had been. He was known for having a temper, Lucy having witnessed him and her brother lock horns numerous times over the years, but she had never seen him quite as enraged as he had been on that day. He had only scowled and told her it was nothing that concerned her. Her mother had shot her an inscrutable look and then pulled her father back inside his study, closing the door after them. 
 
    Lucy had assumed that would be the end of it but to her surprise a couple of weeks later Lady Stanton had come calling again, then again, and then again with increased frequency. She had never said anything to Lucy, always going straight to her father’s study and then leaving afterwards without a word, but the young woman had caught her looking at her; the same strange scrutinising look on it as the first time. It made Lucy feel so very peculiar. What on earth was the older woman looking for and why did her body seem to tingle so strangely every time she felt her gaze upon her. 
 
    “Honestly I have no idea,” Lucy turned back to face Jane. “Now why do you not tell me more about your lovely afternoon with Hal.” 
 
    A broad smile appeared on Jane’s face and she immediately began gushing again. Lucy listened and did her best to put all thoughts of Lady Stanton out of mind. Afterall, whatever business it was she might have with her parents it could not possibly have anything to do with her.

  

 
   
    Chapter Two: A Proposal Most Indecent 
 
    From the second floor window, Lady Eleanor Stanton watched the two young women walking through the gardens below. Or rather one of them. The Hardy girl was attractive enough, Eleanor readily conceded, but her eyes were glued to her friend Lucy. She was exactly to her tastes, with her long blonde hair spilling down almost to her waist and her plump rosy cheeks that contrasted so delightfully with her pale skin.  
 
    With hooded eyes of the most vivid green colour, Eleanor observed as Lucy halted before a rosebush and bent at the waist to pluck a few. Her tongue darted out to trace over her bottom lip as she stared unblinkingly at the flowing skirts of the girl’s dress, showing just a trace of her round bottom, and imagined what was underneath. Her pulse quickened and the most exquisite little tingle of pleasure shot through her quim at the knowledge that soon she would not need to imagine. 
 
    A rustling of papers from behind her brought Eleanor’s thoughts away from the future and back to the present. With one last lingering look at the young woman below, she reluctantly turned away from the window. 
 
    Lord Aldophus Fletcher was a heavy set man with a thick neck and thinning black hair that he seemed to compensate for with a drooping, bushy moustache that hung down almost to his jawline. Eleanor had no qualms about admitting that she did not like him. By both appearance and temperament he struck her as a bully, the kind of man she had met often in her youth serving as foremen in her father’s factories.  
 
    Like all bullies, however, when backed into a corner Aldophus’s normal bravado and bluster was nowhere to be seen. Ruddy faced, he raised a shaking hand grasping a fountain pen and scrawled his signature along the bottom of first one sheet of paper and then another before tossing the pen aside almost as if it was on fire. 
 
    Walking over and seating herself on one of the chairs before the desk Lord Aldophus sat behind, Eleanor could not help but smirk and add just a little taunt to her voice. “Relax, Lord Fletcher, there is no need for shame. After all, you are hardly the first man of your station to find himself in a hole and then sell off one of his daughters to get out of it.” 
 
    A fist pounded onto the desk. “Goddamn you woman and this Devil’s bargain you have forced upon me! If I had any other choice -” 
 
    “But you don’t,” Eleanor’s soft voice somehow made itself heard above the roaring one of Lord Aldophus. “We both know you are mere weeks away from your creditors calling in the debts you hold outstanding to them and that once that occurs you face not only financial but, even worse, social ruin.” 
 
    Another bang as Lord Aldophus’s fist hit the desk once more. “That’s not my fault! Bloody Napoleon, cutting off all our access to the Continent. I’m hardly the only man who has found himself in difficult straits over this.” 
 
    Eleanor said nothing, knowing that Lord Aldophus was a badger caught in a snare; he could rage all he wanted but at the end of the day he was trapped. Noble lords and ladies might obsess and posture over titles and ranks and honour and standing, but what matters when it came down to it was money. She had learned that lesson at a young age and learned it well. 
 
    She had not been born into the nobility. Her father had been a commoner who had grown immensely wealthy on the new wave of industry sweeping the British Isles, money flowing in from his factories just as smoke had flown out through their smokestacks. As rich as he had been, however, he had always been conscious of his low born status and had been determined his children would all marry into the nobility. 
 
    When Eleanor’s time had come, her substantial dowry had secured her a husband in the form of an elderly country lord named Issac Stanton. Despite her initial resentment at the situation, she had actually found she had quite enjoyed being the pampered apple of a rich old man’s eye, not the least because she’d had to suffer his husbandly affections only occasionally. Even better, after only a few years he had conveniently died and left her a widow, allowing her to openly, if discreetly, pursue her own preferences for affection. 
 
    Which brought her back to the matter at hand. Lord Aldophus, still quivering impotently with rage, was gripping both of the papers he had just signed between his hands, clearly torn between handing them over or tearing them to shreds. Eleanor found herself regretting taunting the man, worried that perhaps she had pushed him a tad too far and he might do what men always were want to when their pride was at stake and take the defiant path, no matter how ruinous it might be for them and those around them. 
 
    Assistance came in the form of Lady Clarissa Fletcher, who placed one hand lightly on her husband’s shoulder and said in a low voice, “Alphie, we have discussed this and decided this is the best course for all of us. The only one, in fact, as Lady Stanton correctly observed just now. Do not let your stubbornness get the better of you now.” 
 
    At his wife’s words the fight went out of Lord Aldophus’s frame and he almost meekly slid the papers across his desk. As she scooped them up, Eleanor spared a glance up at Lady Clarissa. Her daughter, Lucy, clearly took after her in terms of her looks and despite being in her early forties Eleanor would have considered her attractive if not for the cold look in her face. She might have felt a touch of sympathy for the other woman were it not for the icy hardness she sensed about her, along with the feeling Eleanor got that for all her husband’s brass bluster she was very clearly the one who ruled the roost. Quite tellingly, after Lord Aldophus had all but thrown her from his study when she had first presented her proposition to him the letter that had come to her days later saying the matter had been reconsidered and inviting her to call again to discuss had been signed by Lady Clarissa. 
 
    Eleanor quickly scanned over the papers. “Transfer of Wardship…Letter of Employment…both filled out to my specifications and signed. Yes, this looks satisfactory on my part.” She looked up a cooly met Lord Aldophus’s eyes. “I will be expecting the girl this weekend. Once it is done I will have twenty five thousand pounds deposited with your bank, more than enough to clear the balances owing with your creditors and then some, my Lord.” 
 
    Folding the papers, Eleanor placed them in her purse and rose from the chair. “Tell her nothing of this. I prefer to be the one to explain the situation in my own way.” 
 
    “Of course,” Lady Clarissa said faintly, apparently staring in utmost fascination at the drapes decorating the windows on the far side of the room. “Should she ask why she has been asked to call on you, perhaps I will say you wish to give her an early birthday present? I’m sure you are aware she’s turning nineteen next month.” 
 
    Eleanor actually gave a faint snort of laughter. “A reasonable enough explanation and not even a dishonest one depending on how you consider the matter.” 
 
    At her quip neither of Lucy’s parents said anything, Lady Clarissa’s face only grew a shade paler if it was at all possible and Lord Aldophus’s hands clenched into fists so tight his knuckles turned white in lieu of pounding his desk again. As Eleanor turned and began walking towards the study door the latter suddenly found his voice. 
 
    “What do you intend…I mean, what exactly are you going to do…well, with Lucy…you will be gentle with her…” 
 
    One of her eyebrows arching up in surprise, Eleanor turned back. Lady Clarissa was still intently staring at nothing, her expression devoid of emotion. It would seem her initial assessment of the woman had been correct; she certainly ruled the roost and cared first and foremost for ensuring it remained well feathered, even if it meant trading away her daughter to do so. Lord Aldophus however was fidgeting in his seat, eyes darting up to pleadingly meet Eleanor’s before quickly looking away. He, it seems, had actually managed to exceed her admittedly very low first impression of him. Feeling a tiny, surprise pang of sympathy for the man, she gave him a comforting interpretation of the truth. 
 
    “I will do nothing to Lucy that we both won’t ultimately enjoy. I promise to make the experience a pleasurable one. I imagine that’s more than your wife can say of you.” 
 
    Lord Aldophus’s face went red and he looked away in embarrassment. With a scoff, Eleanor turned and opened the study door, walking through it and closing it behind her with a thud. Her sympathy only extended so far and she had none whatsoever for hypocrisy. Men such as Lord Adolphus and her own late husband were free to openly use their position to pursue virginal young women. She refused to be ashamed about doing the same. 
 
    The click of her heels echoing through the corridor, Eleanor already was thinking about the upcoming weekend and planning out what would occur. She felt herself growing wet with excitement at the very thought.

  

 
   
    Chapter Three: Strange and New Desires 
 
    “Oh do not be silly Jane,” Lucy giggled as the pair of them walked side by side down one of the hallways of her family’s house. The heat outside had finally proven to be too much and Lucy had suggested they retire to the library. 
 
    “What’s so silly, Luce?” Jane answered readily. “If Napoleon is causing so much bother by not letting us trade with the Continent, why don’t we just stop fighting him in return for him letting us do so again? Give me one good reason why we shouldn't?” 
 
    “He cut off the French King’s head!” Lucy shot back. “And stole the thrones of all those other Kings in order to give them to his relatives. We could hardly let that go now could we?” 
 
    “So? It’s not like there’s any likelihood of him invading us, what with the Channel between ourselves and France. Will the French King’s head grow back if we keep fighting? I doubt it.” 
 
    Lucy’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “Is that what Hal thinks?” 
 
    A small blush appeared on Jane’s face. “He might have said something similar the other day.” 
 
    “Jane, I can’t believe you let yourself kiss a Bonapartist!” Lucy teased. 
 
    “Hal is not a Bonapartist!” 
 
    “He sounds like one!” Lucy stuck her tongue out and turned the corner of the hallway, not looking where she was going. To her surprise she felt herself step into something and with a squeak she almost fell backwards and kept her grasp on the bouquet of flowers she was carrying only with great difficulty. 
 
    Centering herself, she looked up and felt a rush of embarrassment flood through her as she realised she had walked into none other than Lady Stanton. For a second she stood rooted to the spot, pressed up against the older woman and for some reason unable to think of anything but how wonderfully soft her body felt, then she remembered her manners and all but jumped back with another squeak. 
 
    “I am so sorry Lady Stanton,” Lucy all but babbled. “I was not looking where I was going. Please forgive me!” 
 
    She felt a finger against her lips, cutting off her stream of apologies. A second later it curled under her chin, pulling her head up so she could look Lady Stanton straight in the face. Not for the first time Lucy wondered where her short stature came from; her brother and both her parents were tall yet the top of her head barely reached the height of Lady Stanton’s shoulders. 
 
    Lucy’s eyes met Lady Stanton’s and suddenly it was as if she could not breath, mesmerised by their vivid green colour and the dark, inky depths of their pupils. There was an intenseness to the way the older woman was looking at her, not exactly hostile but not entirely friendly either, as if she was trying to stare into the very depths of her soul. The same swooping sensation she had felt earlier was back again with a vengeance and her skin felt suddenly tingly. 
 
    Lady Stanton’s hand dropped back down to her side and Lucy stifled a little whine of protest with great difficulty, intensely missing the feel of her finger on the soft skin of her chin to her great confusion.  
 
    A thin smile appeared on the older woman’s face. “It’s quite alright, my dear girl. No harm, no foul as they say. Now what is this about your friend kissing a Bonapartist?” 
 
    Caught up in the strange moment, Lucy had all but forgotten Jane was standing beside her. “Oh, we were just kidding with each other,” Lucy quickly covered for her friend. Practically engaged or not, she somehow suspected it would not do for the fact Jane and Hal had kissed to become public knowledge and her friend had told her that fact in confidence. 
 
    Lady Stanton did not pry further and her gaze dipped down from Lucy’s face. For a moment the young woman wondered what she was looking at then the other woman spoke. “You seem to have collected quite the array of flowers there. Are there any left in your parents’ garden?” 
 
    “I like flowers, I find they brighten up a room.” Holding up the bouquet before her, Lucy asked. “Would you like one?” 
 
    The older woman’s smile took on a sly appearance, as if she was privy to some joke no one else was. “You are offering me your flower? How can I refuse to take it?” 
 
    Lucy found the words spoken by Lady Stanton odd, but she almost immediately forgot about them as the other woman reached out and plucked a rose from her bouquet. Bringing the red blossom up to her nose, Lady Stanton took a long sniff, eyes never leaving Lucy’s the entire time. For some reason Lucy’s gaze dropped down to the older woman’s lips, bright red and slightly parted. A thrumming sound filled her ears and she suddenly realised it was her heartbeat. 
 
    Lady Stanton lowered the rose, the same odd little smile still on her face. “I do so enjoy taking a young lady’s flower. Thank you Lucy, I shall be seeing you again soon.” 
 
    Again the words were strange but before Lucy had a chance to respond Lady Stanton stepped past her and walked away. Almost without thinking, Lucy turned and watched her go, her eyes dipping down to stare at her wide hips. They swayed back and forth as the older woman walked in an almost exaggerated fashion. As the woman turned the corner Lucy let out a deep breath that she had not realised she had been holding until that moment. 
 
    Later in the library Lucy sorted through the flowers she had collected, selecting ones to add to a large porcelain vase while Jane lay on one of the sofa’s reading a book. She was only half paying attention to what she was doing, her thoughts still on the earlier encounter with Lady Stanton. She felt terribly confused by the whole affair, unable to understand the strange reaction she had felt to being in her presence. She remembered the woman’s piercing green eyes and how they had seemed to look through her. How she had towered over her and how Lucy had felt so small in comparison. How even the briefest touch from the other woman had felt almost overwhelming. 
 
    “Lucy,” Jane said as she rolled over on the sofa to look at her, putting aside the book she had been reading as she did so. 
 
    The sound of her name startled Lucy out of her thoughts and she looked over to Jane. Her friend only ever called her by her full name when she had something serious to discuss and wondered what it could be.  
 
    Jane chewed nervously at her bottom lip for a moment. “You are my best friend, Lucy, you know that?” 
 
    “Of course, Jane,” Lucy answered. 
 
    Again Jane paused for a long moment, clearly trying to choose her words with care. “And you know you could tell me anything, Lucy, anything at all. Nothing you could say to me would ever make me think less of you.” 
 
    “I know, Jane,” Lucy cocked an eyebrow in curiosity. “Whatever is this all about?” 
 
    Jane’s eyes darted to one side for a moment and then looked back at her. “It’s just the way you reacted to Lady Stanton just now. It was…strange.” 
 
    Lucy fidgeted and fought to suppress the blush that for some reason was threatening to break out on her cheeks. Of course Jane had noticed something. She was her best friend after all. What could she say? How did she explain something she herself did not really understand? 
 
    “She makes me feel strange,” Lucy admitted. Today was the first time she could recall the other woman having spoken to her and she had been friendly enough, but on her previous visits Lucy could recall Lady Eleanor looking at her with that intense, scrutinising stare of hers, so different from how any woman had ever looked at her before. It made her stomach swoop and her heart feel like it was leaping in her throat. Even the memory of it was enough to send a little tingling shiver up her spine. 
 
    “Strange as in afraid?” Jane’s eyes narrowed in consideration. 
 
    Lucy shook her head. “No, not afraid. Unsettling. I see her looking at me sometimes and it's like she’s trying to stare into my very soul. I wonder what she’s looking for?” 
 
    “And it makes you feel nervous but tingly at the same time.” Jane said softly, more of a statement than a question. Lucy only nodded in response. 
 
    Jane said nothing for a long moment, clearly debating her next words. Just when she seemed to have come to some decision and opened her mouth to speak, however, they were interrupted by the arrival of one of the household maids announcing that Jane’s family coach had just arrived to take her home for the day. 
 
    “Lord, time must have gotten away from us,” Lucy said. If it was already that late in the day she would need to head to her rooms to dress for dinner. 
 
    Rising from the couch, Jane quickly hurried over to Lucy and hugged her, giving her a kiss on the cheek in farewell. “I’ll try and call again soon. Certainly before your birthday. We can hopefully talk more then.” 
 
    For a second Lucy was frozen, suddenly so very aware of Jane’s soft lips against her cheek and the feeling of her body pressed up against hers reminded her suddenly of earlier when she had accidentally run into Lady Stanton. Due to their height difference the older woman’s bosom had been pressed up against her collar bone, just under her chin. Her large, mature breasts had been completely covered by the material of her dress, but the cut had fit against them so snuggly their size and lovely shape had been very apparent. Lucy’s eyes widened in surprise as she suddenly felt a little ripple of pleasure deep in her most private place at the memory. 
 
    As Jane left Lucy found herself bitterly wishing she could stay. Her friend had seemed on the verge of sharing some insight she had on these strange new feelings Lucy seemed to be experiencing of late and she so very much wished to discuss it with her. Perhaps she could write her on the subject? No that would not do. She was not even certain she would be able to put her thoughts properly to paper and there would of course be the risk that the letter’s contents might be read by Jane’s parents. 
 
    Quashing the confusing feelings as best she could, Lucy made her way back to her rooms. Her lady’s maid, Sally, helped her touch up her makeup and hair before changing out of her dress and into a more formal dinner gown. As she had suspected, they had only just finished when summons for dinner came. 
 
    It was a lacklustre affair as it always had been of late. A roast chicken served as the main, almost certainly one from the family estate and judging by the tenderness, or rather lack thereof, an older one that probably had passed its best laying days. Salad and fresh vegetables from the estate’s garden accompanied it.  
 
    Meals were never especially lively times. Lucy’s parents had little to say to one another and even less to her. Even by usual standards it was a sombre event. Normally a voracious eater, her father only picked at his food with a strained look on his face as if he was suffering from a toothache. Her mother at least was her usual self, sitting stiffly at the far end of the table across from her father, eating measuredly from her plate. 
 
    Taking a bite of buttered carrots, Lucy chewed mechanically, swallowed and then put down her knife and fork. Impulsively, she turned in her seat to face her mother. 
 
    “I see Lady Stanton called again?” 
 
    Was it her imagination or did her mother’s face pale slightly at the words? It was hard to tell, her having the same naturally fair, creamy complexion that Lucy did. She did certainly seem to stiffen slightly and pause with a slice of chicken half raised to her mouth for a moment before putting her fork down onto her plate. 
 
    “Yes she did. She had business to discuss with your father, did she not Alphie?” 
 
    Lucy’s father only grunted in answer, staring resolutely at his plate of barely touched food. 
 
    “She’s come calling quite often, I have noticed. What is this business exactly?” 
 
    “Nothing that concerns you,” her mother said sharply. “If you’re so curious you can ask her yourself. We’ll be calling on her this upcoming Saturday.” 
 
    Now that was surprising. Lady Stanton only rarely accepted invitations and as far as Lucy was aware had never invited anyone to visit since her late husband had passed. It did clarify her earlier passing comment to Lucy that she would be seeing her soon.  
 
    “May I ask the occasion?”  
 
    “I believe she has a birthday gift she wishes to give you.” Her mother answered evenly. 
 
    Lucy’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “But my nineteenth isn’t until the end of next month?” 
 
    Before her mother could answer her father gave a strangled, choking sound from the other end of the table and began coughing loudly. Lucy supposed some of the wine he had been in the midst of drinking must have gone down the wrong way. His coughing did not abate and one of the servants actually had to give him several solid thumps on the back before they stopped. 
 
    Her mother shot him a cold look before turning back to face Lucy. “Well, it seems she wishes to give it to you early. You really show less sass and more gratitude, my dear, it is most unbecoming.” 
 
    More coughs elicited from her father at that, his face turning a bright red colour that made his face look even ruddier than usual, and her mother positively glowered at him for some reason. Lucy let the matter drop, recognising her mother’s tone and knowing there was no use prying further. 
 
    The rest of the meal passed in silence. Lucy spent much of it puzzling over the unexpected news she had just received. She supposed her mother was correct and she should be grateful, especially given she had not had particularly high hopes for her birthday as things were given the state of the family’s finances. Still no matter how she considered the matter it was odd. Why would Lady Stanton have a birthday gift for her? Until today she had never so much as spoken to the other woman and while she had been perfectly friendly to her Lucy could not shake the memory of the previous occasions she had caught her looking at her and the unsettling sensation it had produced. 
 
    As soon as she could without seeming impolite, Lucy asked to be excused from the dinner table. Her father simply waved dismissively at her, not even bothering to answer; by now he had moved on from wine to brandy despite it still being dinner, ignoring the reproaching looks her mother was shooting at him from the other end of the table. 
 
    Making her way back to her room, Lucy was delighted to find her bath was already ready and waiting for her in her adjoining boudoir. She allowed Sally to help her out of her dress and corset before shooing her maid away, politely declining her offer to help her bathe. The day had been a confusing one and Lucy wanted to be alone with her thoughts. Sally folded the dress and gown carefully and shut the boudoir door behind her. 
 
    The bath looked so tempting, steaming hot and smelling faintly of lavender oil. Lucy could almost feel how wonderful it would be to slide into the warm, soapy water. Despite this, she found herself turning away to face the long mirror set into one of the boudoir’s walls and stared at her reflection. She remembered the way Lady Stanton had stared at her with those unsettling, piercing green eyes that she had and Lucy found herself wondering if she liked what she had seen. 
 
    Lucy wasn’t an especially vain girl but she knew that she was beautiful. Her friends all said so and she had noticed young men her age, and sometimes older ones, looking at her with obvious appreciation. Her round face was pretty, framed perfectly by her long, golden hair, with innocent looking wide blue eyes and lovely plump cheeks that were naturally rosy; it contrasted beautifully with her creamy, pale skin and often gave her face the appearance of blushing.  
 
    Impulsively, Lucy reached up and slid her shift down, off her shoulders, letting it glide down her body and pool around her ankles so she was standing in nothing but her bloomers and stockings. Her breasts were small, like a pair of plump pears, but went well with her short, slender frame. She had a taut stomach and sculptured legs, a testament to years of avid ballet dancing.  
 
    Turning, Lucy craned her neck over her shoulder, pushing aside her long blonde hair away from her back. Her bum was not especially large, but it was perky and did have a cute round shape that was emphasised by her tiny waist. Her loose fitting, light blue bloomers hid this somewhat and almost without thinking Lucy’s thumbs slipped under their waistband to pull them down her legs, joining her shift on the floor around her ankles. 
 
    Her already naturally rosy cheeks grew hot in a blush when Lucy realised what she was doing, but she couldn’t look away from the reflection of her now naked bum in the mirror. She actually reached around with her hands to cup both bum cheeks, lifting them up to even better display them. A thumping sound filled her ears and Lucy realised it was the sound of her own heart, pounding wildly in her chest like a bird trying to take flight. 
 
    Her young body trembling slightly, she slowly turned to face the mirror once again, her eyes glued between the legs of her reflection. Her pussy seemed to be blushing as well, a pale pinkish red colour having come over it that was visible through the soft down of blonde hairs that covered it.  
 
    As she looked breathlessly at the plump, puffy lips of her slit - had they always looked that way? - Lucy suddenly was conscious of an ache she felt deep inside her vagina. It somehow was not a painful one though. No, it felt delicious. A shiver ran up her spine at the feeling, but she didn’t feel cold. In truth she felt hot, almost feverish. 
 
    Lucy shook her head trying to clear it, suddenly wondering how long she had been standing there staring at her own naked reflection like some kind of stuck up tart. Turning away from the mirror she climbed into the bath. The water had cooled slightly while she had dallied in front of the mirror, but was still delightfully warm and Lucy dunked herself underneath the surface then rose up and let out a soft moan of pleasure as she felt her body begin to relax. 
 
    Taking up a soapy sponge, Lucy began washing her shoulders as she lay back against the marble of the bath, eyes closed. She idly wondered just what this gift was that Lady Stanton was so eager to give to her. The whole thing still seemed decidedly odd. 
 
    Thinking of Lady Stanton brought the other woman to mind. Lucy remembered how she had practically towered over her during their earlier run in. Conscious of her own height, or rather lack thereof, she admitted to being jealous and not just of the older woman’s tall stature either. She remembered the woman’s large breasts, so different from her own smaller ones, and the sight of her generously sized bum swaying as she had walked away. Lucy suddenly felt strangely light headed, almost dizzy. 
 
