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Scarlett is swept away to a country manor, unsure of what lies ahead. With only a vague description as a helper for an upper class household, she knows that her role is something mysterious. But she has no idea what is in store. Her new position is more than just serving.

The Duke and Duchess need her help in their bedroom. And moreover, the sexual proclivities that the Duke enjoys, lend themselves to experiences that Scarlett has never encountered in the past.

Experiences that test the limits of her virtue, and show her how newly acquired sexual skills can create lust inside a man beyond measure.

When she finds out the Duchess is enjoying her own pleasure, there is only one way to achieve her goal. Bring all the parties together somehow, and that creates an encounter that she never could have expected.  


If you are interested in your own custom erotic story, I am available for commissions:

Find me on Twitter: @vickieverotica

Find me on my website: www.vickievaughan.ca

Join my newsletter and receive promotions and free beta copies of upcoming books!

I genuinely love my readers and hope that we can connect! It’s been a while since I’ve been able to publish, so please let me know if you enjoyed this story by leaving a review where you found it!


CHAPTER ONE

The mild vibration of the carriage underneath her had lulled her to sleep, but when she felt a hard bump from the road, Scarlett startled awake. After travelling for over a day, it was normal to finally succumb to the rhythm of the road, but as soon as she awoke, her mind began racing again. It was a new day, and she knew well that her new life was about to begin once she arrived at their destination.

Not knowing where she was going except that it was a massive estate known only as Grandview, she’d been hired as part of a decidedly odd interview process by a woman who could have passed for the head of a nunnery without the black habit. It was a simple servant job, of course, but the promise of free living and board was very enticing, and that she would be exposed to higher society was also a thrill.

The only odd part of the interview she’d been through was that they took a full account of her figure, asking her to take down her hair and some personal questions about her health. Even a few questions about her sexual proclivities. When she’d simply decided to be open and answer rather than refuse, the woman interviewing her clucked and adding something to her register.

Smoothing down her dress, she looked out of the carriage window at the countryside rolling by. There were other estates scattered around the vast green fields, but the space between properties alone could have swallowed her small town twice over. When the advertisement had been placed for a servant, Scarlett was happy just to be asked to come in for an interview. Informed she was hired for the job, she was only given a day to tie up her affairs and then pack.

Not that packing took much. The dress she had on was the finest one she possessed and had been used for every formal occasion since she was a teenager. With her parents passed away and no family close besides an elderly aunt, she had spent her teenage years and the beginning of adulthood trying to take care of her older relative and also avoid the idea of what might happen once she was truly alone.

The new position seemed like an excellent opportunity to possibly move to a new place and gain some skills. Maybe a nanny position. Maybe something else eventually running a household. There had been no details about the position she was hired for beyond that she would care for a Duke.

Once she had her aunt’s affairs taken care of and somebody to take over for her, it was almost sudden how fast she’d been whisked away into the carriage. Even her driver had barely grunted as she climbed inside. Watching her old town fade away into the countryside meant she was truly heading for a new life, and one that she was excited to begin. Nervous, of course, but Scarlett was determined that this was the start of a grand new adventure. At least, that was what kept running through her mind.

What could she expect in her new home? The position was slightly vague in that it asked for a servant to the head of the household, but it had all been arranged by the woman of the house, apparently. The compensation was generous for somebody doing basic duties, which could be expected of the higher society positions. Scarlett just hoped that she wouldn’t end up washing dishes in a dank basement kitchen. Although even that would be a step up from being a nursemaid, frankly.

The carriage slowed slightly and then turned onto a long winding path, which must have been the beginning of the estate. A long fence encompassed both sides, stretching out to an incredible distance. It looked like the duke and duchess possessed a massive amount of land. Even travelling up the road towards what must have been the main house seemed like it took a very long time.

When she saw it, Scarlett almost gasped out loud. The home was one of the most opulent things she’d ever seen up close. Of course, there were some wealthy people in her small town, but this home made theirs look like shacks in comparison. Like the fence at the entrance, it seemed like it stretched on forever. Tall brick with elegant windows dotting the surface and a round path in front branching off into paths following the length of the mansion.

Her driver stopped in front of what must have been the main entrance. At least Scarlett hoped so, because if this was the house for the servants, then the main house would be the size of a medieval castle. There was nobody out front to greet her, and once the carriage stopped, her driver dismounted without a word and climbed onto the carriage to retrieve her bag.

“Thank you very much.” Scarlett nodded as he dropped it on the ground in front of her. A man of few words, it seemed. Barely a grunt, and then he moved back to the driver’s seat. While Scarlett turned around, she heard the horse’s nicker and the sounds of hoofbeats leaving down the path.

The elegant sweeping front entrance was buttressed by two massive pillars. It was grander than any place she’d ever been inside, unless you counted churches. A door that dwarfed her loomed with a massive handle and brass knocker that she used. The booming of the knocker echoed through the air.

Quickly, the door creaked open, and an older man peered out. “May I help you?”

“My name is Scarlett, good sir. I was asked to come by the Duchess of the house to join your staff. If you please, I didn’t know if there was a servant’s quarters to arrive to? This is where the driver left me.” She attempted to be as demure as possible. First impressions meant a lot. Of that, she was sure. Especially in this type of environment.

He sniffed. “Ah, yes. The new girl. The Duchess told us you would arrive today. Please, come in. You can leave your…things…there.” His air was haughty, and he waved at the floor in the front vestibule. “Grace will take them to your room. I will fetch the Duchess for you. Wait inside here, please. Do not wander about.” She stiffened, knowing the command was meant to be followed. Well, she would have to get used to people ordering her about.

Scarlett walked inside the massive front hallway covered with a dark floor that looked like the finest stone possible. The ceilings seemed like they were a mile high, dotted with massive wooden beams. Along each wall was a candelabra for light in the evenings, with enough candles to start a massive fire in her old home. Along from the room were openings she was tempted to peek into, but he’d told her to stay put, so she let her feet remain rooted, not wanting to tempt fate.

The man who had greeted her didn’t bother to introduce himself, instead walking away down the long hallway stretching out beside a massive spiralling flight of stairs. Along the stairwell were large portraits, obviously of other members of the family. Many of them looked quite old.

He looked back at her. “You may follow.” Another haughty sniff. Scarlett quickly hurried to catch up to him, still awestruck by the decorations and lush pieces scattered in the massive home. Glancing to her left, she saw a library with books towering towards the ceiling, more than she’d seen in her entire life.

The man paused outside another doorway. “Duchess? The new girl is here.” He emphasized the word girl as if it was something he’d scraped off his shoe.