    As she began washing her breasts, Lucy brushed the sponge across her nipples and a rush of pleasure suddenly went through her. She gasped aloud, her ears ringing with the splashing sound of the bathwater rippling as her body jerked at the sensation. She ran the sponge over her nipples again, whimpering slightly at the feeling, and suddenly realising her nipples had become hard like pebbles. 
 
    Her most private place was aching more than ever and almost involuntarily Lucy slowly ran the sponge down her torso and belly, trembling slightly as she did so. Her thoughts were still on Lady Stanton, her mind’s eye imagining the woman was standing over her, her beautiful face stern and domineering, staring at her naked body with that intense look in her eyes that she seemed to have whenever she looked at her.  
 
    The sponge was now just above her aching quim and Lucy hesitated for one long moment. Did she dare go further? She was just washing herself after all. Her vagina was just another part of her body and needed to be cleaned like any other. What was the harm in that? 
 
    A knock on the door of the boudoir startled Lucy out of her thoughts and she heard Sally’s voice. “M’lady will you be much longer? I can have more hot water brought up for you?” 
 
    “No!” Lucy almost didn’t recognise her voice, it sounded so high pitched. “No, that’s not needed Sally. I’ll only be a few moments more.” 
 
    “Would you like me to help you dry yourself, M’lady?” 
 
    “No, I’ll take care of it myself,” Lucy spat out the words, suddenly terrified at the thought of Sally entering the room, certain her maid would take one look at her and somehow know what she had been about to do. “I will have no more need of you tonight. Just lay my nightgown out on the bed before you go.” 
 
    A brief pause. “As m’lady wishes.” 
 
    Lucy sat there in the bath for a few long moments, taking deep breaths to try and calm herself as mortification flooded through her body. Despite being an innocent she knew what the aching feeling in her pussy had been. What it had meant. Years ago when she had first begun turning from girl into woman her mother had taken her aside for a talk on what that meant, and more specifically what would be expected of her as a woman when she became a wife to her future husband. She wasn’t certain who had found the conversation more embarrassing, and much of what her mother had said had flown in one ear and out the other but the other woman had been very adamant about certain matters and those ones Lucy had taken to heart. A lady did not let a man other than her husband touch her. A lady did not touch herself. Both things were sinful and not the sort of thing a proper young lady did. To think earlier today she had almost admonished Jane for letting Hal kiss her? 
 
    Rising from the bath, Lucy hastily dried herself, being very careful not to linger on certain parts of her body. Folding the towel she hung it over the edge of the bath, leaving it for the staff to take away for cleaning when they came to empty the tub. 
 
    Her bedroom was dark when Lucy entered it, lit only by one solitary candle on the side table beside her canopy bed. Lying on it was a silky, white nightgown. Lucy hastily walked over and pulled the nightgown over her body, doing her best to pretend the shiver of pleasure that ran through her when the cool fabric brushed over her still hard nipples did not happen. 
 
    She climbed into her bed and snuffed out the candle before burying herself under the covers. Now immersed in pitched darkness Lucy prayed that the bliss of sleep would come quickly. It was not to be, as her racing mind continued to go back to what had just happened, or rather almost happened. Most confusing of all was how she had been thinking of Lady Stanton during…whatever it was that had come over her in her bath. Bad enough that she had begun touching herself in such a sinful way, but it had been to thoughts of another woman while doing so! 
 
    Lucy saw Lady Stanton in her mind’s eye again. Her tall, statuesque figure that towered domineeringly over her, making her feel so small in contrast. Her stern but beautiful heart shaped face that was framed so wonderfully by her chocolate brown curls. Those vivid green eyes that seemed to look through Lucy whenever they fixed themselves on her, making her feel utterly naked before her gaze.  
 
    Suddenly, as if from nowhere, Lucy found herself wondering what the older woman would look like naked. Her imagination was beset with thoughts of Lady Stanton’s nude body. Those full, mature breasts that nevertheless sat tall and firm on her chest. Her plump but firm bum that flared out so deliciously from her narrow waist. Her lovely, pale alabaster skin that would contrast so nicely with the brown pubic hair of her pussy. The thought left Lucy’s own pussy aching again even worse than before and a little whimper escaped her lips as she realised it was almost soaking wet with her inner juices.  
 
    Her hands twitched as Lucy felt a burning need to reach down and touch herself. It felt like it took everything that she had but she resisted, balling her dainty little hands into trembling fists with the effort. She wouldn’t. It would be wrong. Sinful.  
 
    Her poor pussy seemed to throb in protest at Lucy’s refusal to touch it. Grabbing one of her pillows, Lucy held it up to her face and groaned loudly into it, willing her mind to stop thinking of Lady Stanton and the confusing mess of feelings that seemed to have come over her out of nowhere. What was wrong with her? She could not let herself go on thinking this way. However would she look the real Lady Stanton in the face when she and her mother called on her next Saturday? 
 
    Rolling onto her side, Lucy resolved to put the whole matter out of mind and prayed for sleep to come. As her so very wet cunt continued to throb away, almost calling out for her to touch it, she could not help but fear sleep would be a long time coming.

  

 
   
    Chapter Four: A Spanking in the Sitting Room 
 
    As Lucy sat in her family’s carriage, watching Lady Stanton’s house come into view, she found herself wrestling with feelings of both anticipation and apprehension. Part of her was eager to see the older woman, while another part of her wished nothing more than for the carriage to turn around and take her straight home; safe from the confusing feelings Lady Stanton inspired in her. 
 
    Her feelings of foreboding were not helped at all by the strangeness of the day up till now. It had started normally enough, being awoken by Sally who presented her with breakfast in bed. That was not unusual, her father often preferring to sleep in late and her mother usually skipping breakfast altogether. 
 
    After quickly polishing off the tray of buttered toast with marmalade accompanied with some freshly picked fruits and a cup of tea sweetened with honey - Lucy much preferred hot chocolate but that was yet another luxury that had been cut back on in recent months - she rose and entered her boudoir to find her morning bath ready.  
 
    Sinking into the hot water, Lucy had patiently allowed Sally to wash her hair. When her maid retrieved a bar of soap and a shaving knife she had obediently risen and raised her arms to allow her armpits to be shaved. It seemed Sally was being unusually diligent today, for she then proceeded to soap both of Lucy’s slender but toned legs and scrap off every trace of hair from them with her knife. To her immense surprise however, the woman had then proceeded to soap up a cloth and apply it to her vagina. Lucy was too surprised to comment at first but when she saw Sally pick up the shaving knife again she blanched. 
 
    “What on earth do you mean by this?” 
 
    Sally paused, her cheeks blushing, and she blinked rapidly before answering. “Sorry m’lady but it tis your mother’s orders.” 
 
    Lucy’s eyes widened. “What? Whatever for?” 
 
    Again Sally’s eye blinked nervously and when she spoke it sounded as if it was something well rehearsed. “Tis the latest style I believe, m’lady. Something or other to do with hygiene. Now please be still, I would not wish to accidentally nick you.” 
 
    Lucy’s eyebrows shot up to meet her blonde bangs, but she nevertheless held herself still while Sally carefully applied the shaving knife to her sex and scraped off every trace of her pubic hair. When it was done her maid excused herself to lay out her clothing for the day and when Lucy stepped out of the bath she paused before her mirror, eyes glued to her reflection’s vagina. Now completely shaved bare it somehow seemed almost lewdly on display, the plump lips of her slit there for anyone to see along with the little bud of her clitoris which was just barely peeking out of its protective hood. Lucy could not help but feel a delightful little shiver run down her spine at the sight and suddenly remembering the events of the other night she forced herself to look away. 
 
    When Lucy, towelled dry, entered her bedroom via the door that led to her boudoir she saw that Sally had already finished laying out what she was to wear for her visit to Lady Stanton. She almost clapped her hands together in joy like a little girl when she saw that it was a new dress. It had been so long since she had one! 
 
    As she began to dress her joy quickly began turning to confusion. The embroidered white stockings were normal enough, but when Lucy pulled on the matching set of frilly white bloomers she could not help but note that the cut was decidedly odd. The silky fabric clung to her like a second skin and the hem barely reached the seam where her pelvis met her thighs in the front while in the back the hem was so high that the bottoms of her bum cheeks were left exposed.  
 
    That was nothing compared to the dress itself, however. When Lucy held it up against her body she immediately noticed that the ivory white skirt ended just above her knees, leaving a scandalous amount of her stocking clad legs exposed. 
 
    “Is this also the latest style?” Lucy asked dryly. 
 
    Sally’s eyes darted about nervously as she stammered. “Oh yes, m’lady. Her Ladyship, your mother, has assured me it is the very latest. You’ll surely see all your peers wearing something similar next Season.” 
 
    Lucy had her doubts about that, fashion was one of her passions and she had heard nothing of the sort from any of her friends. Still, if this was coming from her mother there was little use arguing. Clarissa ruled the household with an iron fist and Lucy knew from experience she would always have her way in the end. 
 
    A shift was of course out of the question given the shortness of the skirt, so Lucy instead put on a white camisole and let Sally lace her into a corset coloured a similar ivory to the new dress. The petticoats that followed must have been custom designed to go with the dress, as they were also short. 
 
    As Sally finally set about lacing her into the dress itself, Lucy eyed her reflection in her vanity mirror and fought not to blush. The skirt was just as short as she had feared and it did not even cover the frilly hem of her petticoats. The bodice was cut rather low in the bust as well, and ended in puffy shoulders that left her arms bare. 
 
    Lucy was tempted to insist on a different dress no matter the wrath it might inspire in her mother. However, part of herself could not help but somehow enjoy being dressed in such a sensuous fashion. She had always been conscious of her small breasts and between the tight cut of the bodice and its low neckline she actually seemed to have a proper bosom for once. And while the skirt was short the way it flared out from her tiny waist emphasised it so nicely. She was only going to call on Lady Stanton after all and she was another woman. What could be the harm? 
 
    Now fully dressed, Lucy seated herself at her vanity table and let Sally do her hair and makeup. The first was done rather simply, with her bangs being tied back with a white ribbon done up in a rather large bow while her blonde tresses were combed back and allowed to fall loose to her waist. Sally spent a good deal more time on her makeup, almost making Lucy feel like she was preparing for a grand ball and not a simple social call. Pinkish-red powder enhanced her already naturally rosy cheeks and red rogue was applied to her lips, making them look fuller and contrast starkly with her creamy complexion. Dark kohl made her eyelashes look longer and they seemed to flutter everytime she blinked which only seemed to make her large blue eyes even more prominent. 
 
    When it was all finished Lucy rose from her seat and gave a little twirl as she examined the final effect in the vanity mirror. She could not deny that she looked quite stunning, if risque. It occurred to her that she almost looked like a bride dressed for her wedding. Oh what a silly thought! A part of her could not help but wonder if Lady Stanton would appreciate how she looked, perhaps even enjoy it. No! She would not let her mind start going down that path again. It would not do at all, not when she would be meeting with the woman herself so shortly. 
 
    As she made her way down the staircase leading down to the entrance hall, Lucy was surprised that her father was waiting for her and not her mother as she had expected. Lord Aldophus seemed preoccupied, eyes darting everywhere but at her it seemed as she stood before him and curtsied in greeting.  
 
    “Good morning, Father. When can I expect Mother? We should be leaving soon if we are not to be late.” 
 
    Her father still seemed unable to look her in the eye for some reason. “There’s been a change of plans, Lucy. Your mother will not be coming. It seems she’s come down with something. Can’t even bring herself to get out of bed.” 
 
    “Oh, so our engagement with Lady Stanton shall have to be postponed?” Lucy tried to ignore the feeling of disappointment the news brought. 
 
    “No no,” Aldophus said quickly. “There’s no reason to cancel. It would be rude to Lady Stanton. Your mother feels it best if you call on her alone. After all, she’s quite eager to give you your present.” Her father coughed rather abruptly after those words, his naturally ruddy complexion darkening even further. 
 
    Lucy’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. She and Jane had often called on one another unchaperoned but they had known one another since childhood and both their parents were friends. Still, she reasoned to herself, Lady Stanton was another woman and had no male relatives that she was aware of so it was not as if she needed a chaperone.  
 
    Even more disconcerting was the tingle of delight she felt at the knowledge that not only would she indeed be seeing Lady Stanton today but it would be only the two of them, without the stifling presence of her mother. Why did the thought leave her feeling so excited? Again Lucy tried her best to quash the confusing feelings. 
 
    “As you wish, Father,” Lucy curtsied again in agreement. 
 
    To Lucy’s surprise, her father reached out with one hand and gave her shoulder a quick squeeze. “Good girl. You always have been a good girl, Lucy, I hope you know that.”  
 
    With those brief words Lord Adolphus turned on his heels and walked up the staircase, muttering something indecipherable under his breath. For a second Lucy stood rooted to the spot, more shocked than ever. Had her father just complimented her? That was the first time he had ever done so in her living memory. The day only seemed to get odder. 
 
    The carriage came to an abrupt halt, shaking Lucy free of her recollections of the strange events of the day thus far. She heard the crunch of boots upon gravel as the coachman climbed down from his seat and walked over, then the door opened. Taking the offered hand, Lucy stepped out of the carriage and appraised the house before her. 
 
    Stanton Hall was a massive, three story affair that made her own family’s manor look small in comparison. It had an austere quality to it, however, with its white stone exterior and the black tiled towers that flanked the main entrance; tall, stern and domineering, much like its mistress.  
 
    Standing before the grand front doors atop the tiled steps that led up to it was a young woman dressed in the black uniform of a maid, clearly waiting to greet her. She curtsied respectfully in greeting as Lucy climbed up the steps. 
 
    “Lady Fletcher?” 
 
    “Yes, that would be me,” Lucy said as she came to a stop before the maid. She noted that the skirt of the woman’s uniform was quite short, falling littlemore than midway to her knees. Perhaps there was something to what Sally had said about the latest style? 
 
    “Her Ladyship is expecting you. She is just finishing her morning ride and asked that I escort you to the sitting room where you can wait for her.” 
 
    Without waiting for Lucy to answer, the maid turned and opened the door. 
 
    The entrance hall was quite grand, with a high ceiling and marble staircase leading up to the second floor. The stone walls hung with grand old tapestries interspersed between standing suits of armour. No one else seemed to be about which made the space loom even larger. Standing in it made Lucy feel almost tiny in comparison.  
 
    As the maid led her up the staircase Lucy noted that in addition to being quite short, the cut of the woman’s skirt was also very tight, outlining the shape of her lovely round bum. Her cheeks burned as Lucy realised she was staring and her eyes shot away. What had come over her of late? She had never looked at women in such a way before or been so consumed by such unnatural thoughts regarding them. She must have taken leave of her senses. She must somehow regain them before she met with Lady Stanton. 
 
    Just the brief thought of being in the older woman’s presence sent Lucy’s tummy swooping again even as her heart seemed to flutter. She took deep, measured breaths to try and calm herself. It would not do at all to lose her composure. She could only imagine how her parents would react should they hear of it. 
 
    The sitting room of Stanton Hall was well lit by the large floor to ceiling windows along its far side, with walls covered by gold patterned wallpaper decorated with oil paintings. The maid curtsied to Lucy before excusing herself, closing the door behind her with a thud. 
 
    Now quite alone Lucy wondered what to do with herself. There was a piano in one corner of the room and a few bookcases were set into the walls, but she did not feel comfortable using either without permission. Ignoring the plush sofas and armchairs, she walked over to one of the windows and peered out, more to give herself something to do than any real curiosity. 
 
    Her eyes widened in surprise when she looked down to see her family’s carriage driving away down the front path of Lady Stanton’s estate. That was most odd indeed? However would she get home? 
 
    From behind her, Lucy heard the sound of the sitting room door opening and she turned to see the statuesque figure of Lady Stanton entering the room. The older woman wore a black riding dress lined at the neckline with fine lace. Evidently she did not ride sidesaddle as the skirt of her dress was divided at the front, parting as she walked to show her legs encased in tight black leggings that emerged from her tall riding boots. 
 
    “Ah, Lucy, I hope you were not waiting for too long. I do apologise, my morning ride went on for a bit longer than I expected.” 
 
    For a moment Lucy was speechless, unable to look away from the sight of Lady Stanton. Her dress was modestly cut, with its lacey neckline nearly reaching the bottom of her throat and the hem of its skirt falling to the heels of her boots, but the material clung to her body as tight as a drum and displayed her beautiful figure to full effect. Her brown hair was twisted back in a long plait, which seemed to enhance the stern, intimidating look of her face, with its well defined cheekbones and pointed chin. Remembering it was rude to stare, Lucy somehow made herself speak despite the sudden dryness of her throat. 
 
    “Not at all Lady Stanton, I only just arrived myself a few moments ago. I hope you enjoyed your ride.” 
 
    “It was wonderful. There’s nothing quite like mounting a spirited young filly and taking her for a long, hard ride. It’s one of my favourite pastimes. And please Lucy, none of this ‘Lady Stanton’ business. It is so dismally formal. You must call me Eleanor.” 
 
    There was a strange gleam in Lady Stanton’s eyes as she spoke, the heels of her boots clicking on the floor as she walked towards one of the sofa’s and then removed her tall riding hat before placing it upon a side table. The same maid who had greeted Lucy on her arrival entered the sitting room bearing a tray laden with tea.  
 
    “Yes Lady St - Eleanor,” Lucy tried not to stammer as she walked over to join the older woman before the sofa. Eleanor had that now very familiar intense but strange look in her eyes as she looked at her. The young woman was suddenly very conscious of the scanty nature of the dress she was wearing and embarrassment surged through her. To her surprise, a part of herself was also hoping the other woman liked what she saw. Oh no! This would not do at all. Only a few moments in Eleanor’s presence and she was already beginning to lose control. 
 
    Fighting to keep any sign of her conflicting inner feelings from her face, Lucy walked over to join Eleanor before the sofa. When she went to curtsey in greeting the older woman stopped her, instead grasping her upper arms with both hands and bending down to plant a soft kiss on her forehead. It was a brief, fleeting one but Lucy nearly gasped. Eleanor’s lips had felt so warm and soft against her skin. Suddenly all she could think of was what those lips would feel like pressed up against her own.  
 
    To Lucy’s great surprise she also enjoyed the feeling of Eleanor’s surprisingly strong hands gripping the bare skin of her upper arms, just below her shoulders. She did not understand why, but being held so tightly, almost as if she was restrained, was exciting. A little tremor of delight shot straight through her most private place at the feeling and to her shock she realised she was rapidly growing wet there. 
 
    Thankfully it seemed to Lucy that Eleanor saw no sign of her strange, internal reaction. The woman released her arms and gestured to the sofa. “Please do sit and make yourself comfortable, my sweet. Fanny,” she turned her attention briefly to the maid, “you may go. I’ll serve the tea myself.” 
 
    As much as Lucy seemed to think Eleanor had noticed nothing, when she turned her back and stepped over to the end of the sofa a quick, satisfied smile raced across the older woman’s face. Oh things were doing quite well indeed. She had been closely, if subtly, watching Lucy since she had joined her in the sitting room and had caught every stifled moan and suppressed shudder the young lady had vainly tried to hide from her. Clearly Lucy was attracted to her and even better she seemed to be aroused by Eleanor’s own dominant nature. Just a little push more and she would have the girl securely bound in her special playroom, completely at her mercy. Still, it would not do to rush things. She did so enjoy toying with her prey. 
 
    Hoping to put a little distance between herself and Eleanor until her composure was on firmer ground, Lucy seated herself at the far end of the sofa with great care, very conscious of how short her skirt was and worried it would take only one clumsy shift to expose herself. Her cheeks grew hot when she saw that no matter how she sat herself a good deal of her stocking clad legs remained on open display. 
 
    Lucy’s attempt at distance proved to be a futile one, as Eleanor almost immediately seated herself right next to her, so close that their legs were almost touching. The older woman’s green eyes slowly ran down the length of her and Lucy fought not to blush at the intense scrutiny even as inwardly she felt a tingle of delight run down her spine. 
 
    “I must say that dress looks quite fetching on you, Lucy.” 
 
    “Thank you, Lady Eleanor,” Lucy answered. “It is my first time wearing it.” 
 
    For some reason Eleanor chuckled. “I know, my sweet, I was the one who bought it. Do you like it?” 
 
    That surprised Lucy but she could give the news no real consideration as she struggled to quickly find the right answer. “It is lovely, Lady Eleanor, though you must admit the cut is a little, um, scanty? Is this the gift you wished to give me?” 
 
    Another chuckle from Eleanor. “It is part of it, we will get to the second part in a bit. And nonsense. You have a truly beautiful body, Lucy, you should not be at all bashful about showing it off. How old are you again, by the way?” 
 
    “I’ll be nineteen at the end of next month,” Lucy answered, trying to ignore the feeling of delight that shot through her at Eleanor calling her beautiful.  
 
    “Well, I certainly wish I had appreciated my beauty more at nineteen. I am now thirty two and you must think I am a horribly old thing.” 
 
    “Oh no, Lady Eleanor!” Lucy spoke without even thinking. “I do not think that at all. I hope I am half as beautiful as you are when I am your age.” 
 
    A smile appeared on Eleanor’s face at Lucy’s words. “Oh thank you, my sweet, that was so kind of you to say.” 
 
    Then to Lucy’s tremendous surprise, Eleanor leaned forward and kissed her, one of her hands coming to rest lightly on her waist as the other placed itself on her stocking clad leg right above the knee. It was a quick little chaste thing but it sent Lucy’s heart racing all the same.  
 
    For a moment Lucy was stunned, realising this was her first kiss and it was with another woman of all things, but then all she could focus on was how soft and warm Eleanor’s lips felt and she found herself almost involuntarily returning just a faint bit of pressure with her own. Lucy tried with everything she had to suppress the moan of pleasure welling up in her throat and when Eleanor ended the kiss she almost could not stop the little whimper of unhappiness that threatened to escape. No! She could not allow herself to feel this way. It was sinful. Unnatural.  
 
    Eleanor’s hands remained on Lucy’s body and with the kiss over the girl was suddenly very aware of their presence. The touch of the older woman on her waist and upper leg was light but somehow almost overwhelming at the same time. This was especially true of her leg, even through the thin insulation of her white stocking Eleanor’s fingers almost seemed to be burning themselves into her inner thigh. 
 
    The older woman still seemed oblivious to Lucy of the effect she was having on her. “I know I said so before, Lucy, but you truly do have a beautiful body. And it is so firm. Do you also ride?” 
 
    The fingers on Lucy’s thigh moved higher and lightly squeezed as Eleanor said this, feeling the taunt muscle under her skin. Lucy tried not to think of how much she wanted the older woman to move her hand even higher up her thigh, then higher still until it touched her now sopping wet pussy. She fought to suppress the sinful thoughts while trying to keep her voice even. 
 
    “No, I dance. Ballet specifically. I saw a performance when I was young and my family took a trip to the Continent.” It had been more of a business trip for her father in reality, but Lucy’s mother had insisted they come along as well and as always he had done as she said. They had attended a show in Hamburg and the style of dancing had fascinated her. This had been long before the family’s fortunes had taken a turn for the worse and her parents had never hesitated in those days to compensate for their lack of shown affection by spending money on her wishes so upon returning to England they had secured a tutor for her, a rather strict woman from one of the German states. That had been one of the first luxuries to go when the family’s fortune had changed but Lucy still continued to practise diligently. 
 
    “Oh how lovely, you must perform for me some day,” Eleanor responded, a gleam appearing in her green eyes, “but as much as I have been enjoying this conversation I think the time has come for me to give you the second part of your gift.” 
 
    Shock coursed through Lucy as suddenly the other woman’s grip on her waist tightened and she was all but hauled over Eleanor’s lap. Even more shockingly, she felt her skirts and petticoats begin to be pulled up her legs. Instinctively she reached back to try and stop this. “Lady Eleanor! Whatever are you doing? Let me go at once!” 
 
    “Silence, girl!” Eleanor’s voice cut through the air sharp as a knife. Lucy felt her wrists grabbed by one of the other woman’s hands and held in a grip as hard as iron against the small of her back. Her skirts and petticoats were then fully flipped up, leaving her bum fully exposed and covered by nothing more than her frilly bloomers, and due to the tightness of the fit the material was practically moulded onto each round, perky bum cheek. “Have you never heard of your birthday whacks? Since you’re soon to be turning nineteen I intend to give that number to you.” 
 
    Still wiggling in Eleanor’s lap and struggling to free her hands from her grip, Lucy’s mouth gaped open like a fish in surprise. That particular birthday tradition had never been observed in her family and anyways it was intended only for little girls, not a young woman of her age. “You mean to spank me? Lady Eleanor, I must protest! Release me this -” 
 
    “I shall do nothing of the kind,” Eleanor cut Lucy off, her voice icily cold, “ and I doubt your parents will be pleased when I inform them of the sass you are showing me.” 
 
    Every time Lucy felt she was as shocked as could be it seemed she was proven wrong. “They are aware of this?” Her cheeks burned with embarrassment as she imagined such a thing even being discussed. 
 
    “Oh yes, they are very much aware and have consented to everything I am about to do to you,” with those ominous words Lucy felt one of Eleanor’s hands cup one of the cheeks of her bum. Despite her objections she could not help but feel a wonderful tingle run up her spine at the touch. “Now be still. As much as I appreciate the delightful sight of your little bum wiggling before me I would be unhappy if one of my wacks lands where I do not intend it to, and I promise you will dislike it even more.” 
 
    As absurd as the entire situation appeared, Lucy obediently ceased her struggling. Her cheeks were burning with embarrassment at the knowledge of how she must look, bent over Eleanor’s knee with her bloomer clad bum exposed and vulnerable. She was also aware that she somehow had only grown even more aroused by the position she found herself in and the older woman’s rough handling of her. The feeling of her hand gripping her wrists tight as a vice seemed to be shooting straight to her virgin cunt, which almost seemed to be quivering in delight. 
 
    “Good girl,” Eleanor said softly. A moment of silence followed and then the hand resting on her bottom lifted itself up. 
 
    SLAP!  
 
    “One!” Eleanor declared as her hand slammed down on Lucy’s left bum cheek. Dull pain coursed through her tender flesh and the area stung afterwards. She only just held back a strained moan. 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    “Two!” This time the blow fell on her other cheek. Eleanor struck even harder this time and Lucy could not stop a strangled little whelp that flew from her lips at the pain. Even as her poor bum stung in protest her pussy was aching, juices now freely leaking from her slit into the fabric of her bloomers. Lucy’s innocent mind reeled at this realisation. What kind of sinful freak did this make her, to be so aroused by being spanked as if she was a naughty child. 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    Eleanor continued her spanking of Lucy’s bum, alternating her blows between her perky cheeks in turn at a measured pace and counting out each one. The sound of Eleanor’s hand slapping the girl’s bloomer clad bottom rang through the room along with Lucy’s increasingly louder whelps and her frantic pants for breath. Her poor bum felt like a burning, stinging mess from the relentless abuse and tears were welling up in Lucy’s eyes from the pain, but it was nothing compared to the burning inferno that was her pussy which was now so hot and congested it was almost as if it was filled with liquid fire. 
 
    After the tenth blow Eleanor stopped, her hand cupping Lucy’s bum almost possessively as the young lady breathlessly gulped down lungfuls of air trying to catch her breath, her body trembling from the pain and pleasure it was tormented with. Turning her head, Lucy looked up at Eleanor and to her surprise saw the older woman looking down at her with a pleased smile, green eyes blazing with pride. 
 
    “My sweet Lucy, you have done me proud, taking your spanking so far like the good girl I know you can be.” 
 
    Eleanor’s words washed over her like a caress and Lucy felt a tingle of happiness at the knowledge she had pleased the older woman. It left the girl more confused than ever. Why should she be so happy by the knowledge that she had pleased Eleanor? The other woman had spanked her like a naughty child. She should feel only humiliation and anger towards her. 
 
    Lucy’s heart leapt in her throat when Eleanor’s smile turned predatory and the other woman grabbed a fistful of the hem of her bloomers. “I think for the second half I shall see how you take to being spanked on your bare bottom.” 
 
    Before Lucy could react Eleanor had yanked her bloomers all the way down off of her bum to midway down her thighs. She squeaked and looked away, unable to meet the other woman’s gaze and certain her face had turned as red as a tomato with embarrassment, even as to her mortification she realised her embarrassment was only feeding her arousal. She truly must be some kind of wanton hussy to be reacting in such a way. What must Eleanor think of her? 
 
    As for Eleanor, her eyes were glued to Lucy’s naked bum, drinking in the pretty sight. Both cheeks were delightfully firm and round and had turned a delightful shade of pink from being spanked, which contrasted beautifully with Lucy’s creamy skin. As bewitching as the sight before her was, Eleanor looked away to study the girl’s bloomers and to her delight saw the crotch area of them had a noticeable wet spot. 
 
    “Why, my sweet girl, have you been enjoying this?” 
 
    Lucy stiffened, terror shooting through her, certain that if she admitted the truth Eleanor would be disgusted with her and likely inform her parents what a wanton hussy she was to boot. “N-no!” She stammered. “N-not at all Lady Eleanor. Not in the slightest.” 
 
    A dark chuckle followed. “There is no use lying to me Lucy, your bloomers are quite literally soaked with the evidence, but if you insist on me finding further proof…” 
 
    Lucy squeaked when she felt Eleanor’s fingers run down the cleft of her bum, which turned to a squeal when they lightly circled around her rosebud before tracing themselves up the slit of her cunt. 
 
    “Please Lady Eleanor, you musn’t!” Lucy pleaded tearily, even as her body shook from the effort it took for her to stifle the moan of pleasure the older woman’s touch elicited in her. It felt so good to finally be touched there, unlike anything she had ever experienced before in her young life. 
 
    “Why should I not, Lucy?” Eleanor’s voice was a crooning whisper as her fingers continued to slowly feel their way up the slit of Lucy’s pussy, nearing her clitoris which was by now throbbing madly. “You cannot claim to not be enjoying this, you’re sweet little pussy is sopping wet with proof otherwise.” 
 
    Lucy’s cheeks burned at Eleanor’s lewd words and she could not contain a gasp as the older woman’s middle finger brushed itself lightly over her clitoris. Her entire body shuddered at the feeling. Somehow she found words, which spilled from her mouth between breathless little pants and barely suppressed moans. “It is wrong…sinful…please…you are another woman…you should not touch me so!” 
 
    Another dark chuckle answered. “Oh, my naive girl, what does it matter if I am another woman so long as my touch brings you pleasure? How can anything that feels so good be sinful?” 
 
    A loud moan escaped Lucy as she felt Eleanor brush her finger over her clitoris again, her little pearl now rigidly jutting out from its protective hood so the older woman could better caress it. Words totally escaped her as Lucy found she could focus on nothing else but the wickedly delightful feelings pulsing through her pussy. The pleasure totally overwhelmed her, driving all thoughts of sinfulness and morals from her mind. All that matter were Eleanor’s delightfully skilled fingers and the wonderful feelings their caresses upon her most private place inspired in her young body. 
 
    Eleanor fell into a steady rhythm, running her ring and forefingers up and down the lips of Lucy’s slit, sometimes only teasingly touching the outer ones and sometimes pushing inside her cunt itself to caress her inner labia. Her middle finger ruthlessly rubbed at the girl’s hard pearl, not letting up its attack on the throbbing little bud for a moment. Lucy could only moan and pant breathlessly, her body trembling so much from the new sensations surging through it that were it not for Eleanor’s vice-like grip on her risks she might have fallen completely off the older woman’s knees and tumbled onto the sitting room floor below. 
 
    Desperate for more, Lucy found herself trying to move her body in time with the other woman’s caresses of her pussy. The tight grip on her wrists restrained her movements somewhat, but she still managed to rock her hips so she could grind her vagina against those nimble fingers. Under her dress, Lucy’s nipples were hard as diamonds and the motion of her body caused them to brush against the soft material of her camisole, adding even more ripples of pleasure to the ones flowing through her from Eleanor’s skillful assault on her most private place. 
 
    As Lucy’s moans grew louder and more frantic, ringing in her ears along with the almost deafening thud of her heartbeat, she felt something building inside of her. What exactly she was unsure of but it felt wonderful. The pleasure built and built until Lucy felt it was about to explode. It was like a giant wave that was beginning to crest. She found herself holding her breath, waiting for it to crash over her. 
 
    Only it did not. Suddenly, Eleanor’s hand vanished from her pussy. For a moment Lucy did not realise what had happened then a dismayed howl escaped her. 
 
    “Nooooooooo! Don’t stop…please Lady Eleanor, don’t stop…it felt so good…why did you stop…” Lucy babbled, feeling hot little tears run down her cheeks as her stocking clad legs kicked out in protest, one of them almost hitting the tea tray sitting on the small table before the sofa. 
 
    Eleanor’s voice was almost taunting when she responded. “I would have thought you would be happy that I stopped? You said what I was doing was sinful, my sweet girl, did you not? That it was wrong. That I shouldn’t touch you so. I was only obeying your wishes.” 
 
    Lucy only sobbed snottily, unable to think of anything other than the unknown ecstasy she had been standing on the very edge of just moments ago only to be cruelly denied at the last moment. Her pussy was aching so desperately, the little pearl of her clitoris throbbing so hard it almost hurt. Instinctively she pressed forward with her hips, meaning to rub her vagina against Eleanor’s knees but the older woman had anticipated this and grabbed her by the hip, holding her in place. 
 
    “Now cease you struggling, my dear girl,” Eleanor’s voice now turned stern. “As delightful as this little diversion has been, I believe you are still owed nine more wacks on that pert little bum of yours. 
 
    Eleanor’s hand lifted away from Lucy’s hip and seconds later came down across both of her bum cheeks with a loud SLAP! 
 
    “Eleven!” 
 
    Lost in the aroused haze that had overtaken her, Lucy had not really registered Eleanor’s words and was taken completely off guard by the sudden stinging pain that radiated through her buttocks and she let out a loud yelp. 
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! 
 
    “Twelve! Thirteen! Fourteen!” 
 
    Eleanor held nothing back this time. Again and again she struck the palm of her hand across both of Lucy’s bum cheeks with hardly a pause. All Lucy could do was lie across the other woman’s lap, her pained sobs interspaced with ever louder yelps, as tears dripped down her cheeks and onto the carpeted floor below. Her bottom was soon once again burning from the pain and had turned from pink to bright red. Her pussy was burning just as intensely with arousal, however, her hard little pearl throbbing in time with each blow. It all left Lucy feeling so deeply confused. Was she actually enjoying this? She was a freak! A lewd harlot! A sinner who deserved to burn in the deepest level of Hell itself! 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    “Nineteen!” Eleanor said sternly over Lucy’s tearful cry. “And one more for good luck!” 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    This last blow was the hardest of all and Lucy practically shrieked, her young body trembling as the pain and pleasure combined into an overwhelming feeling that she could not describe. She was conscious of Eleanor releasing her wrists to stroke her hair gently as her other hand lightly massaged first one bum cheek and then the other, rubbing soothingly over the hot, abused flesh. For some reason she kept her hands crossed behind the small of her back and made no attempt to move them despite now being free to. 
 
    “There, there Lucy…this part is over…hush now and let me make you feel better…” Eleanor’s voice cut through the fog of pain and pleasure she was immersed in. Lucy felt her bloomers being pulled back up and hands grip her waist to sit her back up on the sofa. Even the soft cushions were uncomfortable for her very sore bum to sit on and she winced slightly at the contact, still weeping softly. 
 
    Through the blur of tears, Lucy saw Eleanor looking at her, her normally stern face suddenly gentle and comforting. She produced a handkerchief from somewhere and began to softly wipe the tears from her cheeks. As the soft linen rubbed soothingly across her hot, tear stained cheeks, Lucy heard the older woman speak to her in a soft, reassuring voice that almost felt like a caress.. 
 
    “What a good girl you were…you took your spanking so bravely…just breath, my sweet…there, there…” 
 
    Eleanor’s soft, reassuring words had a calming effect on her and Lucy’s crying ceased. The older woman patiently waited for her to settle, then reached out and took one of Lucy’s hands with her own and gave it a soft squeeze before speaking. 
 
    “There now, I am pleased to see you have calmed yourself, my dear girl.” Eleanor’s eyes suddenly looked very serious. “Now, I must ask you, did you enjoy what just occurred between us? I warn you not to lie to me.” 
 
    Suddenly Lucy’s heart was pounding in her chest again. How could she admit to being such a freakish harlot? But how could she lie and say she had taken no pleasure in what had just happened when Eleanor obviously knew that was not the case. The idea of speaking the truth terrified her, but she took a deep breath and willed herself to be brave. 
 
    “I…I did, Lady Eleanor. I have never felt anything like it before. The feeling of your hand spanking my bum. The feeling of your fingers between…” Lucy’s face turned a deep red and her cheeks burned so hotly she feared for a moment she would burst into flame but somehow she made herself go on, “...between my legs. I enjoyed all of it. I know that it is wrong. That it makes me some kind of sinful freak. A wanton hussy. Please do not judge me too harshly for it, I beg you!” 
 
    Lucy’s eyes screwed themselves shut, unable to look at Eleanor and see the certain condemnation she was sure would be on her face. To her shock however she suddenly felt herself being embraced and her eyes shot open as she felt Eleanor’s plump lips pressed up against her own. 
 
    This was no fleeting kiss like before, but a deep one filled with passion. Lucy felt Eleanor’s tongue probing at her lips and she obediently opened them to allow it access and met it with her own. She moaned loudly as their tongues lathed against one another, the kiss growing ever more frantic. She felt Eleanor’s large breasts mashed up against her own smaller ones and one of her hands reached up to tangle it in her long, blonde hair. 
 
    After a few minutes that felt like eternity the two women finally broke for air. Lucy was panting breathlessly as if she had just run a mile and even Eleanor’s breathing seemed elevated. 
 
    “Judge you for a wanton hussy?” Eleanor said softly, running one hand down Lucy’s cheek. “Wanton? Perhaps you are a bit, my sweet girl, but I like a bit of wantonness. A hussy? Hardly. There is nothing wrong with what we have just done, Lucy, and enjoying it does not make you a freak. May I tell you something?” 
 
    At Lucy’s wordless nod Eleanor went on, her voice low and sensuous. “I enjoyed what we did as well. The sight of you over my lap, your perky little bum exposed and vulnerable. The feel of your pussy on my fingers, so wet and aroused by what I was doing to it. Seeing you wiggle and struggle against my grip on you, unable to break free and totally at my mercy.” 
 
    Eleanor brushed some stray hairs away from Lucy’s brow. Even this simple gesture sent a shiver down the girl’s back as she continued to listen to the older woman’s words with baited breath. They also seemed to be caressing her. “Lucy, you have no idea of the things I can still show you. So far it has been just a taste. The feelings I can inspire in that innocent young body of yours. The ways I can touch you. Would you like that, my sweet?” 
 
    Unable to meet Eleanor’s intense stare, Lucy’s eyes darted around the room. The young woman was torn. She could not deny that she had enjoyed what Eleanor had done to her so far. She had never imagined she could feel anything like that. A part of her desperately wanted to explore it further and the idea of doing so with Eleanor was so tempting. Another part of her was frightened by the intensity of what she had experienced and despite the older woman’s assurances she had no reason to feel a hussy, the part of her that had been raised all her life to be a property young lady still baulked a little. 
 
    In the end desire won out and Lucy gave a tentative little nod of her head. 
 
    Eleanor’s hand tucked it firmly under her chin and pushed it up, forcing the young woman to meet her eyes. “Use your words please, Lucy. I must hear you say it.” 
 
    Lucy’s already naturally rosy cheeks blushed a deep red, but somehow she forced the words from her lips. “Yes,” it was barely more than a whisper but she made herself speak again with more volume and conviction. “Yes! Show me more, Lady Eleanor. I want you to teach me more of this.” 
 
    A victorious smile filled Eleanor’s face and took Lucy’s breath away. “Thank you, Lucy. That makes me so happy to hear.” Standing, she held out her hand. “Come with me, my good girl. There’s somewhere more appropriate I have in mind for what comes next.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Five: Entering Lady Eleanor’s Playroom 
 
    Lucy’s heart was pounding against her ribcage as Eleanor led her down the hallway, hand firmly gripped in her own. The other woman said nothing and there was total silence aside from the steady click of the heels of her boots against the floor which echoed up to the hallway’s ceiling.The sound added an ominous air to things, which Lucy found was only added to the excitement tingling just under her skin. 
 
    As much as Lucy could not help but feel a bit of apprehension over what was coming, even a tinge of fear as well, she had to admit, the greater part of her was positively quivering with anticipation. Her pussy was still aching from the memory of how Eleanor had touched her there in her most private place back in her sitting room and she only hoped that when they arrived at whatever their intended destination was she would do so again. She recalled with almost as much eagerness how Eleanor had spanked her bum, as sore as it still was in the aftermath. Would they be doing more of that? She hoped so. Lucy had made the connection between the pain Eleanor inflicted on her and the feelings of pleasure it inspired. She still did not really understand it but it undeniably was there and to her surprise she wanted to explore it further. 
 
    At the end of the hall there was a door of carved wood securely held shut by a large padlock. Eleanor produced a key from the pocket of her dress and unlocked it. She then paused, turning to face Lucy with a smile on her face that was almost predatory. The young woman’s clitoris throbbed at the sight. 
 
    “Do you still wish to learn the lessons I have to teach you, my sweet? Once you step beyond this door there is no turning back.” 
 
    For one second Lucy hesitated, fear of the unknown rearing its ugly head. It was nothing compared to the hot desire that was running through her veins however. She would not turn back now. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Eleanor,” Lucy said with conviction, “whatever you wish to teach me I am ready to learn. I want to learn.” 
 
    Still smiling the same wicked smile, Eleanor reached up to gently cup Lucy’s cheek and then pushed the door open, gesturing for Lucy to enter. The young woman took a deep breath and then stepped inside the dim interior. As she heard the click of Eleanor’s boots following her into the room and the thud of the door closing again, Lucy’s breath hitched at what she saw. 
 
    The room had no windows and was lit only burning candles attached to a rather elaborate iron chandelier hanging from the ceiling. The floor was tiled stone as were the shadowy walls, giving the space the feel of a dungeon. Dotted around the room were strange items of furniture Lucy did not recognise the purpose of, such as a wooden frame shaped in an X or a square frame of metal.  
 
    Lucy took a few tentative steps deeper into the room and saw that the stone walls' only decoration were racks and shelves. Scanning the contents of them her eyes went wide. Stacked on the shelves were canes and straps and paddles, while hanging from the racks were whips and chains and gags of different designs along with other items that in her innocence she could not even begin to guess the purpose of. For a long moment Lucy stood rooted to the spot, her slender frame shaking; from fear or desire she could not for the life of herself tell. 
 
    Turning to face Eleanor, Lucy began saying. “Lady Eleanor, what is -” 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    Lucy was cut off as stinging pain rushed through her cheek and she whimpered, realising that Eleanor had just slapped her across the face. Even as tears welled up in her eyes she felt a delicious pulse in her quim from the rough treatment.  
 
    “Your first lesson,” Eleanor said in a voice that was as cold as ice, “is that in this room you will refer to me as Mistress or Mistress Eleanor. I may wish you to call me that at other times as well and will inform you when that is the case, but in here those are the only titles by which you will address me. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Eleanor,” Lucy answered obediently, earning an approving nod from the other woman. “Mistress, may I ask what room this is?” 
 
    Eleanor chuckled darkly, stepping up to stand before Lucy, her tall frame towering almost a head higher than the girl and making her feel so very small. “It is my playroom.” 
 
    “A playroom, mistress?” Lucy asked in confusion. It hardly looked like any playroom she had seen before. 
 
    Eleanor smiled in genuine amusement. “Yes, my sweet. A grownup playroom in which to play very grownup games.” A wicked glint appeared in her eyes. “Games I intend to play with you.” 
 
    A rush of excitement shot through Lucy at those words, but underneath it was a growing feeling of apprehension as she glanced at the contents of the racks and shelves again. “You mean to use these things on me, mistress?” 
 
     The smile turned wicked. “Is that truly the question you mean to ask me, Lucy?” 
 
    A long pause. “You mean…” Lucy’s voice hitched slightly and she took a deep breath before continuing, “...to hurt me with these things, mistress?” 
 
    Eleanor nodded, a hungry look now in her eyes. “Good girl. I do indeed, but I suspect we both know it will be for our mutual enjoyment.” 
 
    Even as her cunt positively dripped in arousal at the thought of what Eleanor had just said, Lucy felt the tempo of her breathing rise nervously as it clashed with a growing feeling of fear. Her eyes darted again to the various instruments on the walls. As undeniably pleasurable as the spanking at Eleanor’s hands had been, it seemed an almost petty thing in comparison to the whips and straps and canes she now meant to use on her.  
 
    As her eyes scanned the walls, they settled on a leather harness hanging on a hook from which dangled a length of rubber shaped like the erect penis of a man, and a quite large one at that. Did Eleanor intend to use that on her? Almost involuntarily a little whimper escaped her lips and she felt almost dizzy. 
 
    A hand settled comfortingly on her shoulders and Lucy turned to see Eleanor looking at her, her face once again gentle and reassuring. She instantly felt the tide of fear begin to recede and be replaced with a sense of safety. 
 
    “For your next lesson,” Eleanor said softly, “I need you to pick a word. It can be anything that you wish, so long as it is easy for you to remember and not one you would casually use in conversation.” 
 
    “Orange,” Lucy said after a moment, “the fruit not the colour, mistress. Mother adores them but I honestly cannot stand them, they are so tart -” 
 
    Eleanor placed a finger over her lips and Lucy realised she was babbling nervously and quieted. 
 
    “Let me make this next part very clear, Lucy,” Eleanor’s face remained reassuring but also grew serious, “if at any time during what is about to happen you wish things to stop, simply say that word and it stops. If I do something you genuinely do not like or is too much for you, say that word and I will stop. I promise I will and that I will not be angry with you. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Eleanor,” Lucy answered, “but mistress, why should I say ‘orange’ if I wish for you to stop, why not just tell you to?” 
 
    That wicked smile that made Lucy’s cunt pulse so delightfully appeared again on Eleanor’s face. “There are times I might enjoy you telling me to stop but not really meaning it, all in good fun of course.” 
 
    Lucy was surprised but after considering what Eleanor had said for a moment she was surprised to feel a tingle of arousal run through her. She nodded slowly in agreement. 
 
    Face growing stern again, Eleanor took a step back from Lucy. “And now I want you to be a good girl for me and take off all your clothes.” 
 
    The order did not take Lucy entirely by surprise but her cheeks heated nonetheless. Still, she obediently reached behind her back and began undoing the laces of her dress. As the top ones came undone the top part of her dress slipped down off of her shoulders, leaving them bare, and Eleanor’s green eyes gleamed with such intensity that Lucy found she could not meet her gaze and dropped her head. 
 
    Shyly glancing up from underneath her long lashes, Lucy saw Eleanor’s eyes had darkened and that the older woman was hungrily licking her lips. Did she enjoy seeing such an obvious display of Lucy’s nervous innocence? Suddenly filled with a desire to please her mistress - had she just thought of Eleanor that way? - Lucy fluttered her eyelashes coquettishly and was rewarded when she saw the other woman’s breath hitch, her seemingly unbreakable composure slipping just the tiniest bit for the first time. 
 
    Suddenly excited to have discovered this power of her own she seemed to wield over Eleanor, Lucy slowly pulled her dress down her body and as it pooled around her ankles she jutted out her bottom lip and chewed at it in what she hoped was a faithful imitation of timid nervousness. To her delight her ears filled with the sound of an almost predatory growl that escaped from Eleanor’s lips, as her mistress hungrily looked her up and down. Lucy, now wearing nothing but her camisole, bloomers and stockings, paused undressing for a moment to allow the other woman time to take in the sight, allowing herself to revel for a moment in the knowledge that Eleanor found her so attractive to look upon. 
 
    Eleanor’s gaze settled on Lucy’s chest, her eyes narrowing in an unspoken command. The nervous shaking in the young woman’s hands was not theatrical but genuine as they went to the hem of her camisole. She had always been self-conscious about her breasts; how small they were, not at all large and plump like Eleanor’s own. Would her mistress be disappointed when she saw them? 
 
    Gathering her resolve, Lucy gripped the hem of her camisole with both hands and pulled it over her head before dropping it unceremoniously to the floor. She felt her face instantly begin to grow hot and bashfully she went to cover her bare breasts with her arms. 
 