“Thank you.” A woman walked out of the doorway and Scarlett immediately knew, just from her aura, she was the true leader of the household. Nothing to do with the way the man bowed and scuttled away, of course. Her hair was impeccably styled on her head with a gorgeous ribbon adorning it along with earrings that had stones shining in the sun’s light coming through the windows.

But it was the steely gaze in her eyes. And the fact she was stunningly beautiful. The dress she wore hugged her like a second skin with the bodice well laced, pushing up her cleavage. Her hourglass figure was curved in every place possible. She was slightly older than Scarlett, but carried herself in a way that made the other woman drop her eyes immediately. There was no mistaking that this was the Duchess.

“You must be Scarlett.” She sniffed, just as the other man had. “Please, welcome to our home. Follow me.”

Home? This was bordering on a palace. The woman led her further down the hallway.

“So, what is to be my role here?” Scarlett figured she would get right to the point. She could see other servants in the house’s background as the two women walked through it. Was she to be a servant like them?

“You are here for a specific reason.” The duchess paused and then walked further into a massive great room. There was nobody else present. She walked to a settee and then sat down, folding her elegant dress underneath her. Scarlett stood in front of her, having not been invited to sit down herself. The silence was almost palpable as her new employer seemed to study her.

“Whatever that reason may be, I’m happy to be a part of your household.” Scarlett offered. She kept her eyes down. It had been taught to her it was the best way to address members of the upper class.

“Excellent.” She sniffed. “I think you will do nicely. Your role is to service my husband when and if he ever needs it.”

Scarlett was surprised. Normally the role of a butler was given to men, especially when dealing with things like helping men with their clothes and taking care of their daily business. “Service him, madam? Normally I help ladies with that type of thing?”

She wrinkled her brow. “Perhaps I was unclear. Your role is to service him. Sexually. When and if he ever requires it. His tastes are slightly…unconventional. My role as his wife is to appear with him and be a proper partner, but I cannot take care of his needs. That will be your position.”

Scarlett was shocked. Was she to be a prostitute? It was wholly unexpected, and she felt like she had been slapped in the face. Taking a deep breath, her mind was racing. “My lady, this is not what I intended at all with this position. I feel as if you have lured me out here under false pretenses. I am not…” she lowered her voice even thought they were alone. “…a lady of illicit means.”

“I am aware of that.” The Duchess clipped back sharply. “If I hired a regular woman who services men, both of us would know and so would the rest of the staff.” She paused.

“I understand that this is somewhat odd, but your countenance and figure are perfect for my husband. I’m more than willing to increase your rate of pay, which is already generous. In fact, consider it doubled.”

A deep breath hit Scarlett’s throat. That would be more than enough money to pay her way to another city and begin some type of new life. If she accepted, it would mean that nobody would have to be any the wiser. All she had to do was give herself over to a man with some kind of unconventional tastes sexually.

Scarlett was slightly curious. It wasn’t as if she was any type of prude, in fact just the opposite when she was in private company. But this type of arrangement was unfamiliar. “Ma’am…may I ask what type of unconventional tastes?” she was slightly worried that it might be harmful.

“I would prefer he let you know that. Are you willing to take the position? You know of the pay I have now offered and I believe it is quite generous. You also receive free board and lodging and the run of the grounds while you are here.”

Scarlett was taken slightly aback. Servant was one thing, but a sexual servant? She wasn’t a prostitute. Before she could protest, the duchess raised her hand as if she knew what the next comment would be.

“I understand this is possibly not what you expected. As a result, if you choose to leave, I will arrange a carriage back to town for you. But if you like, I can elaborate on the situation, and I will be open and honest with you.”

Taking that as a good sign, Scarlett nodded. “Thank you, ma’am. I would appreciate that.”

The duchess stood up and walked to one of the massive windows overlooking a garden that was bursting with flowers. “Don’t worry, you are not here as some kind of prostitute or concubine. You’re here to help our household regain what it once was. My husband used to be a vital man, capable of making brilliant decisions and taking care of our household. However, lately…” she paused, looking down. “…we have been trying to have a child. And he cannot perform, at least with me.”

Scarlett felt a pang of emotion. A wife would have a hard time being rejected, and of course bearing children was likely something they desired for their family.

She cleared her throat and continued. “As of late, he has been quite unhappy, it seems. And he has expressed that having a new female companion might help to resolve his…issues. When he explained everything to me as far as he understood it, we…well, I…decided to try to hire someone to help him get out of the doldrums. To in a sense…wake him back up.”

Her mind was racing. This was an ideal situation, to be sure, but to give herself to a man she barely knew? And unconventional tastes. There was no way of knowing what that might entail. Still, it was enticing. And she knew the Duke was a highly attractive man. Unable to perform? It seemed odd, especially with a wife that was so incredibly beautiful. “Am I to…let him get me pregnant, my lady?” That was one step she wasn’t willing to take. To carry another man’s child.

The Duchess frowned. “No. Absolutely not. However, what I am hoping is that you can revive him enough in order to get me pregnant.” Her expression softened again, and she stood up, walking to one of the massive windows and looking outside. “I never thought that the man I fell in love with would not be able to perform with me. So, this is my last resort. You, I hope, will be a way to find out exactly what he needs and then I can become the wife and mother I have hoped for.”

Scarlett had encountered a few men who could not perform and had always managed to at least satisfy them somehow. It wasn’t like men were challenging to arouse, typically.

“What are to be my living arrangements?”

“You will have your own quarters. Take meals with the servants. Otherwise, besides your…duties…you will have free reign of the household. I might ask for assistance if needed.”

“That would be no problem, my lady.” Scarlett nodded.

“Does that mean you will stay? I will have Crawford take you to your room and we can introduce you to the Duke at dinner.”

“I…I guess so, my lady.” She didn’t know how to say no. The confession she’d just heard, plus the idea of her life being completely changed, was too much to turn down. Heading back to the village and trying to find employment after what was being offered was too much to think about. “I will try.”

“Excellent. Follow me, please.” They walked out of the drawing room and suddenly almost bumped into a massive man. “Oh, Crawford! How nice to see you.” The Duchess said. Scarlett saw a gorgeous black man who looked like he had been chiseled out of stone. His tight shirt showed muscles bulging from his shoulders and arms and he towered over both of them, even as he bowed his head.

“My lady. Ladies. I was about to tend to carrying in the delivery from town.” The man said. Scarlett noted quickly that the Duchess ran her eyes up and down the man appraisingly, and they both smiled at each other as if quite familiar. A tension appeared between them, one that Scarlett noted even though she was new to the household.

“Would you mind showing our new girl Scarlett to her living quarters? The mauve room is hers.” The Duchess said. Asking permission of a servant? Apparently, this man had quite the station in the house somehow. Scarlett wondered how he had attained such a position.

And what was she about to experience? Her literal job was to seduce the Duke. The first premise made her wonder if it was even possible, but then what was she going to experience in terms of the behaviors that the Duchess had inferred? Following Crawford up the stairs, she resolved herself that if things seemed at all that the two had anything sinister in mind, she would leave immediately.

However, for the time being, it was going to be quite enjoyable to have a position. Whatever that might look like.


CHAPTER TWO

When dinner began, Scarlett was asked to serve the meal by the Duchess and was quickly introduced to her husband. It was apparent right away that he knew exactly what she was there for, but as a true gentleman, he did not let on at all, choosing instead to greet her with grace and politeness. He was middle-aged but not unattractive, and as far as she could tell, his health was fine.

It was quite curious why she was even there. After dinner, one of the other servants told her that the Duke was expecting her in his chambers and she became nervous quickly. They would be alone, and that meant that he would likely expect her sexual duties to begin immediately. What was going to happen to her?

She took a deep breath before entering the room. Whatever the Duchess had planned for her and the Duke to do, he was also part of it, and she was nervous about what he might demand. Was he going to be cruel to her? Possibly ask her to do things she was unfamiliar with?

Her knock on the large wooden door was answered with a simple. “Enter, please.” Walking into the bedroom, she saw an opulent display, just like the rest of the house. Furniture scattered across a massive open space with a large window that took up almost an entire wall.

“Ah, the new girl.” He said. Scarlett nodded. “Come in, please.” He was seated on a couch with a book in his hand. The man was quite attractive. Short cropped dark hair that was obviously done by a proper barber and his clothes fit him perfectly. The biggest thing Scarlett always noticed about upper society was that their clothes were always clean. She supposed that was part of what she’d be learning about.

“Pleased to meet you again, my Lord.” She dropped into a curtsey and the Duke nodded at her with pursed lips. “They told me that you wanted to see me. And your wife indicated I would be available anytime you preferred.”

“My wife. Yes. In name, at least.” He looked over at the window and Scarlett wasn’t sure how to react to his statement. It was melancholy at best. “Scarlett, is it?”

“Correct, my Lord.”

“There’s no need to call me Lord.” He sniffed. “Sir or Edward is fine.” Scarlett nodded.

“Yes, sir.” It was better to keep things formal, she suspected. There could be no illusions of what she was there for, especially because of the circumstances the Duchess had explained. “Is there anything you require right now? The Duchess informed me you have needs I am supposed to indulge.”

“Not at the moment, Scarlett. But can you tell me a bit about yourself? After all, if we are going to be…” he paused. “…working together, I assume you have some experience with attending to someone?”

The question had a double innuendo. And Scarlett knew it was better to be honest. “Actually, no sir, I do not. This is my first employ of this type.”

The Duke laughed. “Well, leave it to my wife to throw a girl in the fire right away.” He looked at her, still smiling. “As much as we have an odd arrangement, my wife means the best for me. I hope we will get along well together, considering the circumstances.”

“I do as well, sir.” Scarlett bowed her head.

“My wife seems to think I need some help. But do not take that as to mean you are required to do anything you do not choose.” He said with a stern expression on his face. “I am not an ogre, ravaging women against their will. If you choose to continue, then I will embrace you as if you are any of the other members of the household.”

Just slightly differently. “Thank you, my-sir.” He nodded again.

“You are quite attractive.” The Duke said, approaching her. “I am fond of long hair. Please take it down.” Scarlett reached behind her and allowed her hair to fall out of the tie that held it. It cascaded down her shoulders. “Beautiful.” He said, stroking it lightly. It was almost affectionate, which was slightly confusing.

“Now, remove my clothing.” He murmured. Scarlett quickly grabbed his shirt, lifting it over his head and then the Duke undid his pants, allowing them to fall down. She quickly gathered his things, and then, as she put them aside, she saw he was naked. He was in excellent shape for an older gentleman.

“Kneel in front of me.”

She knelt in front of him, looking up at his naked torso. His cock remained flaccid. Reaching out with her hand, she massaged him gently. “My lord…is there anything you would like me to do?” His cock remained fairly soft, even though she knew she was giving him the proper amount of stimulation. The men she had been with in the past usually became rock hard when she stroked them.

“Ah…yes, that’s nice.” His penis reacted, but still would only lengthen slightly and become semi-hard in her hand. “That’s good. Now, please put it in your mouth.”

It was so formal; it was unlike any sexual encounter Scarlett had ever had. She was used to men just tearing her clothes off and being rough, not asking permission or saying please for her to perform acts they wanted. Somehow, that made it easier to slip her mouth over the head of his cock and suck gently. As she did, he moaned softly, and his cock became harder. “Perfect…that is wonderful. Keep sucking…get me nice and hard with your mouth.”

Asking her to do it and getting him hard seemed to be the challenge. Scarlett closed her eyes and put more pressure on his shaft, using her tongue to tease the head of his cock, and then wrapped her hand around the base, stroking him slowly. Within a short time, finally he was fully erect, and his length was filling her lips, stretching her cheeks and touching the base of her tongue as she continued to lick and suck.

“You are…very good at this, Scarlett.” He sighed as she continued to engulf him with her lips. “Very, very good.” She almost giggled, as it was as if he was giving her approval, like a schoolgirl reciting a lesson to a teacher. His hand lightly stroked her hair.

However, suddenly he seemed to go rigid and then his penis softened slightly. Even though she was still doing her best to stimulate him, it was losing turgidity and, within a bit of time, he’d lost his erection completely.

Even putting him back into her mouth and sucking hard, using her tongue, seemed to do no good. He sighed and stepped back. “I shall need some time, apparently.”

Scarlett was surprised. And mildly also embarrassed that she could not garner a reaction from a man. Such a thing had never happened to her. “I’m sorry I am not to your liking, sir.”

He sighed. “It is not that, Scarlett. There is just no desire there. At least…” he paused, looking down.

“Sir?” she asked. It seemed ridiculous to be kneeling in front of him and asking him what she could do, but what he said next shocked her.

“I need you to berate me.” Her eyes widened. Did he just state he wanted to be berated? “Tell me I am not a man.”

Scarlett took a deep breath. Perhaps the Duke’s mind was only given to thoughts of being lesser somehow. It was worth giving him what he was asking for. She made her gaze steely, and then stood up.