    “Hands at your sides, young lady,” Eleanor commanded in a voice that brokered no argument. “Your third lesson is that your body is mine and you will never cover yourself in my presence.” 
 
    Obediently, Lucy dropped her hands to her sides, revealing her breasts to Eleanor. She tried her best not to wiggle under the older woman’s scrutiny.  
 
    Eleanor stared with hooded eyes at Lucy’s bosom and then nodded approvingly. “You have beautiful breasts, my sweet. There’s no reason at all for you to be so bashful about showing them off.” 
 
    “They are too small,” Lucy muttered under her breath.  
 
    “Nonsense!” Eleanor replied, catching Lucy’s words. “They are the perfect size for you. I can hardly wait to get my hands on them.” 
 
    At her mistress’s praise Lucy felt an ever more familiar rush of pride and squared her shoulders back to more prominently display her breasts, noting that her nipples had grown hard and pointed out brazenly like little pencil heads. She watched as Eleanor drank in the sight for a few long moments and then pointedly dipped her gaze down. 
 
    Lucy had not thought it possible for her face to grow any redder but it did nevertheless as she realised the one final part of herself waiting to be disrobed. Eleanor said nothing as the girl fidgeted slightly, clearly enjoying the obvious display of nervousness.  
 
    Hoping to buy herself time, as little as it would be, Lucy’s fingers reached for the hem of one of her stockings. 
 
    “No, leave those on,” Eleanor’s voice stopped her in her tracks, “they display your lovely legs so beautifully and I find the visual reminder of your virginal innocence that I will soon be taking exciting.” 
 
    At her mistress’s crude words, Lucy’s eyes once again darted to the harness and rubber penis that hung from a hook on the wall. So Eleanor did indeed mean to use it on her? The thought of such improper intentions should scandalise her, but instead Lucy’s mind was suddenly filled with the image of herself lying naked on a soft, petal strewn bed with her legs spread before the towering figure of Eleanor, naked as she was except for the harness and rubber phallus. A moan almost escaped her throat at the image. 
 
    A tisking sound shook Lucy from her thoughts and she saw Eleanor staring at her with a look of disapproving impatience. Suddenly terror at disappointing the older woman overcame any lingering hesitations and Lucy hooked her fingers under the hem of her bloomers. She slowly slid them down her hips to her inner thighs before releasing them so they slid down her shapely legs to land around her ankles. 
 
    With a face that she was certain was as red as a tomato, Lucy resisted the suddenly overwhelming urge to cover her most private place as Eleanor’s eyes fixed themselves between her legs. Her mistress’s vivid green eyes had an almost feral look to them, like those of a she-wolf sizing up a helpless doe. It made Lucy shiver delightfully. Glancing down, she saw her pussy had turned nearly as red as her own blushing cheeks, the lips of her slit engorged and shining with her juices. She gasped silently as she saw a little droplet pool at the bottom of her slit and slid down her thighs. 
 
    Hearing the click of heels against stone tiles, Lucy looked up and saw the back of Eleanor walking away from her. For one terrifying moment, the girl worried that she had somehow done something to offend the older woman. Then she realised Eleanor was heading straight towards one of the shelves lining the walls and an entirely different set of worries overcame her.  
 
    Whatever Eleanor was gathering from the shelf was obscured from Lucy’s sight by the taller woman’s frame, and she tried to keep her growing apprehension in check as she imagined the different kinds of implements of torment her mistress could be choosing between to use upon her. She felt goosebumps beginning to breakout all over her skin and only partially due to the cool air of the playroom. When Eleanor turned to face her, however, Lucy saw she was holding not a whip or strap but instead a number of short lengths of white leather. 
 
    Their purpose soon became apparent as Eleanor proceeded to fasten one length around Lucy’s neck like a collar, then gestured for the girl to lift her hair up so she could buckle it securely in place at the back of her neck. The same process was repeated with both of her wrists and ankles. The fit was smug but not tight enough to be constricting and when Lucy noticed each of the bands of leather had a little metal ring attached to them she began to have an inkling of their intended use. 
 
    Eleanor seized Lucy by the forearm in a tight grip, her fingernails digging into the flesh to cause biting pain that sent a delightful little tremor of pleasure through her so very aroused pussy, and half dragged her across the room. The young woman’s heart was pounding in excitement at the rough treatment.  
 
    Standing Lucy in the centre of the playroom, Eleanor gave her a stern look then commanded, “do not even think of moving from this spot,” reinforcing the point with a hard slap to one of her still sore bum cheeks, before turning and walking over to yet another of the shelves lining the walls. As Lucy waited with baited breath she glanced up and saw she was standing underneath a large iron ring that hung from the ceiling by a long chain. Suddenly even in her innocence she had an idea of what her mistress had planned. Remembering how exciting it had felt in Eleanor’s sitting room when her wrists had been tightly restrained by the older woman, how arousing the feeling of vulnerability it inspired in her had been, she felt a shudder of anticipation go through her. 
 
    The clicking heels of her riding boots announcing her return, Eleanor once again stood before Lucy, this time holding a coiled length of rope. “Arms up, my sweet.” 
 
    Obedient as always, Lucy raised her arms above her head and Eleanor proceeded to slip the rope between both of the rings on the bands of leather surrounding her wrists and fasten a tight knot. She then took one end of the rope and skillfully tossed it up through the iron ring hanging above them. Grabbing the dangling end, she pulled down on it and Lucy felt pressure on her bound wrists lifting her up. Soon she was poised on the tips of her toes and using all of the skills she had acquired through years of ballet practice to maintain her balance. 
 
    Quickly tying the end of the rope around the knot holding Lucy’s wrists together, Eleanor took a step back and nodded approvingly at her work. For her part, the young woman felt like a fish dangling on a hook and it took everything she had not to wiggle like one. The position was far from comfortable. Painful pressure asserted itself on her wrists unless she stood on the very tips of her toes and she already was beginning to feel the effort of maintaining her balance on them. Despite this her pussy was still dripping with the evidence of her arousal, which was only growing greater from being tied securely in this position. 
 
    Even as Lucy whimpered from the effort of holding herself upright she noticed Eleanor’s hands had gone to the very first of the buttons that formed a line down the front of her riding dress. As her mistress proceeded to unbutton them, revealing the pale, alabaster skin underneath, the girl found herself forgetting her discomfort as her eyes glued themselves to the sight unfolding before her eyes. 
 
    Eleanor clearly was making an effort to tease her, slowly undoing one button after the other as she swayed her body back and forth before the bound and dangling form of Lucy, a wicked gleam in her eyes as the girl panted and moaned. When the last button was done she gradually pulled the bodice of the riding dress apart before letting it fall back off of her shoulders so it pooled on the ground around her feet.  
 
    Now free of her dress, Eleanor wore a black corset that barely contained her large breasts and was cinched tight around her narrow waist. The tight black leggings that emerged from her tall riding boots clung to her legs like a second skin and when Lucy looked between them even in the dim light of the playroom she could see that the lips of the older woman’s vulva was clearly visible. 
 
    The click of her heels ringing in Lucy’s ears along with the thumping beat of her heart, Eleanor slowly walked towards the bound girl. “Do you like what you see, my sweet girl?” 
 
    “Oh yes, Mistress Eleanor!” Lucy said eagerly, unable to tear her eyes away from the sight of her mistress. She looked so domineering and stern dressed all in black the way she was. It made her little bud throb. “You look so beautiful. I have no words to describe it.” 
 
    Eleanor tossed her head back and gave an almost taunting laugh. “Oh good girl, you say such pretty things,” her eyes narrowed shrewdly, “but are you telling the truth, Lucy, or simply giving me empty flattery.” 
 
    Before Lucy could even begin to protest Eleanor stepped forward and pressed one of her legs up against the girl’s sopping cunt. As Lucy squealed at the contact the older woman smiled smugly. “It seems you are telling me the truth Lucy, your sweet little pussy is positively dripping with the proof of it. Do you like the feeling of my leg between both of yours?” 
 
    “Yes, mistress…oh…yes, Mistress Eleanor…” Lucy said between panting breaths, desperately trying to rub more of her aching vagina against her mistress’s leg, but perched on her toes as she was, it was almost impossible. “More, mistress…please…touch me more…” 
 
    Eleanor’s smile turned cruel and she leaned forward so her lips were only inches from Lucy’s own. “Are you giving me orders, Lucy? May I remind you of the last lesson. Your body is mine, my sweet, and I decide when it gets pleasure and how much.” 
 
    Lucy moaned in dismay even as she continued to try and hump her mistress’s leg; as wonderful as the older woman’s leg felt against her pussy it was also so frustratingly faint it only seemed to be building her arousal higher without giving any satisfaction. Her eyes stared at Eleanor’s lips, they looked so plump and inviting. “Please mistress…I’m sorry…I didn't mean to give you orders…but please…if you will not touch me more, please will you kiss me?” 
 
    Another taunting laugh. “Well, since my good girl asks so nicely, how can I refuse?” 
 
    Bending slightly to account for their differences in height, Eleanor closed the distance between them and brought her lips to Lucy’s in a kiss. Even bound as she was, the young woman almost swooned and made no effort to resist as her mistress forced her tongue roughly into her mouth and began thrusting it in and out. It felt so good. Her knees buckled and she might have fallen were it not for the restraints she was dangling from. 
 
    Suddenly, she felt Eleanor palming both of her small breasts, rubbing circular motions against her nipples. The soft skin of her mistress’s palms gave way to her fingertips, gently squeezing the hard tips of Lucy’s nipples between them. The young woman’s moan of pleasure was stifled somewhat against the other woman’s tongue and Lucy found she was desperately shifting on her tiptoes, trying to find some kind of purchase to increase the friction of her aching pussy against Eleanor’s leg. 
 
    Seeming to sense the girl’s growing desperation, Eleanor finally pressed her leg forward against Lucy’s cunt. Mumbling muffled thanks against the older woman’s lips, Lucy began to grind herself frantically. The soft fabric of Eleanor’s leggings did not feel nearly as good against her pussy as the other woman’s fingers did, but in her aroused state Lucy did not care. 
 
    Then without warning Eleanor broke the kiss and slapped Lucy across the face.  
 
    SLAP! 
 
    Stunned, the girl whimpered in pain as she felt her cheek sting and begin to redden, unable to even rub it soothingly with her hands bound above her head as they were. 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    Eleanor slapped her again, even harder than before. The older woman’s face was impassive as Lucy’s whimpers grew louder and she tried to blink back the tears beginning to well up in her wide blue eyes. “Mistress, please -” 
 
    “Silence!” Eleanor cut her off, her voice stern. 
 
    Lucy shut her mouth and obediently tried to stifle her whimpers, now coming out like a series of soft little hiccups. Eleanor brought her fingers to the girl’s nipples again but this time she began to pinch them. As she squeezed harder and harder and began to cruelly twist, Lucy could not help but cry out in pain, feeling hot tears begin to roll down her cheeks. Eleanor did not relent, digging her long nails into the tender little nubbins, the eyes on her otherwise impassive face gleaming hungrily as she clearly relished the pained cries and sobs coming from the bound young woman. 
 
    As terrible as the pain in her nipples was, it seemed to be shooting straight to Lucy’s cunt and sending pleasurable little pulses through her. Her engorged quim was leaking juices so freely that she was certain she had soaked the fabric of Eleanor’s leggings and her own white stockings felt so very damp against the skin of her legs. She ground herself with wanton abandon against her mistress’s leg, humping it almost like a dog without any thought to proprietary. 
 
    Again Lucy felt the pleasure within her building towards something she did not quite understand but that felt incredible all the same. Her heart was pounding wildly and her entire body was shaking. It was almost like there was a pressure growing within her, like a bottle of champagne about to be uncorked. 
 
    “Mistress…mistress, please….” Lucy realised she was babbling but she couldn’t stop herself, grinding herself all the more desperately against Eleanor’s leg as she did so, “I need…I’m going to…please, it feels so good…” 
 
    Still mercilessly pinching and twisting Lucy’s nipples, Eleanor leaned forward so she could run her tongue along her outer ear and whisper, “the word you are looking for, my sweet, is to orgasm…to cum…to climax…to receive sexual release…have you ever had an orgasm before, Lucy?” 
 
    Lucy moaned at the lewd language. “N-no, Mistress Eleanor…I have not…” 
 
    The young woman felt a brief hitch of breath against her ear, and Eleanor’s voice was deep and throaty when she spoke again. “What a good girl, saving yourself for me…would my good girl like to orgasm…would you like to cum, Lucy?” 
 
    “Yes!” Lucy gasped, feeling Eleanor press her leg even more firmly against her sopping cunt. “Yes, Mistress Eleanor! Please, mistress, I want to cum!” 
 
    She ground herself ever more desperately against Eleanor’s leg and arched her back to press her breasts into the older woman’s cruel fingers, relishing the abuse of her nipples. Lucy panted from the effort, beads of sweat running down her tear stained rosy cheeks, certain she was close to this wonderful thing called an orgasm. She felt the inner walls of her vagina begin to involuntarily clench and Lucy redoubled her efforts. 
 
    Then suddenly Eleanor took a step back from Lucy, withdrawing her leg from between the girl’s and taking her hands away from her breasts. For a second Lucy did not react, still caught up in the anticipation of what she thought was her impending orgasm, then when she felt the pleasurable wave begin to ebb and realised what had happened she let loose a wail of dismay. 
 
    “Nooooooo! Why did you stop, mistress? I was so close. Please, I want to cum!” 
 
    Eleanor watched with hooded eyes, savouring the sight as the girl thrashed and dangled from her bonds, sobbing as her orgasm receded leaving her frustrated and still oh so very aroused. She then smiled cruelly. “And the next lesson, my sweet, is that good girls do not get to cum whenever they wish. You get sexual release when I decide you have earned it, young lady, and I regret to say you have come nowhere near doing so.” 
 
    Lucy only thrashed against her bonds all the harder. Even as her orgasm drifted further away her arousal seemed to grow all the stronger and it felt like her pussy was almost crying out to be touched. Desperately she humped the air and rubbed her thighs together, trying futilely to bring something into contact with her most private place.  
 
    When these efforts led to nothing Lucy hung limply from her bonds and sobbed all the harder, head bowed in defeat and tears running down her cheeks to drip onto the stone floor. Hearing the click of Eleanor’s heels, she looked up and saw her mistress reach out with one hand so softly cup her cheek, brushing away the tears and sweat. “There, there, Lucy, calm yourself. It’s alright. I’m here. Just listen to my voice and calm yourself.” 
 
    Lucy to her surprise found herself responding to Eleanor’s comforting words and touch. It left her feeling so very confused. Eleanor was the cause of her distress. She should be the last person Lucy wanted comfort from. Instead as her mistress continued to gently stroke her cheek and softly hush her the young woman felt her sobs abate and her body still. 
 
    This only seemed to make her continued arousal even more difficult to ignore. Her little pearl was rock hard and throbbing while juices continued to slowly leak from her slit. “Mistress Eleanor…please…I need…I -” 
 
    “Hush,” Eleanor said softly yet firmly, placing a finger over Lucy’s lips and the girl obediently quieted. “I know, Lucy. I know what you need better than you do. I know my sweet girl wants to cum and I will give you the chance to earn it.” Lucy felt a surge of hope go through her that turned to wary apprehension when she saw the cruel gleam that appeared in the older woman’s eyes. “Take your punishment like a good girl, and I may well decide you deserve the sexual release you so crave.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Six: Learning Her Lessons 
 
    “I am to be punished, Mistress Eleanor?” Lucy asked, confusion now joining her earlier apprehension. “Why, mistress? I have been a good girl. You said I have been a good girl. Why do you wish to punish me?” 
 
    “Silence!” Lucy was beginning to recognise the tone in Eleanor’s voice that meant she would countenance no arguments and immediately shut her mouth. The older woman gave an approving nod and went on. “Good girls need punishment as well, my sweet. I know what my good girl needs and right now that’s a good, hard caning on that perky little bum of yours.”  
 
    Without another word Eleanor turned on her heels and walked over to one of the racks on the far wall, leaving Lucy hanging from her bonds as her insides twisted in a confusing mess of anticipation and fear. The spanking she had undergone earlier at Eleanor’s experienced hands had been pleasurable, she could not deny that, but it had also hurt so very badly. Would the pain be worse? It must be. What if it was too much? Lucy tried to calm herself, remembering the word her mistress had told her to say if she needed her to stop. 
 
    Even as these thoughts ran through her head, Lucy could not stop her eyes from following Eleanor as she walked across the playroom, booted heels clicking as she did. Her black legging clung to her just as snuggly in the back as they did in the front and her large bum was displayed so tantalisingly by them, the material so tight that even the cleft of her bottom was clearly visible. 
 
    Lucy watched as if mesmerised as the older woman’s bum and wide hips swayed and when she turned to begin walking back the sight of her bouncing, jiggling breasts, barely contained by her black corset, was equally enticing. Lucy subconsciously licked her lips when she realised the very tops of Eleanor’s nipples were visible. 
 
    Hearing the jingling sound of metal, Lucy looked down from Eleanor’s chest and saw that while she did indeed hold a long, thin cane in one hand, in the other was a length of chain with what appeared to be clamps attached to either end. The girl’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. What in the Lord’s name did Eleanor intend to do to her with that? 
 
    Stopping in front of Lucy’s bound form, Eleanor smiled that cruel smile of hers that always seemed to send the young woman’s pulse racing in apprehension even as her cunt also throbbed in anticipation. “Since you showed such sass to me just now by questioning my decision to cane your bottom I think I will add a little something extra to your punishment, my sweet Lucy, to warn you against doing so in the future. Everything I do is for your own good, my dear, and you will not question me. Is that understood?” 
 
    Hanging from her restraints, Lucy nodded, “yes Mistress Eleanor,” her eyes still glued to the length of chain with clamps on each end. What could its purpose be?  
 
    Lucy’s question was answered as her mistress tucked the cane underneath her shoulder and used the newly free hand to grasp one of her small breasts tightly. Raising one of the clamps with her other hand, Eleanor pressed it open and placed it over one of Lucy’s hard nipple before letting it snap shut on the little nubbin. Pain instantly flooded through her breast as the sharp teeth of the clamp bit into the nipple’s tender flesh and the girl let out a groan that became a cry of anguish as the same thing was done to her other nipple. It hurt! 
 
    Lucy’s body trembled as she fought to hold back the tears once again welling up in her eyes at the pain only to realise that movement only made the chain attached to the two clamps shake and intensify the pain all the more, after which she fought to keep herself as still as possible while freely letting the hot tears roll down her cheeks as breathless sobs escaped her lips.  
 
    Eleanor simply watched, a cruel gleam in her eyes that Lucy was growing used to seeing whenever her mistress chose to pause and relish the pain she was inflicting on her. She reached out with one hand and took the length of chain dangling between the girl’s breasts and shook it gently. Even that was enough to induce a pained gasp from Lucy. “Please mistress…it hurts…it hurts so terribly…” 
 
    “I know my sweet,” Eleanor answered, her voice low and sultry, “it is supposed to. This is your punishment after all.” The cruel gleam disappeared momentarily, a look of concern replacing it. “If it is too much for you, simply say the word and it ends. You know which one. I won’t be angry with you, Lucy, or disappointed. I swear it.” 
 
    For a second Lucy was so tempted to do just that. Her poor nipples hurt so terribly. Her pussy, however, was more aroused than ever and with every spikey bit of pain brought on by the clamps on the hard little nubbins of her breasts a corresponding throb of pleasure seemed to flow through her pussy. Gathering her resolve she took a deep, measured breath and met Eleanor’s eyes defiantly. 
 
    The cruel gleam returned and Eleanor released the length of chain, letting it fall down and the impact of that sent anguishing pain shooting through Lucy’s nipples. A pained cry escaped her lips but she did not break eye contact with the older woman. Her mistress gave a tiny nod of her head, pride flashing through her eyes, and Lucy felt delight shoot through her that was somehow stronger than any carnal pleasure. Eleanor was proud of her! 
 
    From somewhere Eleanor produced a length of black silk. Lucy only had a moment to look at it questioningly before the older woman reached up and wrapped it over her eyes, entirely cutting off her sight. “And for one final addition, I think I shall blindfold you for your punishment, my sweet. You will find it only heightens the other senses.” 
 
    Lucy felt Eleanor tie off a tight knot at the back of her head and then her hands were gone, leaving her hanging in darkness. Immediately the pain in her nipples, already starting to feel numb in places where the teeth of the clamps were dug in, seemed stronger and the young woman whimpered slightly. She suddenly was aware that her legs and feet were beginning to ache from the effort of balancing on her tiptoes and that despite the coolness of the playroom her skin was slick with sweat. 
 
    She heard the click of her mistress’s heels on the stone floor and then silence again. Lucy whimpered again, missing even that small distraction of the torment of the clamps on her little nubbins and despite the fatigue of her limbs she redoubled her efforts to keep herself still. Even the smallest amount of movement seemed to send the chain swinging with the accompanying spike in pain. 
 
    Then suddenly there was a swishing sound that filled the air followed by a loud CRACK! A thin line of fiery pain cut across Lucy’s bum, far more intense than anything she had felt when being spanked. So focused had she been on the pain in her nipples and her efforts to keep herself still that Lucy was caught completely unprepared by this first strike of the cane and she cried out in anguish. Her body shook from the impact, which of course only sent the chain jiggling and intensified the pain of the clamps all the more. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    The cane struck across Lucy’s bum for a second time. Better prepared, she managed to keep her body still, but the force of the blow seemed to reverberate through her slender frame regardless and sent a slight tremor through the chain; even that small movement was enough to send an agonising ripple of pain through her poor nipples. Lucy wailed, her dainty little hands balling up into tight fists. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    Eleanor struck with the cane again and again in rapid succession and all Lucy could do was dangle from the restraints binding her wrists and take it. There was no pattern to her mistress’s blows, the cane never striking the same place twice. Sometimes a line of strikes would inch their way down the girl’s bottom one after the other, sometimes Eleanor would crack the cane across the soft, tender flesh where her bum met her upper thighs then do so again across her lower back where her rear began to flare out from her tiny waist. Lucy could never guess where the next blow would land and could only wait for the swishing sound of the cane cutting through the air to give a brief moment of warning before another line of fire flayed itself over her bum. 
 
    Soon Lucy’s entire bum was a burning mess from the merciless abuse of her mistress’s cane, heat radiating off it into the cool air of the playroom. That was nothing compared to what seemed to be the inferno raging between her legs. Her most private place was burning with desire, so hot and congested with her juices that they were dripping from her slit and running down both her thighs in little droplets, and her poor clitoris was so hard it was almost painful and seemed to be throbbing in time with the blows of the cane. 
 
    Lucy wanted more than anything to be touched there, her pussy was desperate for contact, but Eleanor showed no sign of doing so and bound as she was, the young woman could do nothing to alleviate the growing frustration between her legs. She frantically rocked her hips, humping her vagina against the empty air, heedless of how it made the chain attached to the clamps on her nipples jiggle and shake. It did no good and the biting pain of the clamps only seemed to combine with the fiery torment of the cane and the desperate throbbing of her pussy into an overwhelming sensation of pleasure-pain. It was all the girl could do to maintain her balance on her tiptoes, desperately gulping down breaths of air between sobs and shrieks, as tears leaked from her blindfolded eyes and her ears rang with the pounding of her heart and the relentless ‘CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!’ of the cane. 
 
    Then another blow of the cane struck Lucy across her bum and no others followed. For a second she was stunned, certain another one was coming, then her knees buckled and she would have fallen were it not for the restraints she dangled from.  
 
    She heard the click of Eleanor’s heels and the next thing Lucy knew she felt the older woman’s arms encircling her waist in a tight hug and her body pressing up against her back. At first Lucy let out a pained hiss as her tender bum protested the contact, then the soft fabric of her mistress’s leggings and the comforting warmth of her body began to sooth it and the girl felt herself melt back into Eleanor’s embrace. 
 