“You are not a man.” Scarlett said. “You can’t even perform with a woman, can you?” The Duke’s face flushed with embarrassment, but Scarlett saw his cock twitch. Perhaps this was exactly what the Duchess was talking about. The Duke possibly needed some unconventional means in order to attain an erection. And keep it so that he could penetrate her. “Your cock can barely be seen. I can’t believe you could even penetrate a woman with that.”

He groaned, but his dick was growing. Scarlett knelt back down in front of him. “My word, this is simply pathetic. You have nothing that could please me. Even if I were to get this tiny little acorn hard, it could never satisfy anyone.”

His cock was continuing to grow. Truthfully, it was a decent size. And quite attractive. Being so close to a man who was struggling with his engorgement had Scarlett aroused as well. Her nipples felt like every time they brushed against her shift, they sent a little ripple of pleasure down her body. Reaching out, she took him in her hand and stroked slowly. “See, I can barely hold on to it. Pathetic.”

“I…I am pathetic.” The Duke moaned. “I cannot perform with a woman.”

Scarlett slipped the erection into her mouth, enjoying that it was hard, and she could feel the heat on her tongue. A few brief sucks and then she withdrew. “I can barely feel it, my Lord. Are you certain that you are actually a man?” He shuddered in her hand. Scarlett gave him a few more licks and then leaned back.

“What should we do with something so pathetic? I cannot even think about pleasing myself with something so useless.” Her hand continued to move, and she was rewarded with a bead of his seed emerging from the hole in his turgid cock. A quick lick and the Duke gasped.

“You must punish me.” He finally said. “I have wronged you with my presence.”

Punish him? Scarlett had heard about such a thing and also that some of her friends had experienced it the other way around. Many men were rough when they enjoyed the company of a woman. But for the woman to do it to him? “You are correct. You have wronged me horribly. How shall I punish such a stupid, pathetic man?”

The Duke turned around and knelt on the bed beside them. His skin was glowing, and his cock was rigid between his legs. Scarlett wondered if he wanted her to penetrate him somehow. But then his intentions became obvious as she stood up and approached him. He bent down and stuck his ass up in the air.

“Strike me there.” He hissed. “Hard.”

Scarlett raised her hand, hesitating to hit the person who was paying her. But the duchess had told her that the situation would be unconventional. She let her hand lash out and slapped him on the bare cheek offered to her. Hard enough to cause it to bloom with red. He gasped and suddenly his cock twitched.

“Again! Please, Mistress, I deserve to be punished!” he gasped.

Taking the other side, it also flushed with red heat as her hand struck it not once, but twice. Every smack of her hand on his buttock seemed to spur him on even more.

“Harder.” He remained bent over and put his head down. “You can do it harder.”

Scarlett hesitated. Spanking a man was one thing, and she had heard that some men enjoyed it. But actually beating him like a mule was something else entirely. He lay there, breathing hard and his rosy ass cheek winking at her.

With a quick movement, she lashed out with the flat of her hand and struck him even harder. He gasped again and cried out. “Again!” She watched his hand creep between his legs, and he stroked his cock, that was now fully erect again.

Lashing out again, she felt an exhilaration at what she was doing to him. The tables had been turned. Instead of her being used for a man’s pleasure, instead the way he was asking her to abuse and control him had her breath coming in quick gasps. She could feel a hot flush coursing through her veins with every blow. It felt powerful.

His loud cry with every strike of her hand only made Scarlett more excited, and she could feel how much when she slid her own hand between her legs and felt the slick wetness there that was coating her inner thighs. With her heart racing as to what she was experiencing, she hadn’t even noticed that she was intensely aroused, so much so that just touching herself sent a shockwave through her body.

Suddenly he flipped himself over and grabbed his own cock that was sticking straight up, harder than Scarlett had ever seen one. The veins were pumping blood, and it was engorged with red heat as he masturbated furiously in front of her. As she watched, he looked desperately at her and cried out. “Hit me. Hit me there!”

Her hand trembling, she knew what he was asking her to do, but beating a man while he masturbated in front of her had her own blood roaring in her ears and she almost stopped herself. Trying to desperately give him what he was craving, she let the tips of her fingers flick out and strike him on his shaking balls and he gasped, pumping harder. “Again!”

With her slick hand fiercely masturbating her pussy, her other hand lashed out and struck him again, and this time his back arched and he let out a guttural cry that echoed through the room. His hand stopped, and she watched with a dry mouth as his cock fountained a massive spurt of white into the air, landing on his stomach and cock while a slick, wet sound came from his hand. She had seen nothing like it before.

Before she could even think, a rush went through her own body and a delicious spasm came from her loins, sending hard shudders through her and she realized she was going to let go of her own desire. It came like a sudden train rumbling through her body and then washed over her as she gasped loudly; her legs almost buckling while she watched her employer’s cock jettison another spurt of hot cream onto his body.

His entire body twitched as he slowed his hand, the last few drops of his essence leaking out of the head of his member. Writhing on the sheets, he was giving small mewls of satisfaction. She had to join him, her body feeling the most exhilaration she’d felt during a sexual encounter in a long time.

Giving a few more contended sighs, he opened his eyes and nodded so that she would release him. “Please, give me a cloth.” It was almost said matter of factly, as if he was quite used to cleaning himself up when he was finished with his sexual enjoyment.

She walked quickly to the bureau and retrieved a cloth, dipping it into the bowl of water that was beside it. When she returned to the bed, he seemed quite content with what had happened between them. Scarlett realized she was quite satisfied as well.

“Did you enjoy that, my Lord?” He smiled and nodded, moving back on the sheets. His thin body was covered with his white seed, and Scarlett wiped it from his skin. Now that her role as his conqueror was over, it felt natural to enter back into the role of servant for him. And she could tell that he appreciated it when he squeezed her hand with affection.

“My wife…my wife would never entertain the notion of these sorts of things. What you just did for me was perfect. It was incredibly satisfying. Thank you.”

“May I ask you a question?”

“Please. Ask away.” He slid further up on the bed. Scarlett looked at him and saw that in the moments he was being open and frank with her, he was much more attractive. She could see why the Duchess had affection for him, even if his sexual proclivities were different.

“Why have you not had other partners do that before me? I mean…if you were to tell your wife about your desires?” it was only implied, but Scarlett had known a few men who were intimate in odd ways. Of course, it wasn’t widely accepted, especially by upper society, but it was definitely possible for him to find a partner who could do what he desired. Especially with someone as attractive as the Duchess.

“If anyone found out that I require my partner to dominate me, my entire fortune would possibly be forfeit if anyone found out. This is a way that rumours about my lack of prowess with my wife never see the light of day. All the servants think is that you’re a special servant that I can lie with and enjoy, like a man normally enjoys the company of a woman. And your performance was excellent.”

He was right. With the way their society was, while husbands encouraging their wives to be submissive or enjoy other men was somewhat common, it was never spoken about. And certainly, never flaunted unless the two wanted to be ostracized from the upper class. Something like the male taking the submissive role was truly taboo.

“Now, please leave my chamber. Be careful, and if anyone asks, there may be rumours afoot. Both the Duchess and I would prefer it if those rumours remained…conventional?” The implied agreement between them was obvious. If anyone asked, Scarlett would confess under duress that the man of the house had given her a proper sexual awakening and was a fantastic lover.

“Of course, my lord. You can count on my discretion.” He nodded and smiled at her. As she left his bedroom, Scarlett could only think back at what she had just done. It was titillating and exciting to perform, and the fact she had provided her new employer with so much satisfaction only hardened her resolve that there might be some way to change things between the Duke and his wife.

For now though, she knew her job was to observe, learn and satisfy. And that was exactly what she planned to do.


CHAPTER THREE

The household was run like a well oiled machine, thanks to the Duchess. After her first encounter with the Duke, Scarlett was asked to help with some duties due to a luncheon they were hosting, where she would be sure to meet some of the upper class friends of the household heads.

It was strange to see the husband and wife interact. On the surface, both of them were amiable with each other and showed nothing was awry at all between them. At least, not completely. She saw the occasional flash of anger between them and sometimes the Duchess took things out on some of the other staff, including Scarlett with a biting tongue.

That was completely normal, as far as she was concerned. It was simply part of the position she found herself in. And she was being well compensated for a little bit of tongue lashing once in a while.

The other staff seemed to simply accept her as one of them, and when the luncheon was on, she was serving things to the guests just like the rest of them. Even Crawford had been called into service to take care of the dozen or so people that attended the manor.

During the event Scarlett could only take note of the Duke and Duchess completely separated for the most part. It was as if there was a massive void between the husband and wife and nothing that could bring them together properly. Try as she might to engage both of them and liven up their moods, neither was very pleased at her attempts.

Her heart went out to the couple. There was a massive rift between them, something both accepted but could not have been difficult to engage with daily. The fact they already slept in separate quarters, even after only being married for a short time, was evidence of that.

Towards the end of the afternoon when the guests were finally leaving, Scarlett overheard an exchange between the Duchess and her husband. “I wish you would not speak of those things. They are so boorish!” The Duke had been telling stories about how he used to hunt regularly, and he seemed to be quite animated about it.

“Boorish? The mayor was rapt with attention. Perhaps it was just the fact that the soup was stale that was bothering you. The menu left a lot to be desired.” The Duke lashed back.

“That is not my concern.” His wife hissed. “These people you’ve hired.”

“I’ve hired? I am not party to anything that goes on around here, my lady.” His tone was just as biting as hers had been. There was definite frustration behind both of their tones. “Perhaps if I was, somewhat, I would not need the extra help you hired.”

Scarlett went tense. They were likely talking about her.

But the Duchess was relentless. “Perhaps if you were good at any part of being a man, you wouldn’t need her.” The Duke’s eyes went wide and Scarlett saw his fists tense. She was afraid he might strike his wife, but he simply turned and stalked away.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Crawford standing in another doorway looking at the Duchess with concern. Once he saw Scarlett was also privy to the conversation, he nodded at her and then grimly left the area. As she did.

Dinner was a sombre affair, with the Duchess taking her meal alone, and Scarlett could almost see the loneliness surrounding her. It definitely wasn’t unusual that she took meals on her own without her husband. He was likely still licking his wounds after the conflict.

Later that evening, she was preparing to head to the Duke’s chamber and was surprised when she heard a knock at her door. Opening it, he was standing there. “I thought perhaps I’d come and see your quarters.” Stepping in, he looked around. “I trust they are comfortable enough for you.”

“They are. Sir.” Scarlett nodded. Perhaps tonight would take on a slightly different tone due to the situation with the Duchess. She resolved herself to simply listen and take her cues from him. “Have you spoken with the Duchess? I couldn’t help but hear that there was some trouble.”

“God, she can be a bit of a challenge sometimes.” Scarlett could hear from his voice that the Duke was upset with what had occurred. “I know the staff scatter like fall leaves when she’s in a mood like that.”

“Perhaps she needs to take a step back from a couple of her duties?” Scarlett said. “I can always offer to help more about the house and take some things off her plate.”

“Perhaps she needs to be put in her place.” He said somberly. The melancholy coming from him was obvious. Scarlett knew why he had come to her chamber, to simply have someone to talk to about how he felt. After all, there was really nobody in the household besides her and a few servants. She’d been struck already by how lonely their upper class life must have been without children.

But that gave Scarlett an idea.

“I think maybe you need to learn how to assert yourself more, if I may be so bold,” Scarlett suggested. “Edward.” His eyes flew open. It was the first time she’d referred to him by his first name, and she said it in an intentionally cheeky tone. An expression danced across his face.

She chose to push him further. “Edward, you are such a useless man. I am not surprised that your wife doesn’t respect you. Barely even comport yourself as a lord at all. You might as well be one of the servants.”

“You…you impudent little wench.” He finally said, and Scarlett laughed in his face.

“That’s the best retort you can come up with? Calling me a wench? You might as well just leave now. I have no interest in lying with a man who is such a mouse.” She turned her back on him and was thrilled when she felt him step closer to her and his hands grab her arms. Spinning herself around, she pressed her breasts against his chest and felt him pressing into her thigh, already aroused. “Unhand me! How dare you?”

Her hand came up and slapped him without even thinking. She gasped, suddenly alarmed at what she had done, but then his eyes briefly nodded at her, and Scarlett knew it was all going to be part of what brought him satisfaction. Shoving him away, Scarlett felt her own breath coming quick in her throat. “I can’t believe you would do such a thing as to lay hands on a lady. You must be punished for this!”  

He hung his head quickly. “My lady, I apologize. It is unseemly that I would behave in such a way. Do with me as you will.”

“You are such a useless cur.” Scarlett tried to keep her demeanour rigid, but it was difficult. She was excited that they were playing a role that she hadn’t been able to previously achieve. “Take your clothes off and I feel you need a good lashing.”