    Lucy felt a gust of hot breath against the side of her neck and then Eleanor was nuzzling into it, planting soft kisses against her skin as she shushed her comfortingly. “Hush, my dear, let’s give your sweet little bum a respite…what a good girl you are Lucy…you did so well, taking my cane like the brave young lady you are…I am so proud of you…my good girl…just breathe now and relax…” 
 
    Obediently, Lucy took slow, deep breaths and her snotty, tearful sobs lessened and then finally ended. Even as she felt herself calming in her mistress’s comforting embrace and the pain began to fade in her poor abused bum she only grew more aware of the so very aroused and frustrated state of her pussy, still hot and wet as ever. A little whimper escaped her lips. 
 
    Eleanor seemed to sense the source of Lucy’s ire and a dark chuckle filled the young woman’s ear. “Oh, is my good girl excited? I think you enjoyed the feeling of my cane on that naughty little bum of yours. Did my good girl’s pussy get all wet and aroused?” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, Eleanor trailed one of her hands slowly down Lucy’s abdomen. Seconds later the girl felt fingers running over her slit and she let out a gasp of delight that turned to a moan of disappointment when seconds later they vanished. 
 
    “Why young lady you are positively soaking! It seems my good girl did enjoy having her bum caned. Did I not tell you I know what you need? I know it far better than you do my sweet. Now have a taste of the proof.” 
 
    Lucy felt something probing at her lips, roughly forcing its way inside her mouth. She realised it was Eleanor’s fingers, slick and sticky with something. Beneath her blindfold the girl’s eyes widened. It was her own pussy juices! Her cheeks grew hot at the knowledge. How lewd. How depraved. Despite her embarrassment a delightful little pulse of pleasure went through her. Lucy tentatively licked her tongue along the fingers of her mistress. The taste was unlike anything she had ever experienced before, sweet yet also pungent. Before she knew it, the young woman had licked Eleanor’s fingers clean of every last drop and was still sucking away at them to try and chase the very last taste. 
 
    Eleanor pulled her fingers from Lucy’s mouth with a wet plop and moments later she felt her blindfold being loosened. Even in the dim light of the playroom the young woman blinked her eyes to adjust after being in darkness for so long. Eleanor released Lucy’s trembling body from her embrace and walked around to stand before her; she saw Eleanor’s face had the customary stern look upon it that made her young body tingle with delight. 
 
    “So, my sweet Lucy, you have been such a good girl for me I think you deserve a small reward,” Eleanor said silkily. The older woman reached up and gently grasped the length of chain hanging from the young woman’s clamped nipples and gave it a little shake. Lucy gave a little pained squeal but otherwise kept herself still, dutifully taking the pain. Eleanor smiled approvingly. 
 
    “I think I will take the clamps off of your nipples. Would you like that, my dear?” 
 
    Lucy nodded vigorously. “Oh yes, Mistress Eleanor. Please take the clamps off my nipples. They hurt so very much.” 
 
    As Eleanor leaned forward and reached for the clamp on Lucy’s left breast, the young woman saw a familiar wicked gleam in her eyes and her heart leapt in her throat. She had come to recognise that look and knew it meant the other woman intended some deviant and likely painful course of action. What it was soon became apparent as Eleanor clasped the clamp between her fingers and pulled it open, freeing the nipple that had been gripped between its sharp teeth. 
 
    Instantly pain worse than anything Lucy had felt previously flooded into the little nubbin. As blood flowed back into her nipple, the parts that had been dug into by the clamp's teeth and gone numb suddenly felt like they were being pierced by red hot pins. Lucy almost screamed and struggled in vain to hold back tears. It hurt so bad. 
 
    For a few long moments Eleanor did nothing but stand there with a cruel smile, drinking in the girl’s shrieks and sobs and shudders of anguish with obvious relish. Then she quickly bent her head down to take Lucy’s nipple between her lips and began to suck vigorously, swirling her tongue around it and then slathering the little nubbin with her tongue’s soft, moist underside. Soon Lucy’s pained sobs had turned to tearful moans. Her nipple was extra sensitive after being cruelly clamped and now immersed in the moist warmth of her mistress’s mouth the soothing strokes of her tongue and soft sucking of her lips quickly banished any lingering pain and replaced it with a delightful feeling of molten pleasure. 
 
    All too soon, Eleanor released Lucy’s nipple from her mouth with a wet plop and turned her attention to the other one. The girl was prepared this time for the anguish that followed the release of her nipple from the remaining clamp but made no effort to constrain the wail of pain it elicited or stem the hot tears that poured down from her eyes; she understood that Eleanor enjoyed inflicting pain on her, was excited by watching her reaction to it, and she wished to please her mistress. Lucy even put on a bit of an extra show, meeting the older woman’s piercing stare with a look of doe eyed meekness and sticking out her bottom lip in a quivering pout. 
 
    Eleanor’s green eyes gleamed and grew dark with arousal as she again stared at Lucy withering in pain for a long moment, then with something resembling a possessive growl she launched herself onto the young woman, fastening her lips onto the other nipple so she could suck and lick away at it until the pain in that one also vanished. Lucy groaned in delight at the feeling of her mistress’s skillful tongue lathing itself against her hard little nubbin and twisted in her restraints to try and feed more of her breast into the other woman’s mouth. 
 
    Lucy let out a little whimper of protest when Eleanor let her nipple slip from her soft lips but it was almost instantly stifled when the other woman pressed them against Lucy’s own in a quick but intense kiss. The young woman eagerly returned it then felt a flash of pain when her mistress sucked her bottom lip between both of her own and bit down in a sharp nip, though she immediately ran her silky tongue over it soothingly. 
 
    When Eleanor broke the kiss she was panting almost as heavily as Lucy. Lips curled up in a predatory smile she ran her hands down the girl’s shoulders and breasts, circling teasingly around her rock hard nipples which were still glistening with Eleanor’s saliva before slowly making their way down her ribcage, which quivered and shook at the feathery touch of the older woman’s fingertips. 
 
    “What a good girl you are, Lucy,” Eleanor crooned, her voice deep and lusty. “You cannot tell how deeply I have anticipated what it would be like to finally get you in my grasp. How often I have imagined it. Yet somehow you have exceeded all of my most wicked imaginations. I think you have earned a true reward. Would you like to feel my mouth on you? My soft silky tongue? Congratulations my sweet, you have more than earned it.” 
 
    At first Lucy was confused by what exactly Eleanor meant by her words. Then as the older woman knelt before her and her lips drew near the girl’s most private place she suddenly grasped what her mistress intended. Her cheeks suddenly felt so hot Lucy would not be surprised to discover they had ignited into flames. Innocent that she was, Lucy knew there was much of the carnal act she was unaware of. Be that as it may, the sudden realisation that Eleanor meant to place her mouth and tongue on her vagina was shocking. It seemed so lewd. So indecent. 
 
    Still, Lucy could not look away and stared unblinkingly as Eleanor’s plump, glossy lips closed the distance with her quivering virgin cunt. When she felt the touch of her mistress’s mouth upon her a squeal escaped her lips as pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt before surged through her. It felt so good! 
 
    Eleanor’s tongue slipped from her lips and leisurely lapped it way from the very bottom of Lucy’s slit up to just below her pulsing clitoris, eliciting another squeal from the young woman. “Thank you, mistress…more please…it feels so good…” 
 
    Heedless of Lucy’s pleading, Eleanor slowly ran her tongue back down the girl’s slit as her mouth sucked gently at the entrance to her vagina. The touch was light and teasing and as wonderful as it felt it was also maddeningly frustrating. Lucy wanted more. Needed more. Desperately she tried to arch herself forward and bring her pussy into firmer contact with Eleanor’s teasing lips and tongue, but her mistress anticipated this and gripped her hips with both hands, holding the girl firmly in place so she could only shudder and moan at the continued teasing. 
 
    As Eleanor continued to slowly lick away at Lucy’s pussy she avoided all contact with the young woman’s clit with absolute discipline. Soon the girl’s neglected pearl was jutting out from its protective hood, hard and throbbing in protest to the point where it almost hurt. Lucy wiggled and fought against Eleanor’s hands on her hips, desperately trying to bring her little bud into contact with the older woman’s silky tongue and deliciously soft lips, but she found herself held with a grip as strong as iron and all her efforts came to naught. 
 
    “Please…please, mistress…” Lucy whimpered tearily. 
 
    “Please what, my sweet?” Eleanor asked, a look of mock curiosity on her face. 
 
    “Touch me…licked me…please, Mistress Eleanor!” 
 
    “But I am, dear. Are you not enjoying it?” Eleanor’s voice turned taunting and as if to emphasise the point she slowly licked her tongue up Lucy’s slit to right below her clitoris and began flickering it back and forth, so close to where the young woman desperately wanted it to be but not quite. 
 
    If Lucy’s cheeks had been burning from embarrassment before they were now practically an inferno as she realised what it was Eleanor wanted her to say. Her throat suddenly was dry at the very thought. It was so lewd. So wanton. So indecent. Not at all the sort of thing a proper young lady should even think, let alone say aloud. 
 
    Then she saw her mistress draw her lips close to her pulsing little pearl and blow a gust of hot breath over it, the moist warmth enveloping it almost like a caress, and something in Lucy finally snapped. “Please, mistress…my l-little pearl…my c-c-clitoris…please lick it…please let it feel your tongue…pleaaase, mistress!” She all but wailed. 
 
    For a long moment Eleanor did nothing, clearing drinking in the look of desperation on Lucy’s tear stained face as she begged and pleaded, then slowly she reached out with her pink little tongue and licked it over Lucy’s clit. 
 
    Lucy actually wept with joy at the warm, silky feeling of her mistress’s tongue on her pearl, her young body shaking as a feeling of pleasure unlike anything she had experienced before shot through her. Eleanor’s fingers and even her leg had felt wonderful, but the licking, oh that delightfully pleasurable licking, of the older woman’s tongue on her little bud was beyond description. The young woman struggled to arch her hips forward, desperate to bring her clitoris into more contact with Eleanor’s skillful tongue, but the older woman continued to hold her firmly in place and all Lucy could do was stand there shuddering and moaning as just the very tip of her mistress’s tongue deviously teased her with the faintest of caresses. 
 
    With agonising slowness, Eleanor gradually allowed more of her tongue to come into contact with Lucy’s throbbing clit, her strokes with it becoming firmer and faster. “Thank you, mistress…more please…let me have more of your tongue…it feels so good, mistress…let me feel your mouth…please…” Lucy begged, panting between breathless little sobs. 
 
    For once Eleanor seemed to heed the girl’s pleading and she reached forward with puckered lips, capturing Lucy’s pearl between them and beginning to gently suck it. Feeling her little bud suddenly enveloped in the molten, wet warmth of the older woman’s mouth the young woman let loose a deep, guttural groan. The pleasure was almost overwhelming and Lucy fought to keep her eyes from rolling back into her head, not wanting to look away from the sight of her mistress sucking away like she was devouring a particularly delicious peach. Her green eyes stared up at Lucy unblinkingly, seeming to stare into the very depths of her soul. 
 
    As her little pearl seemed to throb between Eleanor’s soft lips in time with the frantic pounding of her heart, continuing to feel the silky sensation of the older woman’s tongue slathering away, Lucy felt the wave of pleasure begin to build inside her again. She ground herself against Eleanor’s mouth as much as she could given her precarious balance on her tiptoes and the unrelenting grip of her mistress’s hands on her hips, chasing that delicious wave with everything she had. Lucy desperately tried to remember how she had felt before when she had been on the verge of orgasm so she would be ready when the moment came, even as her mind lustfully imagined what it would feel like to finally climax, finally feel that wonderful release her entire body seemed to be calling out for. 
 
    And just like that Lucy was there, teetering over the edge of that wonderful abyss, ready to tip over into it. “Oh Mistress Eleanor…please do not stop…I am going to cum…I am about to -” 
 
    SLAP! 
 
    At Lucy’s words her mistress instantly pulled her mouth away from the girl’s vagina, even as her inner walls began to clench and shudder, and a stinging pain shot through her most private place as Eleanor cruelly slapped her there, cutting her orgasm off in its tracks.  
 
    Lucy shrieked at the pain and cried out in protest as she felt the wave within her once again begin to recede. “Nooooooo! Why, mistress, why? I was so close. I was going to cum!” 
 
    With a furious hiss Eleanor rose to her full height and slapped Lucy fully across the face, stinging pain now flashing through her cheek as well as her poor denied pussy. “You wanton harlot! Are you so unable to control yourself you have forgotten your lessons? You get release when I decide you get release and at the very least you ask for it like a proper young lady. It seems my bad little girl is in need of further discipline to reinforce what I need her to learn.” 
 
    Heels clicking against the floor, Eleanor stalked across the playroom leaving Lucy hanging bound and still frantically rocking hips against empty air, weeping bitterly as the last traces of her almost orgasm slipped away. Why did her mistress keep denying her? How could she be so cruel? 
 
    Her eyes still followed Eleanor, though, once again unable to look away from the mesmerising view of her bottom, the tip of her long dark braid brushing across the top cheeks of it as she walked. As frustrated as Lucy was with the infuriating teasing and cruel denial that Eleanor continued to ruthlessly subject her to, the young woman felt a very familiar swoop of her stomach and ache in her cunt at the sight. 
 
    Fear began to mix with her arousal, however, as Lucy saw Eleanor snatch a whip of corded leather off of one of the shelves, uncoiling it to reveal it was a long, cruel looking thing ending in a knotted tip. Her mistress’s cane had been bad enough and her poor bottom was still sore from that. How much worse would the whip be? Still even as her bum cheeks clenched in apprehension her pussy ached in something almost like longing. As frightened as Lucy was of the idea of being whipped, her body clearly was anticipating it with something approaching eagerness. The girl made herself take deep calming breaths, reminding herself that as much as the cane had hurt the pain had paled in significance to the delightful pleasure it had inspired. 
 
    Lucy’s eyes followed Eleanor as she walked back and came to a stop a few feet behind her bound form, tossing aside her mess of blonde tresses to look over her shoulder. Seeing Lucy eyeing her, the older woman actually smirked slightly, eyes gleaming with a look of wickedness that sent a tingle of delight through the young woman’s pussy. 
 
    “I think I shall have to be extra strict with you this time, my sweet,” Eleanor had her familiar faux sympathetic tone in her voice, “to make sure the lesson finally gets through to you; spare the rod and all that. If that’s to be the case, though, it shall be quite vigorous work and I should perhaps adjust my dress.” 
 
    Tucking the whip’s handle under one arm, Eleanor reached behind her back and Lucy’s heart leapt as she realised she was undoing the laces of her corset. A little gasp escaped her lips as the corset slipped from her mistress’s body and she saw the older woman’s naked breasts for the first time. They were large and hung heavily on her chest, capped with dark nipples that contrasted beautifully with her pale skin and were hard and pointed like knife tips.  
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Eleanor gave a practised snap of the whip through empty air, shaking Lucy out of the mesmerised state she had found herself in staring at the older woman’s breasts. Heart pounding in her rib cage, she saw her mistress pull back the whip once again and then strike out with it. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Despite everything, Lucy again found herself so entranced by the sight of Eleanor’s breasts bouncing and jiggling from the motion of her striking with the whip that she was taken by surprise when it lashed itself across her upper back across her shoulder blades. She whimpered slightly at the pain, but it was not nearly as bad as she had expected. 
 
    CRACK! Eleanor struck again, this time midway down Lucy’s back. The blow was stronger this time and the pain worse, leaving a stinging feeling where it had slashed across her skin, especially where the knotted tip had landed. This time a short little whelp escaped from her lips 
 
    CRACK! This time Eleanor did not hold back and Lucy felt pain flare through the right cheek of her bum as the knott of the whip cut into its soft flesh, followed by a fiery sensation as an angry welt began puckering up in its wake in the area that had been struck. Lucy gave an agonised cry but still continued to stare over her shoulder at Eleanor, unable to look away from the sight of her heaving breasts and hooded green eyes, gleaming as she also seemed to be drinking in the sight of Lucy as the young woman’s body trembled with teary sobs. 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Eleanor now began laying into to Lucy’s bum with abandon and soon, despite how appealing the sight of the older woman’s breasts were as they jiggled and bounced with every strike of the whip, the girl had to look away, dropping her head to rest her chin against her collarbone as the pain overwhelmed her and tears once again began leaking out of her eyes and rolling down her cheeks, their salty taste on her lips as Lucy yelped and groaned with each new blow. 
 
    Even as each new lash of the whip sent cutting pain resonating deep into the girl’s round bum, which was quickly growing bright red and decorated with numerous angry welts, it also sent a rush of the most delightful pleasure shooting straight through her vagina and seemingly almost directly to her clitoris. The little bud was hard to the point of pain and throbbing desperately; Lucy found herself straining against her bounds with everything she had, overcome with a frantic need to reach down between her legs and touch herself there. Thwarted by the leather cuffs around her wrists and the cleverly tied ropes she did the next best thing and arched her rear out to better expose it to the onslaught of Eleanor’s whip. 
 
    Somehow over the relentless crack of the whip and her own pained cries Lucy heard the click of Eleanor’s heels and as the blows of the whip began to shift from her now very abused bum to her hip, the young lady realised that her mistress was circling around to her front. 
 
    The older woman came back into Lucy’s sight, the whip now lashing itself against her taut abdomen and rib cage. Eleanor’s pale skin was glistening with perspiration from her efforts. Her cheeks were flushed and the pupils of her green eyes were dilated; she panted almost gutterally with each fresh strike she made with her whip. Lucy somehow managed to tear her eyes away from the delicious sight of her mistress’s breasts and instead looked down between her legs. Eleanor’s cunt was even more visible against her leggings than before, the fabric clinging to the noticeably engorged lips of her slit and even the little bump of her clitoris could be made out. The realisation that Eleanor was clearly as aroused by Lucy’s whipping as she was filled the young woman with joy, proud to have pleased her mistress. 
 
    CRACK! This time the whip struck Lucy’s left breast, right on one of her puffy nipples. A shriek was ripped from her throat as the pain coursed through her breast even worse than the clamps had caused. 
 
    CRACK! A blow landed on the other breast and Lucy tossed her head back and cried out in pain again. A long pause followed and when Lucy looked at Eleanor she saw the other woman’s eyes had dipped down and was staring between her legs. 
 
    Her eyes went wide as Lucy realised what her mistress intended and the girl instinctively pressed her thighs together, trying to shield her most private place. “No!” 
 
    The stern look on Eleanor’s instantly softened and her eyes went from wicked to concerned. “Remember what I told you to say if you want me to stop?” 
 
    Lucy took frantic little breaths, desire waring with fear within her. Part of her wanted so very much to shout out ‘orange’, more so than she had at any moment since she had first stepped into Eleanor’s playroom. Eleanor would stop if she said that. Eleanor had promised she would do nothing to her that Lucy did not want. If she truly did not wish to feel the whip upon her quivering cunt all she had to do was say that one simple word. It was her choice and hers alone. The temptation was so great.  
 
    But another part of her, which to her surprise was so much stronger, was so conscious of how her pussy was burning almost as if it was on fire at the idea of the whip striking there. The pain would surely be terrible but Lucy knew there would also be pleasure from it. 
 
    Desire triumphed and Lucy opened her legs as wide as she could while still maintaining her tenuous footing and arched her hips forward. A wicked idea then struck her as she remembered why Eleanor had told her to say ‘orange’ if she genuinely wished for her to stop and she schooled her naturally innocent looking eyes into a look of doe eyed meekness while jutting her bottom lip out in an exaggerated little pout. “Oh no, Mistress Eleanor! Please do not hurt me there. Not on my poor, innocent, virginal cunt. Not there. I fear I cannot take it!” 
 
    As Lucy spoke the words in an exaggerated, quivering tone of faux terror, Eleanor’s eyes darkened noticeably and a little hitch of breath escaped her lips. Lucy beamed inside as she saw the effect she was having on the older woman, even as she kept her face the perfect mask of innocent pleading.  
 
    CRACK! Eleanor clearly did not use all her strength as she struck the whip between Lucy’s legs, the knotted tip of it glancing against the edge of her slit, but the pain was agonising all the same and the girl let out a scream. As pain and pleasure combined together in one overwhelming sensation within her cunt, her young body jerked and bucked as she stumbled around on tiptoe trying to maintain her balance. 
 
    Eleanor chuckled darkly. “Yes, my sweet, dance for me. Show me your skills, my little ballerina.” 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    Again and again the cracking sound of the whip filled the air as Eleanor struck out with it. Lucy twisted frantically to the full extent her bonds allowed her, but somehow each blow without fail managed to land on her breasts and vagina, her mistress targeting each in turn without mercy. Soon Lucy’s breasts were as red and inflamed as her bum, she was certain she would have bruises on them tomorrow and blushed as she wondered how she would explain them, and her cunt was a mottled near purple that was leaking juices so freely her pale thighs were glistening with them.  
 
    For all the torment being inflicted on her by Eleanor’s cruel whip, Lucy was also more aroused than ever. Her clitoris was throbbing madly, seemingly in time with the frantic beating of her heart; the little bud was all but crying out in delight with each new blow of the whip’s knotted tip on her nipples or slit. She humped herself futility against empty air and strained with all her might against the restraints binding her wrists, beads of sweat breaking out all over her body from the effort and rolling down her skin, overcome with a burning need to touch herself. Her efforts proved to be in vain and all the young woman could do was continue to scream and twist as the whip cruelly flayed away at her nipples and cunt, wondering feverishly if it was possible that she might climax from the painful whipping alone. 
 
    Suddenly the blows ceased. Lucy heard a moan of protest and was only partially surprised to realise it had come from herself. Looking up from under her sweat soaked blonde bangs, the young woman saw Eleanor had an especially sinister look in his eyes that sent an aroused shiver running up her spine. 
 
    “Hold yourself completely still, my sweet, and take a very deep breath.” 
 
    Obediently, Lucy centred herself as best she could on her precarious footing and tried to hold her trembling body as still as she could. She drew a breath deep into her lungs and met Eleanor’s eyes, giving a slight nod of her head to signal she was ready for whatever the older woman intended. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    With expert precision the whip’s knotted tip landed directly on Lucy’s clitoris. Pain more excruciating than anything the young woman had felt before exploded from her little bud through her vagina, then her entire body and she saw stars. As she howled in anguish, Lucy’s knees buckled and her legs gave out from under her and she would have outright collapsed to the floor were it not for the restraints binding her wrists. Instead she just hung limply from them, eyes blinded by tears and threatening to roll back into her head as everything seemed to spin around her. Lucy feared she was going to faint. 
 
    Then suddenly she felt strong arms embracing her, holding her up and enveloping her in a reassuring embrace and her head was rested against something warm and deliciously soft that she realised were Eleanor’s breasts. Lucy felt herself melting against the older woman, clinging to her as a bastion of stability, as her mistress kissed the tears away from her face and softly stroked her back and long gold tresses.  
 
    “Calm yourself, Lucy, it is over…” Eleanor whispered soothingly, her voice almost caressing Lucy as it was filled with something almost like aw, “hush now, my sweet, you have made me so proud…how brave you are, how strong…my good girl…my perfect girl…you took everything I gave you…more than I ever dreamed you could…” 
 
    Eleanor’s words stirred something within Lucy, a delightful feeling of happiness filling her, and she nuzzled her face against the older woman’s breasts, tears abating and a feeling of calmness overtaking her. 
 
    A gust of hot breath enveloped her ear. “Does it still hurt, my sweet?” Lucy let out a small whimper of acknowledgement. Her poor pussy was still stinging horribly, her little pearl most of all. 
 
    “My poor darling, let me kiss it better.” 
 
    Eleanor knelt down before Lucy and suddenly bereft of the support of the other woman’s embrace, her still shaky legs buckled and threatened to give way. Her mistress caught her, cupping her hands underneath her bottom to hold her up. Lucy gasped as she felt the touch of Eleanor’s mouth. 
 
    There was no teasing this time. Eleanor immediately fastened her lips upon Lucy’s clit, softly sucking it between them, coaxing it out from its protective hood, and then beginning to lathe the soft underside of her tongue over it in a gentle side to side motion. The pain almost instantly began to recede and within moments Lucy was moaning aloud in pleasure. The warm, moist underside of Eleanor’s tongue felt so wonderful against her sore little bud, the silky texture washing over the throbbing nubbin in a soothing fashion, especially combined with soft pressure of her plump lips as they sucked away as if at a delicious sugar drop. The young woman’s legs buckled again, this time from the intensity of the pleasure instead of pain, but the firm grip of the other woman’s hand underneath her bum cheeks held her up, pressing her pussy more firmly against her mouth. 
 
    Lucy ground herself against Eleanor’s mouth even as the other woman continued to suck away at her cunt with ever greater intensity, tongue now sloppily licking long strokes from the bottom of the girl’s slit up to her pulsing clit as her puckered lips sucked away at the little bud itself. The slurping sound of her mistress’s efforts rang in her ears. It was so lewd but Lucy did not care, she was beyond embarrassment at this point. All she could think of was the delicious sensations of Eleanor’s lips and tongue on her pussy and the pleasure that was once again building inside of her, rapidly headed towards that so very desired peak. Would she finally be allowed to crest it? Surely Eleanor would not deny her this time. 
 
    The young woman felt Eleanor’s fingers digging into the still sore flesh of her bottom, kneading themselves into the round cheeks and pulling them apart. One finger touched her bum hole and Lucy squeaked in shock and flinched at the contact. The finger only traced itself around the puckered ring of her rosebud, however, the touch light and teasing, but the young woman’s heart raced all the same at the knowledge she was being touched there of all places. It was so naughty. The pleasure deep in her cunt only grew stronger, though. She was so close. She could almost taste her orgasm. 
 
    Feeling the wave begin to crest, Lucy remembered her mistake from last time and somehow forced herself to speak between breathless pants for air. “Please, Mistress Eleanor…I am cumming…I am about to cum…may your good girl cum, mistress…please?” 
 
    To her dismay, Lucy instantly felt her mistress’s mouth and hands vanish, leaving her teetering right on the brink of release but unable to tip over it. For a moment she only stood there in disbelief and then something snapped. Howling in dismay as tears of frustrations spilled out from her eyes and down her cheeks, Lucy thrashed against her bonds and rocked her hips desperately, humping her pussy at the empty air. She pulled at the ropes binding her like a mad woman, as if her slight frame possessed some inhuman strength capable of breaking free so she could touch herself and give herself the orgasm that was rapidly slipping away. 
 
    “Noooooooo!” Lucy babbled between snotty sobs, “why, mistress, why…I was good…you told me I was good…I remembered my lessons…I asked…why did you deny me…please I need to cum…I need to cum!” 
 
    Eleanor only knelt before her, eyes gleaming with delight as she drank in the sight before her. Lucy bucking and fighting futility against her bonds, crying and begging and wailing. Her rosy cheeks stained with tears and her shaking thighs shining with her own juices. Her poor cunt humping the air, mottled and engorged, its inner folds a dark red that was almost purple from the ruthless teasing and repeated cruel denials. Ripe and ready to be plucked. Yes, the girl was more than ready for what Eleanor had been building up. She would not deny either of them any longer. 
 
    Rising up from where she knelt before Lucy, Eleanor firmly but gently took the young woman’s head in both hands, and pressed her lips against hers. Lucy almost instantly stilled, obediently opening her lips as the older woman roughly forced entry with her tongue. Part of her hated how Eleanor’s touch seemed to almost instinctively calm the torment raging inside of her. She was the cause of it after all, the one who had stoked up this raging inferno inside of her and mercilessly refused to quench it, building it higher and higher with each cruel edge.  
 
    However, the greater part of her revelled in the feeling of her mistress’s tongue thrusting itself into her mouth, her own meeting it in a lewd dance. Her moan was stifled against the other woman’s mouth as she felt one of Eleanor’s hands trail down her collar bone to her breasts, fingers lightly circling her nipples and soothingly tracing themselves over the angry welts left by her whip. Even as her head told her she should despise the older woman for everything she had done to her, Lucy’s heart savoured the touch of her hands on her body, the scent of her that filled her nostrils and the feeling of her soft lips against her own. 
 
    Eleanor’s lips left Lucy’s and she rested her forehead against hers, her green eyes meeting the young woman’s blue ones in a loving stare that she seemed to lose herself in. She could not escape the frustrated protests of her pussy, its slit weeping juices like tears and its little pearl rock hard and throbbing almost painfully. “Mistress, please…I need…I want…” 
 
    “Hush,” Eleanor shushed her, “I know, Lucy, I know. I know what you want. You want to cum don’t you?” 
 
    Lucy nodded frantically. “Yes! Yes, Mistress Eleanor. Please.” 
 
    A crafty look appeared in Eleanor’s eyes. “What would you do in order to cum? To gain the sweet release you so desire?” 
 
    “Anything! Anything, Mistress Eleanor!” 
 
    Eleanor chuckled darkly. “Very well, my sweet, I think I shall let you have the orgasm you so desire, if you agree to my terms that is.” 
 
    Nodding desperately, Lucy felt a rush of joy shoot through her that turned to apprehension at the predatory smile that appeared on Eleanor’s face. 
 
    “I will give you your release and in return you shall give me your maidenhead.”

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven: Mounting Lady Lucy 
 
    Lucy said nothing as Eleanor undid the ropes bound to the restraints on her wrists and then hooked a finger through the ring on her collar, barely noticing as the older woman led her across the playroom. Her mind was racing as it struggled to absorb what her mistress had just said. 
 
    Eleanor meant to take her virginity? Lucy’s eyes darted once again to the rubber cock hanging by its leather straps from a hook on the wall, even in her innocence able to comprehend its purpose. Could she allow it? Some part of her was shocked that it was even a question. A proper young lady only let her husband do such a thing. That was what she had been taught all her life. But a proper young lady almost certainly would not have allowed any of the other things she had done and allowed to be done to her either. 
 
    Another part of her, particularly the part that was her poor aching pussy, could not care less about what was proper. All that part of Lucy could think of was how desperately she wanted to finally obtain release; how wonderful it would be to tip over that tantalising edge Eleanor had teased her to the very brink of all day only to ruthlessly deny her each time. A shudder ran straight through her core at the thought even as a longing moan threatened to spill from her lips. She could not even begin to imagine how it would finally feel but she was certain it would be wonderful. 
 
    More than that, the idea of Eleanor taking her virtue was strangely appealing. Once again Lucy’s mind was filled by the image of her lying with her legs spread wide - her rosy cheeks reddened even more at the lewdness of the thought - with her mistress kneeling between them as she positioned her rubber cock at the entrance to her most private place. The prim and proper young lady within her might still flinch at the idea that she was attracted to her own sex, indeed attracted to her own sex in a way that she never had been to the opposite one, but the better part of herself was beginning to embrace it. 
 
    Lucy’s eyes dipped down, looking at Eleanor’s lovely round bum, displayed so beautifully by the skintight leggings she was wearing. It was such a pretty sight. She felt her tongue run itself over her bottom lip, the aching in her pussy growing almost painful. So distracted was she by the lovely sight that she almost crashed into the older woman when she abruptly stopped. 
 
    Looking past Eleanor, Lucy saw that they had stopped before a strange device made of wood and shaped like a T with iron rings. What on earth could this be for? The girl’s eyes widened as she noticed the central beam had an iron ring on each side near the ground and an inkling of an idea began to come to her. 
 
    Her suspicions were justified as Eleanor bent her over the wooden T, the top horizontal beam started just below her small breasts allowing them to dangling freely and ended at the very bottom of her torso just before the beginning of her pelvis. 
 
    SLAP! Stinging pain ran through her still very sore bottom as Eleanor delivered a slap to one cheek. “Do not move so much as an inch!” 
 
    Eleanor retrieved several spools of coiled rope and what looked to be a short pole with rings on either end; what on earth the latter was for Lucy was uncertain of. As she expected her mistress quickly and efficiently secured both of her wrists to the iron rings on either side of the central wooden beam. The purpose of the pole became clear as Eleanor then pushed the younger woman’s stocking clad legs apart and secured it to the leather restraints at her ankles, preventing her from closing them and leaving her vulva exposed. A length of rope was then looped around Lucy and the underside of the horizontal beam just below her shoulders and at her waist. 
 
    The end result left Lucy tightly bound, bent over the wooden T with her legs spread wide. The young woman tested her restraints and found she could barely move an inch in any direction. Her face grew hot as she realised how she must look and her body trembled as a feeling of intense vulnerability ran through her. This only seemed to make her arousal grow even greater. Her cunt felt like it was burning, congested with her juices that were leaking freely from her aching slit. 
 
    Lucy felt fingers running up her spine and heard the click of Eleanor’s heels on the floor. “Did you imagine what your first time would be like, Lucy? Your deflowering? You must have. Young ladies like you always dream of it. Did you see yourself lying on a bed surrounded by rose petals and the gentle glow of candlelight? Well I am sorry to disappoint you, my sweet, but instead you will be surrendering your innocence like this. Mounted from behind like a filly in heat.” 
 
    A little whimper escaped at the older woman’s words even as Lucy felt a spike of pleasure deep in her cunt at the crude description. 
 
    Eleanor came to a stop before the young woman, coolly looking down at her with hooded green eyes, and slipped her thumbs underneath the waist of her leggings to begin tugging them down. “Of course, it would be awfully impolite for you to have your pleasure before I take mine, do not you agree, my sweet? After all, I confess seeing you like this has made me all hot and bothered and it is only proper for a young lady to clean up the mess she has made.” 
 
    Lucy was hardly listening, her eyes widening as her mistress’s leggings slowly inched their way down past her wide hips and alabaster thighs. Seeing the older woman’s pussy for the first time, bare except for a tidily trimmed little strip of brown hair above it that contrasted sharply with her pale skin, she felt her tongue running over lips as she licked them hungrily.  
 
    Without warning, Eleanor stepped forward and gripped Lucy at the back of her head by the hair and held her firmly as she arched her hips forward so her vagina filled the girl’s entire field of vision. Lucy needed no further urging and darted out her little pink tongue, running it up the glistening slit of Eleanor’s pussy. She instantly was overwhelmed by a sharp, salty taste, unlike any flavour she had ever encountered before but almost addictively delicious.  
 
    The young woman did not really know what she was doing but diligently went to work licking away with her tongue. Her efforts were rewarded as almost immediately Lucy heard a breathless little groan escape her mistress’s lips. The knowledge she had given Eleanor pleasure only spurred the girl on and Lucy’s slathered away at her tongue with renewed vigour. 
 
    Remembering how she had enjoyed Eleanor’s attentions on her clitoris in particular, Lucy focused her efforts there and began flicking her tongue over the little nubbin. Eleanor cried out in delight at this and when Lucy responded by fastened her lips over the older woman’s pearl and began to suck she felt the hand at the back of her head fist itself into her hair as her mistress began to grind herself against the young woman’s mouth. 
 
    Suddenly, Lucy felt Eleanor pull away and dismay shot through her as she wondered if she had done something to displease her. This turned to confusion as the older woman turned around and arched her back so her large bum was presented before Lucy, her hands going to her cleft and pulling her cheeks apart. 
 
    Looking down at Lucy over her shoulder, Eleanor’s cheeks were and her eyes were dark with arousal. “My good girl has done such a wonderful job licking my pussy that I now want her to do the same to my rosebud.” 
 
    Innocent blue eyes went as round as saucers as Lucy suddenly understood. Eleanor wanted her to lick her bum hole? Surely she could not do such a thing. It was beyond indecent. It was positively dirty. Yet even as her cheeks grew hot in embarrassment her cunt was positively burning with excitement. Her eyes went to the puckered, brown ring of her mistress’s anus, unable to look away from it. 
 
    Without warning, Eleanor jutted her bum back so Lucy’s face was buried between both generous cheeks. Her nostrils suddenly were filled with the smell of the older woman’s perfume and the perspiration on her skin and the scent that was uniquely just hers. Without thinking, her little tongue darted out and tentatively licked itself over the puckered ring and to her surprise the deep, pungent taste of it, though very different from Eleanor’s pussy juices, was not at all unpleasant. 
 
    Eleanor groaned aloud and arched her back to even further grind her bottom against Lucy’s face until the girl was almost smothered between the two large, creamy globes of her bum. “Yes, that’s my good girl. Lick my rosebud like the wanton little hussy you are underneath that prim and proper exterior. Yes, just like that! Use your lips also!” 
 
    One of her mistress’s hands again grabbed a fistful of Lucy’s hair so she could better grind her bum against the girl’s face. Lucy found her lips pressed up against the puckered ring of the older woman’s bum hole and even as mortifying embarrassment flooded though her she still dutifully latched onto it and began to suck, her tongue pushing its way into the hot, tight tunnel beyond it. 
 
    Eleanor’s other hand disappeared around her front and Lucy heard a wet, squelching sound and realised the other woman was fingering herself even as she continued to suck away at her rosebud, thrusting her tongue into her bum hole as she did so. This only seemed to make Lucy all the more aware of how her own swollen, dripping pussy was positively desperate to be touched. She wiggled her hips frantically, even as she continued to dutifully suck and lick away at her mistress’s bum, hoping to somehow rub herself against something. Anything! It proved to be in vain however. The pole between her legs kept them spread wide open so she could not so much as rub her thighs together and bound skillfully as she was Lucy could only hump her pussy against empty air as frustrated little tears once again began to leak out of her eyes even as her juices freely continued to leak from her slit and down her legs. 
 
    As her ears rang with the sound of Eleanor’s grunts and groans of delight, Lucy stared up the cleft of Eleanor’s bottom and watched as her toned shoulder blades began to tremble and flex. Clearly her mistress was close and as envious as it made the young woman feel it only spurred her on as she sucked away at the puckered ring with everything she had. 
 
    Then Eleanor cried out between panted breaths, “oh yes, yes…don’t you dare stop…keep licking at my rosebud!” She ground her bum against Lucy’s face with such ferocity that she struggled to breath and the young woman felt Eleanor’s anal tunnel clench around her tongue. The older woman shuddered and almost screamed in both delight and triumph then went still. 
 
    Turning, Eleanor kneeled in front of Lucy so she could capture her lips in a quick but intense kiss, not seeming to care at all where the young woman’s mouth had just been moments before. “That was delightful, my sweet. Your lips and tongue against my rear entrance felt glorious. I can not recall ever having cum so hard before in my life!” 
 
    As happy as her mistress’s words of praise made Lucy, she was more aware than ever at the burning desperation she felt deep within her cunt and could only tearily whimper, “mistress, please!” 
 
    Eyes gleaming with wicked amusement, Eleanor ran her hand through Lucy’s sweat soaked blonde bangs. “Someone is awfully eager, is she not? But yes, I did promise, didn’t I? You have been such a good girl for me, Lucy, so strong and brave, it’s only right of me to reward you.” 
 
    Eleanor rose to her feet and walked back across the playroom to where the rubber cock and leather harness hug on the wall. Taking it down, she stepped into the array of leather bands, tightening them around her thighs and hips with different buckles till it was quite secure. Lucy barely noticed as she took a small ring set between two lengths of leather from a hook on the wall before beginning to walk back, her wide eyes glued to the rubber penis that now jutted lewdly out from Eleanor’s pelvis. 
 
    It swayed and bobbed as Eleanor walked and despite how desperately Lucy had been begging just moments before a tiny little whimper of fear slipped from her lips. It was so big! How would she ever take something like that inside of her. She remembered clearly how her mother had advised her, years ago when she had first explained what her womanly duties would be to her husband, that the first time would hurt. How bad would it be? 
 
    As Eleanor came to a stop before Lucy, the tip of her rubber penis just inches from her face, something in her eyes must have hinted at her growing distress for the older woman instantly knelt down before the bound young woman once again. Her hands gently stroked Lucy’s tear stained cheeks and when she spoke her voice was soft and comforting. 
 
    “Lucy, do you want this? I will not force anything on you, my sweet. Remember if you want to stop you have only to say one single word and it will.” 
 
    Lucy met Eleanor’s eyes, now without the slightest hint of cruelty or wickedness in them but instead overflowing with concern. “Wi-will it hurt?” 
 
    Eleanor nodded. “Yes, my sweet, it will at first. I will be gentle with you for that part and do what I can to keep the pain as little as possible. Afterwards there will be pleasure and I promise I will finally let you have the release you have been begging for all day.” 
 
    For a moment Lucy could not speak, fear at war with the burning desire between her legs as she stared at the bulbed tip of the rubber pennis jutting out from between Eleanor’s legs. Desire triumphed and she jerkily nodded her head.  
 
    “Use your words please, Lucy,” Eleanor said. “I need you to say it.” 
 
    A deep trembling breath. “Yes, Mistress Eleanor. I want it.” Looking up to meet Eleanor’s eyes she schooled her own into a look of doe eyed meekness. “Please, mistress. Take your big, large cock and violate your good girl’s tight little quim with it. Mount me like a stallion mounting a filly in heat.” 
 
    A little growl once again escaped Eleanor at Lucy’s words, her excitement at them evident, and she reached forward and planted a quick, almost chaste kiss on her. To Lucy’s surprise, her mistress then took up the strange item she had brought with her and forced the iron ring between her lips before wrapping the straps around the sides of her head and buckling it closed at the back. Coughing, she realised it was a kind of gag.  
 
    Standing, Eleanor looked down at Lucy with dark, hooded eyes, her face once again emotionless and imposing. She grasped her rubber penis at the base and pushed the bulbed tip up to the young woman’s lips, forced open in wide O shape by the ring gag. “Now, my sweet, be a good girl and suck your mistress’s cock. Get it nice and wet for your innocent little virgin cunt.” 
 
    Eleanor slowly pushed the rubber shaft into Lucy’s mouth and the girl began to cough and gag as she felt it begin probing at top of her throat, panic beginning to set in. What if she choked on it? 
 
    The cock stopped in its tracks and Lucy felt fingers lightly running themselves down both her cheeks in a soothing fashion. “Relax your throat Lucy.” 
 
    Obediently, Lucy tried to unclench the muscles of her throat. As Eleanor thrust still deeper with her cock the young woman felt herself gag slightly again, saliva slipping from her lips and down her face. The older woman scooped it up and rubbed it along the exposed part of her rubber penis, coating the shaft with it, and began slowly rocking her hips back and forth, gently thrusting in and out of Lucy’s widely stretched lips. Slowly, Lucy felt herself growing used to the foreign presence of the cock in her mouth and throat and the urge to gag receded. As Eleanor began thrusting in and out with greater ease she smiled down at Lucy with pride. 
 
    Pulling her cock out from Lucy’s mouth with a wet plop, Eleanor gathered up the last traces of saliva from around the young woman’s mouth and stroked the shaft of her rubber penis almost lewdly, ensuring it was evenly coating along its entire length. Her heels clicked on the playroom’s floor as she slowly walked to stand behind Lucy, the young woman tossing aside her blonde tresses to look over her shoulder and watch as her mistress bent slightly at the knees to properly position herself and gripped the base of her rubber cock with one hand to begin guiding it in. 
 
    Lucy felt the the rubber cock gentle probe at her most private place, the bulb like tip of it pushing apart the lips of her slit to just barely slide inside and her head shot back around to look away, cheeks burning hot again with embarrassment as she realised what was happening even as her little pearl throbbed to the point of pain in anticipation. She tried to take deep, calming breaths but despite everything she felt herself tense, her dainty hands tightly gripping the iron rings they were bound to.  
 
    “Relax, Lucy,” Eleanor’s voice was soft and reassuring, running a hand up and down the girl’s back in a gesture that was half loving and half possessive. “The pain will only be worse if you do not. I am right here with you, my sweet. Just listen to my voice and breath.” 
 
    The young woman obediently slowly breathed in and out in time with her mistress’s soft commands as the older woman patiently ran her fingers over Lucy’s back and bottom soothingly. She gradually felt her trembling body relax, the tension slipping away. 
 
    Then suddenly she felt both of Eleanor’s hands grip her firmly by the hips and the older woman thrust forward with her both of her own, driving her rubber penis deep within Lucy’s vagina. The girl felt as if she was being split open as something inside of her tore and for a moment pain unlike anything she had ever felt radiant through the depth of her cunt. A strangled cry escaped her lips and she felt hot tears once again running down her cheeks. 
 
    Instantly she felt Eleanor pressing up against her bare back, the hard nipples of her breasts poking into her shoulders even as her hands reached around to gently cup her breasts, rubbing her palms against them in little circles. Lucy felt the older woman’s hot breath against her ear as she nuzzled herself against the side of her face. “I know, Lucy, I know…be still now and just breathe through the pain…do not tense up…just lie there and let yourself adjust…” 
 
    Eleanor’s words flowed over Lucy like a caress and she tried to to ignore the stinging pain in her most private place, focusing instead on the delicious pleasure the older woman was invoking in her breasts with her soft hands. No cruel pinches and twists of her nipples this time, instead just gentle, almost loving caresses to the tender little nubbins and the smooth areolas that surrounded them.  
 
    The pain of Lucy’s deflowering quickly receded and within minutes Eleanor ceased her caresses and straightened herself. “Well I think you’ve had enough time to adjust, Lucy my sweet. I am now going to ride you properly. If it is too soon, tell me.” 
 
    Slowly Eleanor withdrew her rubber penis from where it was sheathed deep within Lucy’s tight,  little quim. She felt no pain at its passage, in fact the friction against her inner walls felt quite nice, yet a strange empty feeling was left in its wake. When only the bulbed tip remained inside Eleanor stopped for a moment and then began sliding her cock back inside at a steady but measured pace. Instinctively, Lucy clenched her inner walls around the rubber phallus, savouring the delightful friction, and when it was once again fully sheathed inside of her a little gasp escaped around the ring gag holding open her lips. 
 
    “Oh, does my good girl like that?” 
 
    “Yeesh ‘istresssss…‘ooore…’leese, ‘ooore!” Lucy mumbled as best she could through the iron ring. 
 
    Again Eleanor withdrew her cock to the very tip and then with a little bit more speed and force thrust it back inside Lucy’s tight pussy. She repeated this motion again and again, settling into a measured but steady pace. Soon Lucy was in heaven, pleasure quite unlike anything she had ever felt before flowing from her cunt through what seemed to be her entire body with each strong thrust of the rubber penis into her. Muffled little gasps and moans filled the playroom alongside Eleanor’s measured breaths taken in turn with the disciplined rhythm of her thrusting hips. 
 
    Just as Lucy felt the now very familiar wave of pleasure inside her begin to build again, Eleanor suddenly gave one more thrust and then stopped, cock buried into the girl’s vagina as deep as it could go. A moment of stunned confusion went through her followed by dismay as the wave immediately dissipated. “Nooooee, ‘istresssss…don’ ‘top…’leese don’ ‘top.” 
 
    A familiar dark chuckle answered Lucy’s pleas and apprehension filled her from the connotations associated with it. “Oh, do not worry Lucy, I have no intention of stopping. I would advise my dear filly to save her energy, for I intend to take her for a long and strenuous ride.” 
 
    Lucy whimpered at Eleanor’s words. Did her mistress still intend to make her wait for her release? How much longer? Would she allow her release at all? No! Lucy firmly squashed down the terror that last thought brought. Eleanor had given her word. She would just have to be a good, patient girl for her a bit longer and surely she would let her finally cum. 
 
    Eleanor began to move again, her pace faster now and the thrusts of her cock more powerful. Lucy could hear the older woman grunting from the effort, along with the slapping sound of Eleanor’s thighs meeting the cheeks of her bum each time she pounded her rubber penis home to the very hilt inside of her cunt.  
 
    The girl revelled in the sensation. It felt so good! Soon Lucy felt the wave building again inside of her, growing stronger and stronger with each thrust of Eleanor’s cock. She fought against the ropes binding her, desperate to move her body in time with her mistress’s thrusting hips, somehow knowing it would only increase her pleasure. Eleanor had known her craft, however, and bound Lucy so skillfully she could not move so much as an inch. All she could do was lie there and clench her vaginal walls around the rubber cock, increasing the delightful friction and the corresponding pleasure as her mistress continued to pound away. 
 
    The wave built higher and higher and Lucy felt the first taste of it beginning to crest. Somehow remembering her lessons she mumbled through the gag, “Immm ‘umming…’leese ‘istresssss Immm goo’n to ‘ummmm…” 
 
    Instantly Eleanor ceased her thrusts and horror flooded through Lucy as she felt the wave recede once again and she wiggled her body in a desperate attempt to stop it, hot tears running down her cheeks when it proved futile. “Noooooe….nooooe ‘istressssss…’leese noooooe!” 
 
    Eleanor only shushed her, rubbing her hands soothingly over Lucy’s trembling back and bum. Her voice had its familiar faux sympathetic tone. “My poor filly, you sound so distressed! Best I give you a second to catch your breath. I shall be testing the limits of your endurance with this next part.” 
 