His clothes couldn’t have come off any faster. Standing there in front of her with his head hung again, his staff was rigid and full and pulsing with heat. The reaction his body had to being even mildly abused was apparent, and it was something that Scarlett now knew would be very difficult for any other woman to achieve. “Look at that. So pathetic. I can barely even see it.”

“I know, my lady. I have displeased you. Allow me to do whatever you require in order to make you content.” He said, still not making eye contact. But his cock did not diminish in the slightest.

Scarlett sat down on the bed. “Lie across me. I must spank you.” His eyes twinkled lightly as he looked up and then his heavy body moved across her legs, almost driving the breath out of her lungs. His ass stuck up perfectly, and Scarlett quickly gave it a light squeeze. “That is good, Edward. Now, do not speak as I punish you.”

Her hand slapped his cheek hard, and he gasped lightly. His hands were formed into fists and he was clutching at the bedclothes he could reach. She spanked him harder. Then again. His ass bloomed with rose red colour and as she continued to beat him with stroke after stroke, his cock flexed, pressing into her lap.

Finally, she was panting with breath and almost spent with fatigue, and she tapped him on the back. “Get off me. I require some rest.”

As the Duke slid off her, he moved between her legs and Scarlett was surprised when she felt his hands pry her legs apart. “What are you doing, sir?”

“Servicing you.” He said simply. “I want to service you, my lady.” He looked up at her with such earnest need that Scarlett was taken aback. For whatever reason, he felt she deserved to be pleasured, and with the state her body was in she was not about to turn him away. Spreading her legs, she felt him lean in and then his mouth was kissing up her inner thighs. It was exhilarating, something that she had rarely encountered with any man, and had never expected the Duke to even consider it.

His tongue dipped into her honey pot quickly and elicited a gasp from her throat. The sultry heat swiped up and down and his lips grabbed hers, sucking gently. The Duke moaned low in his throat, sending intense vibrations across her cleft and making her entire body shudder. There was a flow coming from her that was almost unnatural in its’ enthusiasm.

“My…Edward…oh…yes…YES!” she sighed, closing her legs around his head and pulling his hair to drive him further into her slit. He responded by sucking harder and finding her little bud of pleasure, flicking his tongue across it so that she was quickly gasping, realizing that he was about to send her into a swirling climax of lust. As she lay there gasping for breath, her hips bucked up into his face and she let out a loud wail as she let go of herself, completely undone by his skilled mouth.

He suddenly stood up, gripping his rigid member and jerking it feverishly. Scarlett could see that he was close to release, and as an incentive because of what he had just done, she tugged down her blouse and hefted her breasts. Without words he looked down and then his cock released a thick stream of white, splattering it across her naked chest and the Duke’s hips bucked hard as he almost fell into her with the force of his ejaculation.

Panting, Scarlett lay back slightly, and the Duke let his deflating cock go. The encounter had been quick, intense, and wholly satisfying to both of them. That was clear. He looked into her eyes. “I am sorry, my lady. I could not control myself.”

Scarlett looked at her chest, covered with ropes of sticky cream, and took a finger, drawing it across her chest. She offered it to him. “I must be cleaned. And you are the perfect person to do it.”

His body visibly shuddered. There was no chance that any woman had ever offered for him to consume himself off their body, but he leaned down and sucked her finger into his mouth, keeping a firm contact with his eyes as he did. It was the perfect ending to their sexual frenzy.

He sighed. “I feel so much better.”

Scarlett nodded. “Thank you, sir. I feel that was well needed after what you were going through.” He returned the nod, hastening to her wash basin and gathering a cloth.

“It was. And I thank you for it.” They were back to the regular banter they typically had, even though Scarlett was cleaning his seed off her naked breasts. He pulled on his clothing. “I will take my leave now. I’m sure my wife will require something soon, but now I will be able to resist throttling myself when I hear her voice.” He laughed.

As he finally left her chamber, Scarlett was still glowing with excitement. Every time she and the Duke were together, she discovered a new side of herself and a new way to give him pleasure. Now, the only issue was that she was not his wife. Just a hired hand who was unable to do more than just satisfy one moment at a time.

There had to be a way to bring the Duchess the same type of satisfaction somehow. As she cleaned herself up, Scarlett considered all the options, but was unable to achieve anything further.


CHAPTER FOUR

As the days and weeks progressed, Scarlett became another member of the household, almost drifting between duties. She wasn’t quite a servant, but also wasn’t anyone of a higher stature. As a result, she could move about the property as she wished and, if asked to do something, simply performed.

The Duke’s appetite for sexual pleasure was frequent enough, but not nightly. He seemed to be satisfied with letting her know when he had his needs.

Scarlett became skilled at the arts of punishment, even started enjoying it. He didn’t require anything beyond mild humiliation and light punishment, and she quickly learned what parts of his body were sensitive and provided him with the most pleasurable outcome.

Try as she might to engage the Duchess, the woman rebuffed her repeatedly, satisfied that her husband was satisfying himself with her. However unconventional, Scarlett still harboured a need to bring the two of them together somehow. Until one fateful evening, she discovered that there was a barrier in the way.

It was an evening that normally the Duke would have wanted her to join him, but she noticed he wasn’t at dinner and the Duchess ate alone with a sombre expression on her face.

Deciding to check on him after the meal, she knocked on the door and walked into his chamber. The dress she wore was perfectly designed to fall down her body with nothing else underneath it, since she knew likely it wouldn’t be on her for long. However, instead of waiting for her on the side of the bed, he was lying under the sheets. A cloth was over his forehead.

“Are you all right, my Lord?” Scarlett asked. “You look unwell.”

“I am taken with an illness tonight and do not require you to be here. You may retire to your room instead.” Scarlett nodded.

“Is there anything I can bring you, my Lord? Something to comfort you?”

“I have some medicine on the way, thank you.”

She backed out of the room and closed the door. It was intended that she spend a couple of hours in the room with him, so now that she wasn’t needed to fulfil her duties, she walked back to the servant’s area.

The massive house contained windows in every conceivable area that looked out into the gardens below. At night, there was a lovely glow from the lanterns and the house, along with the moonlight that she enjoyed seeing. As she stood at a window, she saw the Duchess, dressed only in a thin shift, walking across from the main house towards the woods.

Strange. There’s no reason for her to be entering the woods, and it could be dangerous. Yet the other woman was walking with obvious intention, and took a path that Scarlett did not recognize. She thought about opening the window and calling out, but something inside her told her she should remain silent. Instead, her curiosity got the best of her and she followed her employer. She hurried downstairs and out the side door, making sure that nobody had witnessed her leaving. The Duchess had headed out of the garden and was fairly easy to catch up to without being noticed.

As they crept through the woods, Scarlett following a clear distance behind, the Duchess knew exactly where she was going. She did not pause in her movements, or even look around to see if anyone might have seen her. When Scarlett emerged into a clearing, she saw that the other woman was approaching her destination.

There was a small stone house Scarlett recognized as one of the many outbuildings that scattered the massive property. It was likely used as a residence for one or more of the servants that they had in the house. She had never been to this one before as it was laid away from the main path along the back of the property, almost hidden in the thick woods and well away from the house itself.

The door opened and creaked shut, barely audible in the night air. Other sounds like crickets were audible and easily shielded Scarlett’s approach to the same house that the Duchess had just entered. What could she possibly be doing?

All she could hear was some type of noise coming from behind the window. It was ajar just enough to allow her to realize that it was the Duchess making the noises with a high-pitched sigh and something muffled. She crept up to the window and peered carefully inside.

In the dim light, it was difficult to see, but thankfully, she was aided by the fact it was also dark outside and her eyes barely needed to adjust. What she saw took her breath away.

The Duchess knelt in front of a man she recognized. It was Crawford. His muscular dark form towered over the other woman, but obviously he wasn’t frightened of her. In fact, it was the exact opposite. The servant was becoming the served, and Scarlett’s throat tightened further as she watched what the Duchess was doing with the gorgeous man.

Inside her mouth was a massive black penis, long and thick and in the dim light, clearly glistening with saliva. The woman had her mouth most of the way down it, her throat bulging with the effort and obviously quite skilled at performing oral services on her massive partner. She was sucking his cock, and it took Scarlett’s breath away to witness.

Crawford was leaning back against the furniture behind him, his legs spread and looking down at the woman sucking on him. As she continued to bathe his magnificent cock with her tongue, Scarlett gasped as he grabbed her by the hair and thrust his hips into her mouth. She could hear a gasping and choking sound and then the Duchess pulled her mouth off him, fighting for breath. But she had a smile on her face from the way the other man was abusing her mouth. Her shift was askew and Scarlett could see she was naked underneath.

Then Scarlett looked at his massive member. It was the longest and thickest cock she had ever seen. She almost marvelled at the idea that it could even fit inside a woman, and thinking about how it might feel penetrating her made her body instantly break out in shivers.

With a quick, powerful movement, Crawford grabbed her arm and roughly pulled her to her feet. Scarlett could see that the Duchess was smiling as he threw her onto the mattress near them, face down. With deliberate steps, he approached her and tugged at her dress, pulling it up to expose bare hindquarters. Scarlett was rapt with attention. The Duchess spread her legs eagerly and looked behind her with a lusty gaze.

He climbed onto the bed behind her and with his exposed cock grabbed her bare ass, spreading them with his hands. Normally Scarlett would have cried out because it was the exact way a man might rape a woman, but The Duchess had a broad smile on her face, and when Crawford entered her with a hard thrust, she cried out not in pain, but in what sounded like intense pleasure.

That was only reinforced by the way she pushed back into her black lover when he pushed forward, crying out with every hard beat of his hips into her behind. Again, Crawford grabbed her by the hair and she squealed even louder as he pulled her head back, a massive grin on her face while he took her like Scarlett had never seen before.

Oh my God. Scarlett knew she was witnessing another aspect of her new employers that would cause immense scandal within their society. As much as Crawford was gorgeous and very well refined, he was still a black man, and a white woman lying with one was strictly forbidden by many circles.

The Duchess pulled away from Crawford and waved at him. He was obviously experienced at what she wanted because he rolled onto the bed on his back. Again, his staff stuck straight up, almost impossibly long and hard. Scarlett had seen nothing like it before. Her own thighs were dripping with desire at the idea of having a man like that to enjoy rather than the one she had pleasured the night before.

His lover climbed on top and straddled him, and then she put him inside her, sinking down all the way with a loud cry that echoed out the window. At an almost feverish pitch, she moved up and down, making low noises in her throat with each push down that filled her.

She threw her head back, leaning her hands onto his massive thighs and Scarlett could see his massive black cock sliding inside her exposed sex, the lips spread unnaturally wide by his girth. Her mound of hair was dark, but trimmed to expose her just enough. As Scarlett continued to watch, the lady shuddered and cried out loudly, then as she lifted herself up, a flood of liquid squirted out of her slit, coating the man below her in clear fluid.

The Duchess wasn’t finished and turned herself over to present herself to her black lover again as she had before. Spreading her legs, she cried out loudly, “Get back inside me!” He gripped her hips with his massive hands and then his thickness penetrated her again. With one thrust, he went deeper than Scarlett could have thought possible, and she screamed out loud again.

There was an urgency between them now, and Crawford spanked her hard on her posterior, the crack making a sharp noise in between the sounds of skin slapping together. Both parties were now moaning and breathing hard in loud pants.

Scarlett watched, still enraptured. Her hand crept between her legs to find her sex swollen and aching for attention, and she managed to slowly play with herself while she watched the spectacle in front of her. It was far beyond any sexual act she had ever witnessed between two lovers.

With a loud bellow, Crawford gripped her fleshy hips and pulled her back into him. The Duchess gasped and cried out to herself, and Scarlett watched him pump his hips without withdrawing. She knew exactly what was happening, and it made her shiver again.

Oh my God. She took his seed inside her. As much as having affairs was frowned upon, taking a black man inside her and then having his child was entirely something else. Her opening dripped with his hot white fluid, pooling on the sheets underneath her as she moaned and writhed in obvious pleasure.

Crawford slid off the bed, walking to another room. He returned quickly with a towel and lifted her legs, placing it underneath her bare ass. The Duchess sighed. “Oh my…Crawford, you always outdo yourself every time.”

He nodded. “Happy to be of assistance, milady.” His thick penis swung between his legs, still looking impossibly mammoth to Scarlett’s eyes. She couldn’t believe what she had just witnessed. Not only was the woman of the house lying with a servant, but she had also taken his seed inside her as well. It was beyond a scandal. And it was also completely breathtaking watching the two of them together.

The Duchess leaned forward and took him into her mouth again, licking his thickness with enthusiasm. As she did, Crawford turned his head and glanced over at the window. His eyes went wide as he locked eyes with Scarlett.

Quickly she ducked down and crawled backwards, feeling the brush underneath her crackle and break. It was impossible to be silent. All she could hope for was that Crawford hadn’t seen her properly and was far too busy to come after her.