    For a few long seconds Eleanor went on like this, feigning sympathy with soft touches and honeyed words as she clearly revelled in Lucy’s bitter sobs as the last traces of her once impending orgasm slipped away, leaving the girl pent up and frustrated. Then without warning she began to thrust away again with renewed savagery.  
 
    There was no pattern now to Eleanor’s movements, her powerful hips just thrusting with abandon, pounding Lucy’s sopping wet pussy in a relentless assault. The young woman panted hotly through her ring gag, struggling with everything she had to eke out the tiniest bit of movement her bonds allowed, beads of sweat breaking out over her skin from the futile effort.  
 
    As pent up as she was, Lucy soon felt her climax building again. Anticipation filled her. Oh how she wanted to finally cum. She wanted to so badly. Her mind ran wild with imagination of how it would finally feel to tip over that tantalising edge, to feel the pleasure that would follow wash over her. Surely her mistress would allow her to cum this time. Surely she had been a good girl and proven her patience. 
 
    But just as Lucy felt her inner walls begin to clench Eleanor not only stopped thrusting but pulled her phallus out of the young woman’s cunt altogether. Her orgasm immediately was cut off in its tracks, her poor pussy suddenly feeling so empty as it tried to contact around nothing. “Nooooe! NOOOOE!” She sobbed through her gag. 
 
    “Too much,” Eleanor’s voice was dripping with its faux sympathy again, and Lucy let out a tortured groan as she felt a gust of hot breath wash teasingly over her pussy, realising her mistress must have knelt down so her face was right between her legs. “I have pushed you too hard, my poor filly. Just look at your lovely flanks, they are all lathered up. Positively shining. Be still now and let me give you a proper rub down.” 
 
    At the warm, silky feeling of Eleanor’s tongue running itself along her inner thigh, licking up the copious amount of juices, sweat and even little streaks of blood from her pierced hymen that had collected there, Lucy gave a little gasp of delight. Her pussy ached at the sensation, remembering how wonderful that tongue had felt when it had tongued her slit and clit, suddenly desperate to feel it again. Eleanor repeated the act on Lucy’s other thigh, slowly licking up from just above the beginnings of her white stocking along the soft, creamy flesh. The young woman could not help but wiggle frustratedly, trying to arch herself down. 
 
    SLAP! A jolt of pain ran through Lucy’s left bum cheek. “I said to be still!” Eleanor’s tone was icy as winter. “My my, aren’t you a restless little filly today. Now do not move and let me finish giving your flanks a proper tongue bath and I will have a reward for you. How does that sound, my sweet?” 
 
    Lucy obediently ceased her wiggling, trying to keep herself as still as possible as the older woman slowly licked and kissed her way up her inner thighs, her tongue and lips making their way up the twitching soft flesh with frustrating slowness. Inch by torturous inch, Eleanor slowly made her way upwards. She seemed heedless of Lucy’s ever more frustrated moans and sobs as she drew closer and closer to the girl’s most private place, refusing to increase the speed of her ascent by even the tiniest amount. Indeed, the closer she came the slower she seemed to go. 
 
    Finally, Eleanor reached the juncture where Lucy’s thighs met her pelvis, so close to the young woman’s vagina she could feel teasing little gusts of hot breath against it as her mistress planted a trail of teasing little kisses along both sides of her slit, almost touching her but not quite. The older woman’s hands came up to caress the twin cheeks of Lucy’s bum, lightly tracing her fingers along the angry red lines and welts that were evidence of the earlier abuse of her cane and whip, adding an additional level of frustrated teasing to the whole affair.  
 
    “Peeeese ‘istressssss…peeeese!” Lucy pleaded tearily. She could almost see Eleanor in her mind’s eye, staring up at her congested, mottled quim, so engorged it had turned a deep red so dark it was almost purple that stood out starkly against the pale, creamy skin of her thighs and pelvis; her mistress’s face impassive even as her eyes gleamed as she drank in the sight of her little pearl pulsing, desperate to be touched, and relished the sound of her tearful pleading and snotty sobs. Part of Lucy felt she should be repulsed by the clear enjoyment Eleanor took from her frustrated torment, but another part of her urged herself on to weep and plead even more pitifully, even as she made her thighs visibly tremble and her wiggled her little pussy back and forth in a helpless fashion, knowing it would excite her mistress even more. 
 
    Then Lucy let out a gasp as she felt soft lips latch themselves on to her little bud and begin to suck, followed by the silky feeling of Eleanor’s tongue as it licked itself up her slit and then slathered itself over her clitoris. There was no teasing this time, as the older woman began working away at the young woman’s pussy. Lucy’s ears soon were ringing with the wet, slurping sound of Eleanor sucking and licking along with her own moans of delight. 
 
    So desperately aroused from the relentless teasing and cruel denial that had been inflicted upon her, Lucy soon felt her orgasm begin to build inside of her. Then without warning she felt Eleanor’s lips release their hold on her little bud. Even as she whimpered in dismay at their absence, the older woman continued to lathed her tongue over her slit and clitoris, the latter of which was throbbing frantically in anticipation of Lucy’s rapidly building climax. 
 
    But even as Lucy drew closer and closer to her desperately longed for release she slowly felt less and less of Eleanor’s tongue against her pussy. The strokes of her tongue became fewer and softer, disappearing from her slit altogether until she was only just flicking the tip of her tongue against the young woman’s straining little bud. Realising the devious game the older woman was playing, Lucy desperately rocked her hips, grinding herself against the hard tip of her mistress’s tongue. She was so close. 
 
    Breathlessly panting from her efforts, Lucy felt a rush of triumph as the inner walls of her pussy began to clench as the wave of pleasure began cresting once again. Yes. Finally, she was going to cum. She could taste the very first hints of it as she began to tip over that tantalising edge and hungrily imagined what was to come. 
 
    Then just as she felt as if her orgasm was just about to begin Eleanor withdrew her tongue altogether. Lucy practically screamed through her gag when she realised. For a few long moments she strained with everything she had, chasing after the release that was hovering just before her. She was close. So close. Surely she could reach it. Her entire body trembled for the effort, pussy rocking at empty air as her little pearl desperately pulsed. 
 
    As her orgasm began slipping away despite all of her efforts something inside Lucy finally snapped. A wordless howl sprung from her lips as she bucked and thrashed, her limbs straining against their bonds with everything she had; not even seeking to free herself from them so she might touch herself, Lucy was beyond thought in the state she was in, but instead simply raging against the cruel injustice of it all. 
 
    She felt soft hands cupping the sides of her face and Lucy blinked through the tears blinding her eyes to see Eleanor kneeling before her, head level with her own. The older woman leaned forward to rest her forehead against Lucy’s and her hands reached around to unbuckle the gag, freeing her mouth from it before bringing her lips to the young woman’s own in a brief but intense kiss. 
 
    As their lips parted Lucy whimpered tearfully, “Mistress Eleanor, please…I want…I need…” 
 
    Eleanor shushed her. “I know Lucy, I know. You want to cum. You want it to the very depths of your soul. To feel the pleasure surge through every inch of your body. To finally feel that sweet release.” 
 
    “Yes, mistress…please!” 
 
    A crafty look appeared in Eleanor’s eyes. “What if I do not want you to?” 
 
    For a moment Lucy was stunned. “Mistress…please I’ve been a good girl…mistress you promised…” 
 
    “I did and I am a woman of my word,” Eleanor cut the young woman off. “If you ask me, I will let you have the orgasm you so long for and it will be everything you imagine it to be and more. Before asking though I have a question of my own. What if I do not want you to? What if I want you exactly like this, pent up and desperate? What if that pleases me? Which is more important to you, Lucy, your pleasure or your mistress’s?” 
 
    To Lucy’s shock she did not immediately scream for Eleanor to just let her cum. Oh she wanted to. She wanted to so badly. Her body was burning for it. But she also wanted to please Eleanor. The thought of not doing so seemed wrong. She could almost imagine the disappointment in her eyes if she told her that her own pleasure was more important and her insides seemed to shrivel at the thought. 
 
    “Mistress…I want…I want…” Lucy stumbled over her words, part of her unable to believe what she was contemplating saying.  
 
    “There is no wrong answer here, my sweet,” Eleanor said softly. “I will not be angry with you or punish you so long as it is the truth. Which do you desire, your pleasure or mine?” 
 
    Lucy somehow made herself speak. “I want to please you, Mistress Eleanor.” 
 
    Eleanor’s eyes flared with delight and she rose to her feet. Boot heels clicking on the ground, she quickly walked back behind Lucy and the girl gasped as she felt hands grip her hips and her mistress’s rubber penis ram itself deeply inside of her.  
 
    The older woman immediately began pounding away at the bound girl, thrusting her hips with an animalistic intensity. Lucy moaned in pleasure even as she wept bitterly as the realisation of what she had just said swept through her. Had she actually just said that? Given Eleanor her consent to never cum? She should be mortified, but instead she just felt a steely sense of resolve. If Eleanor wanted her desperate and needy then that is what she would be. 
 
    As futile as she knew it was, Lucy felt her pleasure rapidly building. Each stroke of her mistress’s cock deep within her core made her shudder and cry out. Knowing that she would be denied release only seemed to intensify the sensations. They almost seemed to be taunting her. Enjoy it while you can Lucy, for this is all you shall ever know. A hint of what could be, that is all. 
 
    Lucy felt the pleasure building up inside of her and as she felt her inner walls begin to clench, signalling she was right at the edge she cried out, “Mistress Eleanor, please you must stop!” 
 
    “Why should I do that, my sweet?” Her mistress answered silky. “Are you not enjoying what I am doing?” 
 
    “Yes!” Lucy sobbed, desperately trying to hold back her orgasm. “But I am going to cum!” 
 
    To Lucy’s surprise this only seemed to spur Eleanor on, her thrusts becoming stronger and more powerful as she grunted from the effort. She felt one of her mistress’s hands leave her hip and reach down to begin rubbing her little pearl which was throbbing madly, desperately straining for the climax that the girl was fighting with everything she had to stop. “I still do not see why I should stop, Lucy?” 
 
    The faintest hope flared within Lucy. “But mistress…I said…” 
 
    “You said you wished to please me,” Eleanor cut her off, “and what would please me now would be for my perfect girl to cum for me.” 
 
    Joy surged through Lucy at Eleanor’s words. She did not think she could have held back any longer even if the older woman had not just given permission. Moments later pleasure exploded through her body as her cunt clenched around the cock buried within her. The girl practically screamed, as she shuddered and trembled. Eleanor continued to pound away with her rubber rock, her skillful fingers caressing Lucy’s little bud, determined to wring every last drop of pleasure out of the girl as she enjoyed her long awaited orgasm. Her other hand clenched itself around the large, elaborate hair bow holding back Lucy’s bangs and wrenched at the blonde tresses. Pain exploded through the young woman’s scalp but it only seemed to feed the pleasure coursing through her. 
 
    Finally Lucy collapsed limply on the wooden beam she was bound to, utterly spent. She felt Eleanor pull her rubber cock out of her. She felt a strangely empty sensation at the absence but found she did not have the energy to so make so much as the slightest whimper. Indeed the young woman felt utterly drained, in a way she never had before.  
 
    She felt the bonds securing her beginning to loosen and realised Eleanor must be untying her. Once her limbs were freed, Lucy gingerly climbed down off the T shaped wooden structure she had just been deflowered upon. Her wrists ached slightly and her entire body was stiff after being bound so tightly for so long. When she straightened herself and stood upright, to her surprise her knees buckled and she would have fallen had Eleanor not caught her, a little whine of distress escaping from her lips. 
 
    “There, there my sweet, it’s alright. I have you. Just lean yourself against me. Can you walk just a bit? There’s somewhere close where we can both lie down far more comfortably,” Eleanor’s voice was soft and reassuring as she wrapped her arms tightly around Lucy. The girl practically melted herself against her mistress’s body, feeling a sense of safety and stability come over her as she did so, and numbly allowed Eleanor to guide her across the playroom, not really paying attention to where they were going. 
 
    Lucy heard the creek of a door opening and the tiled floor of the playroom under her bare feet was replaced by the soft, plush feeling of carpets. She did not really register anything else about the new room, her face buried into the crook of Eleanor’s neck, savouring the lovely scent of the older woman’s perfume along with her own distinct aroma as it filled her nostrils. 
 
    The room must be a bedchamber, as Lucy felt her legs brush against the cool fabric of what must be a duvet before having her body gently laid down upon a soft mattress. Eleanor stepped back and quickly pulled off her tall boots before peeling off her black leggings. Even this brief absence suddenly seemed overwhelming to Lucy and the girl let out a slight little whimper as she felt a rising feeling of distress begin welling up in her. She realised her body was actually trembling slightly and a feeling of confusion added herself to the mix. Whatever was wrong with her? 
 
    Hearing Lucy’s distress, Eleanor was instantly back by her side, lying down next to her on the bed. “I know, Lucy, I’m here. I always will be when you need me. I promise. Here,” her mistress lifted up one of her breasts with one hand as her other cupped itself on the back of Lucy’s head, gently pulling it forward, “suck on my nipple.” 
 
    Almost without thinking, Lucy latched her lips around the round nubbin and began to suck almost frantically. She felt Eleanor’s arms wrap themselves around her, the older woman’s hands softly stroking her blonde tresses and the soft skin of her back, and her legs entwining themselves with her own. Slowly her body ceased trembling and the distressed feeling went away, replaced with one of warm safety, and her sucking slowed to a more languid pace. 
 
    Eventually, after how long she was not certain, Lucy let Eleanor’s nipple go with a wet plop. She found she could not look the other woman in the face, her cheeks hot with embarrassment. What must her mistress think of her? “I’m sorry, Mistress Eleanor, I do not know what came over me just now.” 
 
    Feeling the older woman’s hand tuck itself under her chin, Lucy obediently raised her face up to meet Eleanor’s gaze. To her surprise the older woman’s face was not stern and disapproving as she had expected, but rather soft, almost loving, and radiating reassurance. “You have nothing to be sorry for, Lucy. You have just been through an intense experience unlike anything you have ever undergone before. It is only natural your reaction afterwards would be just as intense. Part of my responsibility as a good mistress is to help guide you through it.” 
 
    Lucy felt a warm feeling of joy bubble up inside of her at Eleanor’s words that was almost overwhelming. To distract herself more than anything else she glanced around the new room she found herself in for the first time. The bed they were lying in was a large four poster decorated with pink frilly lace for the canopy. The wallpaper was a colourful floral pattern that matched the plush coverings of a small sofa and pair of armchairs that sat before a fireplace set into one wall. Lucy found it all delightfully pretty but could not help but feel it did not at all seem to be what she would have imagined Eleanor’s style to be. 
 
    “Mistress -” 
 
    “Eleanor, my dear,” the older woman cut her off, “there may be times outside of the playroom when I would like you to call me mistress, but unless I specifically order you to, you may call me Eleanor.” 
 
    “Eleanor,” Lucy said the name softly, as if testing it out, and found she liked how it seemed to roll off of her tongue. “Is this your room?” 
 
    “Why no, my sweet, it’s yours. At least I hope it shall be.” 
 
    Blue eyes going wide, Lucy looked back at Eleanor in confusion. The older woman sat up on the bed and beckoned for the young woman to do the same, taking one of her hands in both of her own. To her great surprise, Lucy realised that Eleanor, who normally seemed so composed and unflappable, seemed uncertain, as if unable to choose the right words. 
 
    Finally after a long pause Eleanor spoke. “I have a confession to make, Lucy. What transpired between us today was not by accident.” 
 
    Lucy felt a mad urge to giggle. An innocent she may have been up till quite recently, but it was quite obvious that it had been Eleanor’s intent to seduce her from the very beginning. She stifled the urge, however, seeing the nervous look on the other woman’s face and sensing there was more. 
 
    “As you must be aware, your family’s fortunes have fallen on hard times of late. Knowing this, I came to your parents with a proposal. I had the means to rescue them from the dire straits that had befallen them and they in turn had something I desired greatly. You.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    Eleanor squeezed Lucy’s hand between both of her own. “Yes, my sweet, you. I confess I have had my eye on you for some time. You had captivated me. So beautiful, so sweet, so innocent. The thought of having you, taking you, being the first to introduce you to all the ways I could make that innocent young body of your feel and having you submit yourself to me, was simply too much to resist. I hope you can understand?” 
 
    To Lucy’s great surprise, Eleanor’s confession did not upset her. She herself had been resigned to the fact that her hand in marriage would be promised to some rich suitor as a way of salvaging the family’s fortunes, effectively being auctioned off like some prize horse or family heirloom. What Eleanor had done was no different and Lucy certainly could not say she would have preferred the likely alternative of some rich old man. 
 
    Still Lucy could not stop herself from saying, “do I not get a choice in this matter?” 
 
    Eleanor’s eyes grew wide in concern and she almost stumbled to answer. “Oh my dear, of course you do. I will not force anything on you. What happens from here is entirely yours to decide.” The older woman looked at Lucy with open longing as she went on. “But I will not lie, my sweet, I hope you will choose to accept what I am offering. You have proven to be more than I ever imagined, beyond anything than I had ever dreamed of.” 
 
    Seeing Eleanor looking at her with such open vulnerability filled Lucy with a sense of awe. She suddenly realised that for all the power Eleanor as her mistress wielded over her, she also held a power all of her own over the other woman, and it might possibly be a far stronger one. Part of her could not help but want to subject her to just a taste of the teasing she herself had been subjected to all day. “And if I refuse?” 
 
    Instantly a stricken look flashed across Eleanor’s face that the other woman quickly suppressed. “Of course, I understand if you wish to return to your family. There will be no consequences and I will honour the agreement I made with your parents in regards to the funds they were promised. I will not breathe so much of a word as to what has transpired between us but of course -” 
 
    This time Eleanor was the one to be cut off as Lucy lightly placed her free hand over both of the other woman’s and said. “And if I agree?” 
 
    A hopeful look filled Eleanor’s eyes. “I would have you move here to live with me permanently at Stanton Hall, as you can see I have already made arrangements. You parents have signed over papers of wardship to myself, so you will no longer have to worry about them having authority over you. I have also drawn up a letter of employment for you as my lady companion, a perfectly respectable role for the daughter of a noble family that has fallen on hard times that will raise no questions.” 
 
    Eleanor’s eyes turned lustful and her voice deeper. “I do hope you shall agree to my proposal, my sweet. I have only begun to show you the things I am capable of doing to you and doing with you. There is an entire world of pleasure that I would love to introduce you to, Lucy. One we can explore together. Of course, I understand if you need time -” 
 
    “I accept!” Lucy could not hold the words in any longer.  
 
    For a second Eleanor seemed stunned. “You do?” 
 
    “Yes,” Lucy nodded, “I’m yours Eleanor, mind, body and soul.” 
 
    Almost instantly she felt Eleanor’s lips against hers, her tongue roughly forcing itself between them and into her mouth. She shuddered in delight, savouring the feeling of the older woman ruthlessly thrusting her tongue in and out even as her warm lips seemed to be devouring her own.  
 
    When Eleanor broke the kiss she was panting almost as heavily as Lucy. “Oh my sweet…my good girl…my perfect girl…you have made me so happy…” 
 
    A thrill of pride went through Lucy at the older woman’s words. Then suddenly Eleanor’s eyes turned wicked again and Lucy felt herself being flipped over onto her stomach, her wrists tightly gripped before her.  
 
    “Do not think I do not realise what you did just now, my sweet,” Eleanor crooned from above her as one of her hands undid the silk bow from her hair and then looped the length of ribbon around her wrists, then one of the wooden stokes of the bed’s headboard. “Teasing me just now with your little act of playing hard to get. It was so very naughty of you. I think I shall have to punish you for it with a spanking on your naughty little bottom.” 
 
    Lucy shivered in pleasure as she tested the ribbon tied around her wrists and found she was firmly secured to the headboard, savouring the feeling of vulnerability this brought on. Looking up at Eleanor, she schooled her face into a look of doe eyed innocence even as she suggestively wiggled her bum. “Oh please, Mistress Eleanor, I did not mean to be naughty. Please do not punish me, my poor bum is still so sore from before.” 
 
    Judging by the look of intensity that filled Eleanor’s eyes, her words had an effect. “You plead so beautifully, my dear girl, but it will do you no good. I know what my naughty little girl needs and that is for that perky little bum of yours to be reacquainted with the feel of the palm of my hand.” 
 
    SLAP! Lucy let out a squeal of delight as Eleanor brought her hand down on her rear, pain stinging through the tender flesh of her bum and shooting straight to her clit in a bolt of pleasure.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    On the morning of her nineteenth birthday, Lucy lay in Eleanor’s bed, her wrists struggling in weak exhaustion as they attempted to free themselves from the leather restraints that were bound by lengths of rope to a pair of iron rings set in the upper corners of the carved wooden headboard. She otherwise lay limply on the bed, moaning pitifully around the ring gag that held her lips open in a wide O. Her tear filled eyes stared down at the juncture of her widely spread legs, watching as Eleanor perched there, licking teasingly away at her most private place. The older woman’s green eyes were locked with her own as her tongue lightly flicked itself back and forth over Lucy’s little pearl, occasionally bringing her puckered lips down to briefly suck at it before releasing the throbbing bud only to once again tease it with light, silky strokes. 
 
    Feeling herself rapidly approaching her edge, Lucy almost involuntarily began rocking her hips, arching herself up off of the bed to grind her vulva against Eleanor’s mouth. The older woman made no attempt to stop her and only puckered her lips in an almost parody of a kiss, allowing the girl to mash her clitoris against their soft surface; her tongue stiffened and pushed its way into the inner core of Lucy’s pussy, allowing her to rock herself along its length. The young woman moaned in ever louder delight, her skin glistening with perspiration of her efforts. Oh she was so close! 
 
    Somehow knowing as always when Lucy was right at the brink of release, at what felt like the very last possible second Eleanor’s hands gripped the girl by her hips and pushed her down onto the bedding. Her eyes gleamed with delight as she watched Lucy cry out in near anguish, head tossing fitfully from side to side on plush pillows as tears ran freely down her cheeks. Dipping her head back down, Eleanor teasingly kissed her way along the young woman’s trembling stomach while she ran her fingernails softly up and down Lucy’s shaking thighs, tormenting her with caresses even as her orgasm slowly began slipping away. 
 
    Lucy weakly tugged at the bonds securing her wrists but otherwise she only lay upon the bed, moaning tearily as Eleanor continued with her teasing kisses and touches, not allowing the young woman to rest for a moment as she waited for her come back from the edge enough to safely return to tormenting her poor, denied pussy. Her mistress had been playing this game with her since they had retired to her quarters the previous night, using her considerable skill with her lips and tongue and fingers to bring her to the very brink only to cruelly refuse to allow her release even once. Even sleep had brought no respite. Lucy had lost count of the times she had awoken during the night to the feeling of Eleanor’s mouth on her cunt only for it to end in frustrating denial as her mistress snuggled up against her and softly whispered in her ear “go back to sleep”, seemingly heedless of her frustrated weeping. 
 
    A finger probed at the entrance to her tunnel before slipping inside its hot, wet depth. Lucy groaned as a second finger joined it and began almost involuntarily rocking her hips in time with the thrusts into her cunt. After only a few moments this stopped and Lucy could not help but whimper in disappointment.  
 
    Eleanor crawled up the bed till she was lying alongside Lucy and unbuckled the ring gag, letting it drop from her lips. Before Lucy could react the glistening pair of fingers were forcing their way into her mouth and she obediently began sucking away at them. “Yes, my sweet,” Eleanor crooned approvingly, “taste yourself. You are truly divine. I think I may be growing addicted to it.” 
 
    As her tongue licked along the pair of fingers Lucy’s cheeks grew hot at the sweet flavour, embarrassed at the thought that she was tasting her own juices and even more embarrassed at how much he found herself enjoying the taste. The part of her that had been raised to be a proper young lady was still shocked at times at how much of a wanton harlot she seemed to be under Eleanor’s tutelage, but that other part did not care. 
 
    As the older woman’s fingers pulled free with a plop, Lucy whimpered breathlessly, “mistress, please…I want…I need…” 
 
    “What do you want, Lucy?” Eleanor’s voice was so low it was almost a whisper.  
 
    “To cum, mistress,” Lucy’s face blushed even deeper as she said the lewd words, “oh please mistress….I need to cum so badly…” 
 
    “I know you do, my sweet,” Eleanor’s fingers touched the hollow of Lucy’s neck and slowly slid their way down her collarbone, between the valley of her breasts and onto her upper belly, seeming to leave a path of fire in their wake. “You must want to with every fibre of your being. I cannot tell you how much it pleases me to see you like this. So desperate. So excited. And that is what is important, isn’t it? You pleasing me?” 
 
    Eleanor’s fingers were at Lucy’s upper pelvis now, teasingly close to where the younger woman desperately wanted them to be. “Mistress, please!” 
 
    A dark chuckle and Lucy now felt those teasing fingers slowly circling around her throbbing clit. Oh how she wanted them to touch her there. “But then again, my darling, you have been so very good for me. I am honestly surprised you have been able to take such torment from me for so long, and it is my perfect girl’s birthday after all. Perhaps you have earned your release.” 
 
    Eleanor’s fingers brushed themselves over Lucy’s clit with the lightest of touches but even as she moaned in delight the creaking sound of the bedroom door opening filled the room and the girl’s moan turned into a squeal as the uniformed figure of Fanny entered the room. 
 
    Sensing Lucy’s distress, Eleanor instantly moved to lie herself on top of her, shielding the young woman’s body with her own and quickly going to work loosening the ropes binding her wrists. Once her hands were free Lucy, her face now as red as a tomato, snatched at the bedding and pulled one of the blankets up to her neck. It seemed such a minor thing compared to deviant acts she eagerly had submitted herself to at Eleanor’s hands, but the young woman still found the idea of being naked before the staff embarrassing, and not in a good way. 
 
    Once Lucy was covered, Eleanor rolled over and flopped down beside her on the bed, paying as little heed to her nudity as the younger woman had just been conscious of her own. “Fanny, leave the tray here for Lucy and come help me dress in the boudoir.” Turning to address Lucy, the older woman gave her a wicked smile. “I’m afraid you will have to wait just a little longer, my sweet. I’ll have Sally sent for to help you dress. Afterwards I have a gift I wish to show you before our guests arrive.” 
 
    Conflicting emotions warred inside of Lucy at Eleanor’s words. Her sopping quim was still burning with a desire for release and it seemed that would not be coming any time soon but she was delighted by the prospect of this undefined gift her mistress was hinting at. What could it be?  
 
    Rising gracefully from the bed, Eleanor walked across the room towards the door leading to her boudoir and Lucy forgot everything aside from how wonderful the sight of her mistress’s luscious bottom and sculpted thighs were. The older woman seemed to know where the girl’s eyes were drawn and put a bit of extra sway in her steps. Lucy watched, eyes unblinking, until Eleanor disappeared through the doorway. Fanny set the tray down beside her and followed the other woman out of the room. 
 
    Lucy dug into her breakfast, an array of fresh fruits accompanied by cheese and pastries. To her delight there was also a small pot of hot chocolate. She found she could not truly enjoy the food, however, distracted by the unfulfilled arousal of her wet and aching vagina. Her fingers twitched with the urge to reach down and touch herself, but the young woman resisted. Once, after a particularly frustrating session in the playroom where Eleanor had teased her repeatedly to the brink of orgasm and refused to allow her even one, Lucy had been unable to stop from stop herself from bringing her hands down to her most private place as she lay alone in her bed and touching herself there until she achieved release.  
 
    How Eleanor had known what she had done was a mystery to this day, but the next morning she had woken to discover her mistress towering over her with a furious look on her face. She had immediately pinned Lucy down and flipped up her nightgown to strap a strange leather harness around her hips that the young woman had quickly realised to her horror was a chastity belt. Eleanor had kept her locked up in it for a week, unlocking her each evening to cruelly tease her pussy till she teetering on the brink of orgasm only to then stop and resecure the belt around her hips heedless of the girl’s tearful pleading, before finally releasing her and allowing Lucy to hump herself to orgasm against her leg. Lucy had cried with joy as the pleasure of release surged through her and Eleanor had sternly warned her that if she ever touched herself without permission again she would be locked up in the belt for an entire month. Lucy had not laid so much as a finger upon herself since. 
 
    Her breakfast finished, Lucy made her way to the boudoir and found Sally waiting. Her maid helped her with her toilet, carefully shaving the fine blonde stubble from Lucy’s most private place with great care; Eleanor was very insistent that she expected Lucy to be completely smooth there at all times. Even after weeks of doing this the young woman still felt a naughty thrill at the sight of her bare sex, which did nothing to lessen the aching arousal of her pussy.  
 
    If Sally noticed anything she did not comment, thankfully; she never did on the nature of Lucy’s relationship with Eleanor, for which she was grateful. Her maid must be aware that she was more than the older woman’s companion - she had been summoned to help Lucy dress in Eleanor’s own rooms where she had clearly spent the night - but like a good servant she never asked questions or showed any judgement. 
 
    After Sally did her hair and makeup she helped Lucy dress, and the young woman was delighted to discover the new dress Eleanor had ordered for her had arrived. It was a lovely blue gown that matched her eyes and contrasted wonderfully with her fair hair and pale skin. She so looked forward to showing it off later. Eleanor wasn’t much for entertaining, but she had readily agreed to Lucy's request to have her friends over to celebrate her actual birthday. It would be the first time she had seen most of them since her change in circumstances and only Jane had come calling on her since she had moved to Stanton Hall. 
 
    Her best friend had strangely not been surprised to learn of Lucy’s new situation when she had been told and had accepted her explanation that her new position as Eleanor’s lady companion meant her family would now not be burdened with providing a dowry for her without the slightest objection. All she had done was ask “are you happy, Lucy? Here? With her?” 
 
    Something about how Jane had asked this immediately brought to Lucy’s mind that day weeks ago in her family’s library. How Jane had commented on how she had behaved around Eleanor - Lucy fought not to blush as she realised her soon to be mistress must have been negotiating the final terms of her deflowering that very day - and so earnestly stated that Lucy could tell her anything. Had Jane somehow been aware of something Lucy herself had only just begun realising? 
 
    Lucy had simply replied, “yes, Jane, happier than I ever have been.” Her best friend had squealed in delight and hugged her tightly.  
 
    Exiting the boudoir, Lucy found Fanny waiting for her out in the hallway. “Lady Stanton said she had something she wished to show me once I was dressed?” 
 
    Fanny curtsied wordlessly and gestured for Lucy to follow her. Her demeanour was perfectly respectful but certainly cool. Lucy wondered not for the first time if there was an undercurrent of jealousy to it? She wasn’t naive and knew there must have been other women before her in Eleanor’s life and Fanny was certainly pretty. Indeed Fanny was far from the only young female member of Stanton Hall’s staff who seemed to be silently resentful of Lucy’s not at all discreet intimate relationship with the lady of the house. Lucy tried not to dwell on it. Whoever there may have been before, Eleanor had made very clearly Lucy was the only one for her now. 
 
    The maid led Lucy to the west wing of Stanton Hall and then knocked on one of the doors. It immediately opened to reveal Eleanor, wearing a dress of vivid green that matched her eyes and was cinched at the waist by a wide leather belt, her face instantly lighting up in delight as she saw Lucy. “Oh that new dress looks lovely on you, my sweet. Do come in, I have another birthday gift for you. Fanny you are dismissed.” 
 
    Lucy saw a slight flash of unhappiness in Fanny’s eyes at the curt dismissal which only reinforced her suspicions but when she followed Eleanor into the room she almost instantly forgot them as she let out a gasp of joy. 
 
    Mirrors extended from floor to ceilings on all four sides of the room, with a fitted rail extending out from the walls. It was in effect a perfectly laid out dancing room, even larger than the one Lucy had had at her family home. 
 
    Eleanor smiled warmly at Lucy’s obvious happiness. “I had the work begin on it the moment you agreed to my proposal. It’s taken quite some effort to have the whole thing kept secret but I so wanted it to be a surprise. Do you like it?” 
 
    “Oh Eleanor, it is lovely,” Lucy exclaimed. 
 
    Eleanor’s eyes took on a hungry tone. “I can think of a way for you to repay me, my sweet. It just so happens that the last of your things arrived this morning, including your ballet attire. You do recall me saying you must perform for me some time?” 
 
    The older woman nodded her head towards a screen discreetly set up in a corner of the room. Lucy almost giggled at the eager look on her mistress’s eyes. She had missed practising her form in the weeks since moving to Stanton Hall, but it seemed Eleanor was even more eager than she was at the prospect of her once again resuming her ballet. 
 
    Disappearing behind the screen, Lucy saw her ballet costume hanging from a clothing rack. The tutu was ivory white and decorated with blue embroidery along the hem and bodice, with frilly petticoats underneath the flared skirt and puffy shoulders that otherwise left the arms bare. As Lucy unlaced herself from her dress she could not help but notice it was not that dissimilar to the dress she had worn weeks ago on the fateful day of her deflowering by Eleanor. She had worn it more than a few times since that day, but only for Eleanor’s eyes; the style was not the latest fashion. Lucy felt her cheeks grow hot as she remembered how just last Saturday they had replayed her initial seduction only this time her mistress had bent her over one of the sofas in the sitting room and railed her mercilessly with her rubber cock. 
 
    Shedding her stockings, Lucy took a moment to contemplate her bloomers, today she had worn dark purple ones that did not remotely match the tutu’s colours. A delightfully naughty idea suddenly struck her and she peeled them off, leaving them lying on the floor.  
 
    As Lucy stepped into her tutu and rolled a pair of knee high white socks up her legs before tying up her pink ballet slippers, a shiver ran down her spine at the sheer naughtiness of the idea that underneath her proper ballet costume her most private place was utterly bare. What would Eleanor’s reaction be when she discovered this?. 
 
    Her hair had already been braided up in a tall bun at the top of her head; Lucy had found that odd at the time, as Eleanor normally preferred her blonde tresses worn loose, but now was thankful she would not need to tie it up herself, doing that alone would have been quite challenging. 
 
    Stepping out from behind the screen, Lucy was instantly rewarded as Eleanor actually let out a delighted little gasp at the sight of her. As the girl gave an exaggerated curtsey, lifting up the flared skirts of her tutu as she did so to reveal quite a bit of creamy thigh, the older woman’s eyes looked her up and down with a smile on her face that was practically predatory. Lucy’s pussy, still frustratingly hot and wet with a lingering unfulfilled arousal, felt a little fluttery of pleasure at the sight. 
 
    Taking a couple of breaths while she mentally set a rhythm in her mind, Lucy decided to keep things simple; she was a bit out of practice, it having been weeks since she had last had the opportunity to dance, and she suspected Eleanor was not looking for a full recital anyway. Rising up onto her toes, she slowly walked sideways across the floor, arms raised aloft. Pivoting around, she bent her knees in a plie, arching her back a bit as she did so to stick out her bottom to reveal just a hit of their bare cheeks, then leapt into the air. Landing on one foot, she raised her other leg behind her in an arabesque.  
 
    In this position the skirts of Lucy’s tutu were flared up, revealing that she wore no bloomers underneath. Again she arched her back a tad more than was necessary as she held her pose to better expose her bum and bare sex. She heard a gasp of breath from behind her followed by the click of heels on the floor and suddenly Lucy felt Eleanor’s hands on her, palming both of her breasts through the bodice of her tutu. 
 
    A gust of hot breath caressed her ear. “Why you naughty little thing.” 
 
    Lucy stifled a moan as Eleanor’s fingers skillfully circled her rapidly hardening nipples. “Whatever do you mean, mistress? Did you not like my dance?” 
 
    A dark chuckle answered. “Oh I enjoyed it very much, my sweet, but I could not help but notice you are not wearing any bloomers. Is that something a proper young lady should do?” 
 
    “No mistress, it is not. Are you saying I have been a bad little girl?” Lucy said coquettishly. She lowered her leg down onto the floor, unable to keep her balance any longer. Teasingly, she pressed her bottom back against Eleanor’s pelvis. The cool fabric of her skirts felt wonderful on her bum and underneath them Lucy felt something hard. Her eyes widened in surprise that was followed by delight at the realisation that Eleanor must be wearing her rubber cock underneath her dress. Wiggling her bum, she slide the shaft between both of her plump cheeks and began grinding herself up and down along its length.  
 
    There was a slight hitch of breath and Eleanor’s voice quivered a little bit as she spoke. “A very bad girl, flaunting your bare quim in front of me like some wanton strumpet. And look at you now, rubbing your naughty bottom against me like some bitch in heat. I think I shall have to punish you for that.” 
 
    Lucy felt one of Eleanor’s hands trail down her front and reach under the skirt of her tutu to cup her most private place. The girl gave a frustrated little whimper as her mistress kept the touch light, only just ghosting the tips of her fingers over her hot slit, which was already beginning to leak hot little droplets of her juices. 
 
    Knowing it would only excite the older woman further, Lucy answered in a high, innocent voice she had become so practised in. “Oh please, Mistress Eleanor, do not punish me. I am sorry, I did not mean to be a bad little girl.” 
 
    “It’s too late for that, my darling girl,” the stern tone in Eleanor’s voice made Lucy shiver with delight, “if I am strict with you it’s for your own good, to help you become the proper young lady I know you can be.” 
 
    Abandoning her fondling of Lucy’s breasts and bare slit, Eleanor seized her by both shoulders and led her over to one of the mirrored walls. She bent Lucy forward and placed both her hands on the wooden railing and the girl obediently lay them upon it, her entire body humming with anticipation. Did Eleanor mean to take her here in front of the mirror, so she could watch the entire time? Lucy didn’t know what burned hotter at the thought, her cheeks from embarrassment at the sheer lewdness of it or her pussy with arousal. 
 
    Eleanor undid the belt around the waist and Lucy felt the cool leather against her wrists as her mistress wrapped it tightly around them and then tied it securely to the railing. Stepping back, she reached around behind herself to begin undoing the laces of her dress. Lucy watched the older woman’s reflection, almost panting at the entrancing sight. Eleanor took her sweet time about it, slowly shimmering her dress down her body. She unlaced her corset and tugged down her petticoats before pulling her shift over her head to leave her standing in nothing but her heeled riding boots and stockings. Between her legs, the now very familiar rubber cock hung from its harness. 
 
    Her mistress walked towards her in a purposeful, almost predatory fashion; her hips rolled with each step and the rubber penis bobbed and swayed. Lucy’s eyes were glued to it, unable to look away. When Eleanor came to a stop behind her, she gripped the rubber shaft by the base and placed it between the cleft of the young woman’s bum cheeks and rocked her hips so her cock slid up and down. Lucy rocked back, savouring the feeling and anticipation building in her at the thought that soon her mistress’s rubber penis would be doing the same thing within her quivering pussy. 
 
    “Aren’t you an eager one,” Eleanor met Lucy’s eyes in the mirror, a wicked gleam in them, “rutting yourself against my cock like some common harlot. I almost think you want me to punish you. Is that why you were such a bad girl and did not wear any bloomers?” 
 
    Lucy only whimpered and Eleanor’s eyes narrowed in a way that made her heart leap in her chest. She knew that look. Knew it meant her mistress intended something truly deviant that would be equally painful and pleasurable. 
 
    “It occurs to me, my dear Lucy, that we should do something special to mark the occasion. It is not only your birthday but almost a month to the day since you surrendered your maidenhood to me. I think you should surrender something else to me.” 
 
    Her mind racing at what the older woman meant by this, Lucy asked breathlessly, “what would that be, Mistress Eleanor?” 
 
    A predatory smile graced her mistress’s face. “Why the one part of you that has yet to be spoiled, Lucy. Your innocent little bottom. I think the time has come for you to surrender your rosebud to my cock.” 
 
    Lucy’s eyes widened at the words. Eleanor wanted to take her there? The sheer depravity of the idea sent excitement coursing through her but there was fear also. Her mistress’s rubber phallus was so large and her bum hole was so small. Would she even be able to take it inside? Surely the pain would be dreadful. 
 
    As always, Eleanor could sense Lucy’s growing distress. Running one of her hands up and down the young woman’s trembling back, the touch gentle and reassuring, the predatory smile vanished from her face which instead turned soft and comforting. “Lucy, if you do not want this just say the word. You know which one. If you consent to this and you decide it is too much, say the word and I will stop. I will not be angry with you. You know I would never force anything on you that you do not want or that you cannot take.” 
 
    Lucy was still torn. “Will it hurt?” 
 
    Eleanor nodded solemnly. “I will not lie, my sweet. Yes it will at first but afterwards there will be pleasure, I promise. The decision is yours.” 
 
    For a long moment Lucy was silent, an inner battle raging inside of her. In the end the decision was surprisingly easy. Yes, the idea of Eleanor putting her large, rubber penis inside of her delicate little bum hole was intimidating but it was also exciting. Even the thought of the pain it would cause seemed to make her pussy ache with something close to longing. Lucy had come to accept that for whatever twisted reason she relished Eleanor hurting her almost as much as she did being pleasured by her.  
 
    Knowing this was one of those times that Eleanor would need to hear her words, Lucy took a deep breath and then said. “Yes, Mistress Eleanor. Do it. Despoil my innocent little bum. Take your cock and force it up my tight little rosebud. Teach me a lesson for being a bad girl who prances around with no bloomers on like some common little hussy.” 
 
    Lucy wiggle her round little bottom as she said this and Eleanor’s eyes took on an almost feral look at the sight, exhaling deeply through both of her nostrils. One hand flew to Lucy’s hip and gripped it so tightly her nails dug into the soft flesh but as her other hand grabbed her cock by its rubber base and guided it to the puckered ring of the girl’s rosebud she was surprisingly gentle as she began pushing inside of it. 
 
    As the bulbed tip penetrated her rear tunnel Lucy felt a horribly painful stretching feeling and she whimpered in agony, tears already beginning to well up in her eyes. She could also feel hot little droplets of her juices rolling down her inner thighs as they leaked out from her most private place, so very aroused. 
 
    Eleanor stopped with only the tip of her penis inside of Lucy’s bum, giving the girl time to adjust. Then sensing she was ready to continue she pushed forward with her hips, penetrating the tip deeper inside of Lucy’s anal tunnel and beginning to feed part of the rubber shaft in. Tears freely spilled from her eyes, running down both cheeks, and she cried out as the stretching pain only intensified. She felt the walls of her tunnel instinctively clench around the shaft, trying to expel this new intruder. 
 
    Again Eleanor paused to allow Lucy to adjust. “Breathe, my sweet, and let yourself relax. You will only make the pain worse if you tense up on me.” 
 
    “I’m trying, mistress!” Lucy cried tearily. “It hurts! It hurts!” 
 
    Lucy saw delight shoot through Eleanor’s eyes as she drank in the sight of Lucy’s pained cries and trembling young body, clearly relishing it. One of her hands cupped one shaking bum cheek, gently caressing it before running her hand up and down the soft skin of her outer thigh in a reassuring fashion. When she spoke her voice was soft and loving. “I know, my dear, I know. You are such a good girl, taking my cock so bravely. You have made me so proud, Lucy. Be still now and breathe, I shall do the rest.” 
 
    Somehow Eleanor’s presence, her warm, steadying voice telling her when to breathe and when to move and when to be still, and her soft, gentle caresses of her hands on her bum and legs gave the young woman the strength to see through the pain. Her mistress pushed her cock further and further into her bum and soon she felt the front of the older woman’s thighs press against her bottom and realised she had succeeded in taking the entire thing. Her bum had adjusted somewhat to the rubber pennis buried to the very hilt inside of it and while there was still pain there was also this wonderful sensation of fullness, far more so than she had ever felt from Eleanor’s cock in her pussy. 
 
    Eleanor waited patiently for several long moments, giving Lucy time to steady herself, then pulled her hips back before slowly but forcefully thrusting forward with them until her cock was once again hilt deep inside the girl’s bum. She pulled back once again and repeated the act with even more force. Soon she was pounding away at a steady pace and the cries that rang throughout the room, ripped from Lucy’s throat with each merciless thrust of Eleanor’s powerful hips, were ones of not just of pain but also pleasure. 
 
    As she moaned and panted as Eleanor continued to rut away at her with wild abandon, Lucy was suddenly struck by the full perverseness of what was happening. Here she was, bent over and bound as another woman violated her rosebud with a rubber penis. Her cheeks burned hotly at the sheer depravity of it all. Lucy made no effort to suppress her blush. She knew Eleanor would be excited by the visible sign of her embarrassment as she always was and that it would only spur her efforts on. 
 
    Only Eleanor seemed not to notice. Her eyes were glued downwards, staring almost reverently at the sight of her rubber cock thrusting in and out of Lucy’s round little bum. For Lucy’s part, she found she could not look away from the mirror, bewitched by the lurid reflection she saw before her. There she was, hair done up in an elaborate if admittedly now somewhat messy bun still almost fully dressed in her ballet costume, the flared skirt of her tutu rising up behind her like a fan. The almost prim and proper look contrasted so sharply with Eleanor, her naked upper body on full display with her lovely large breasts bouncing and jiggling with each thrust and long brown hair, hanging freely down her back, tossing and flying about wildly. 
 
    Lucy revelled in the growing feeling of pleasure within her, now rocking her bum back in time with Eleanor’s thrusts to meet them. Her pussy was soaking and burned so hotly that the girl could feel the heat wafting off of it in contrast with the cool air of the room. 
 
    Between moans and breathless pants, Lucy somehow made herself speak. “Mistress…please…touch me…touch my pussy…my little quim…please…” 
 
    Eleanor’s eyes shot up and a cruel look appeared in them that made Lucy’s clitoris throb. “Oh no, my dear, there will be none of that. If you wish to cum it will be from my cock in your bum and that alone. I know you can do it. No need to ask for my permission.” 
 
    Even as her pussy almost seemed to cry out in protest at its continued neglect, Lucy redoubled her efforts, slamming her bottom back to meet the thrusts of her mistress’s rubber penis. She was grunting from the effort, as was Eleanor, who was thrusting away with wild abandon. Beads of sweat ran down her cheeks now, not tears, and Eleanor’s body was glistening with perspiration as well. The room rang with the sound of wet, sweaty skin slapping against wet, sweaty skin with each thrust of their hips along with almost animal-like grunts. 
 
    Then suddenly pleasure exploded within Lucy’s body, her back arching up from the intensity of it as she almost howled in ecstasy. The sight of the young woman’s body writhing before her seemed to be enough to tip Eleanor over the edge as well and with one final of her cock into Lucy’s bum she ground her cunt against the rubber base, hands leaving the girl’s hips to knead and palm at her breasts as her head tipped back in an almost triumphant roar. 
 
    Lucy felt utterly drained and worried she might fall but Eleanor grabbed her waist with strong hands and held her steady. Gently pulling herself out of the young woman’s bum, she loosened the belt restraining Lucy’s wrists and carefully guided both of them onto the floor. Lucy sat on her mistress’s lap, her body exhausted but also trembling slightly from the aftereffects of what had just occurred. 
 
    “Oh mistress…thank you…it was wonderful…I never imagined…never thought…” 
 
    Eleanor shushed her and Lucy realised she was babbling. The older woman cupped her hand underneath one of her large breasts and lifted it up. Lucy instantly fastened her lips onto the protruding nipple, sucking away almost frantically on it. Eleanor held her, stroking her hair softly and planting little kisses on the top of her head  
 
    Once Lucy had recovered she raised her head from Eleanor’s breast and was rewarded with a quick little kiss from the other woman, who tenderly began wiping away the tears and sweat from her cheeks. 
 
    Lucy blushed, not even wanting to imagine what her face must look like. “Oh dear, I shall have to have Sally do my hair and makeup again before the guests arrive.” 
 
    Eleanor nodded serenely. “Yes, you shall, my sweet.” A wicked look appeared in her eyes. “I think I shall wear my cock underneath my dress during the party. In case you once again choose to be a bad girl and not wear any bloomers under your dress I shall then be able to pull you aside into one of the siderooms and punish you for it. You shall of course have to be a very quiet girl for me as I do so. Our guests would just be on the other side of the door and it wouldn’t do for them to hear.” 
 
    Excitement shot through Lucy at the naughtiness of what Eleanor had just said. As she looked up at her beautiful face she suddenly could not hold back the words that slipped from her lips. “Eleanor, I love you!” 
 
    For a second Eleanor looked down on her with a stunned expression then her face lit up with happiness. “Oh Lucy, I love you also, my perfect girl!”

  

 
   
    The End? 
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