“What are you looking at?” She heard the Duchess say.

“Nothing.” He answered. “I heard something, but it sounded like a deer. If I can tomorrow, I’ll see if I can track it down. It would bring us some fantastic venison.”

Scarlett could hear the Duchess moving around. “That would be ideal. Please make sure that you do so.”

Even though the mistress of the manor had just been thoroughly enjoyed by her servant, it was obvious their roles did not change post coitus. Within moments, the Duchess was dressed and Scarlett had to scramble into the shadows as the older woman emerged from the cabin and hurried down the path she had come from.

Crawford followed her out to the front and scanned the forest with his eyes. Thanks to her hiding place, there was no way he could see Scarlett and eventually he went back inside and shut the door. She sat there for a few moments to make sure it was safe to move again. There was no way of knowing what the man might do if he discovered she had witnessed the affair.

Walking back to the manor quickly, she made sure that there were no witnesses to her sneaking back into the main house. She hoped the Duke wouldn’t bother mentioning to his wife that Scarlett had not been in his chamber that night. Although it would be easy to make up an excuse why she wasn’t in her quarters.

Her mind was racing. The lady of the house who had hired her was having an affair. And not only an affair, but one with one of the servants. It would be an incredible scandal if it was ever found out. But after seeing Crawford and the Duchess together, Scarlett could understand her lust. He was the most impressively hung man she had ever seen.

But her role in the household was to help the Duke. And suddenly, she had an idea how that might be possible. All she had to find out was how to arrange things. That would take some fine tuning in order to be careful, but after watching Crawford and the Duchess together, her employer was a very sexual woman.

Four people, all in relations with each other for the wrong reasons. All she had to do was bring them all together and perhaps they could all receive precisely what they needed.


CHAPTER FIVE

The next morning, Scarlett was deep in thought about what she had witnessed between the Duchess and another member of the servants in the household. She supposed that what was good for the Duke might also be good for the Duchess, and it wasn’t her place to judge what was happening. She simply had a job to do.

Resolving to keep herself silent about what she had witnessed, she went about her regular day until, in the afternoon, she was summoned to the parlour. Her mind was racing, wondering if the Duchess had discovered that Scarlett had seen where she was last night.

“Scarlett. Please, sit down.” She was dressed in another gorgeous blue gown that hugged her ample curves. “I wish to discuss things with you and hear about how things are proceeding with my husband.”

“My lady, I feel like the Duke and I are…getting along quite well.” How was it possible to describe what was going on in the bedroom with another woman’s husband?

“Are you making progress with his situation?” she asked bluntly. “Is he able to perform?”

Scarlett hesitated, but then she nodded. “He is.”

The Duchess’s eyes darted to the window and Scarlett saw a flash of melancholy. Her heart was heavy at the fact that she had just informed a wife that her husband could perform with another woman instead of the woman he purportedly loved.

However, it was clear from what she had witnessed between the Duchess and Crawford that she had her own matters well in hand and was learning how to satisfy herself. So, while their household was unconventional, Scarlett had become a part that made everything work a little better.

“My husband says that you perform your duties very well. We are both appreciative of your efforts. You may visit him whenever you like.” She sniffed.

Scarlett bowed her head, knowing that it was best to be subservient to the woman of the house. “Thank you. I am happy that you are both satisfied.” She paused. “My lady, if I may be so presumptuous?”

The Duchess sniffed. “You may.”

“I believe that maybe there is a way to reconnect yourself and the Duke. Perhaps I am speaking out of station, but I know he loves you deeply.”

She looked pensive for a moment, almost as if in conflict. “I know he does. I am just unable to please him sexually, and that is fine.” There was the unspoken moment about her having her own lover, of course, but Scarlett wasn’t about to reveal that she knew. Or that she wanted to enjoy the same treatment from Crawford as the Duchess received. After all, women were territorial. “You should continue your duties, as we both need them.”

“My lady, what I am saying is that there may be a way that I can help you learn how the Duke prefers-”

Her eyes suddenly flashed with anger. “Do not presume to think that you can teach me about my husband. I will not have some servant girl come into my home and try to undermine my position. Is that clear?”

Scarlett bowed her head quickly. Whatever the couple needed to work out, the Duchess would have to come to her own conclusions and meet the Duke in another way. For the meantime, at least. She wasn’t about to risk her job by pushing the agenda that she knew might solve the problem. “Of course, my lady. I apologize for my rudeness.”

“Good.” The Duchess said, turning back to the window. “You may leave.”

Scarlett headed to her bedchamber and tried to calm her nerves. There was so much happening within the closed doors of the mansion that the two principal residents did not know about. Especially about each other.

Ever since she’d witnessed Crawford and the Duchess together, she had seen the other woman in a new light. The light of a woman being absolutely ravaged by a gorgeous man with a massive penis. After even just seeing it, she’d had fantasies about the same thing. Her time with the Duke was adequate, actually more than adequate, but what she’d seen was genuine passion between two lovers. It was something she missed. And craved.  

Scarlett needed to experience it on her own. She crept out of the manor and walked through the path, allowing the moon to light the way towards the building she had seen the Duchess and Crawford sharing. As she approached the house, she could see there was a flickering light in the window, showing that he was inside.

Her knock was light, and the door opened quickly, Crawford giving her a startled expression. “My lady Scarlett? What brings you to my cabin at night? Is everything all right at the house?”

She nodded and quickly stepped inside. Her mind was racing with nervous thoughts, knowing what she was about to experience. The ebony man loomed over her with his powerful physique, his skin glowing in the light of the lanterns scattered around the cabin. There was a pot on the stove that was bubbling. “Everything is fine, Crawford. I’m here because…I didn’t want to interrupt your dinner.” She finally said nervously.

“It is no matter.” He removed the pot. There was a delicious smell in the air. “Would you like something to eat?”

Well, yes, in a way. Scarlett almost giggled. “I’m not here for that.”

Crawford looked at her carefully. “Ah. What are you here for, then?”

“I’m here to talk about you and the Duchess.” Scarlett finally confessed. “I saw her coming here a couple of nights ago and couldn’t resist following.” His eyes went wider than usual, and Scarlett knew he was quickly thinking of a way to deny what she had seen. Finally, he sighed.

“I know you witnessed us together. You must have been the noise that we heard outside the cabin?” He said, “And you also must know that I would prefer that you tell no one about what you witnessed.”

“Actually, I guess the Duchess would prefer it.” Scarlett said. “It would be quite the scandal.”

“Precisely. With my station in the house, it would also mean the end of my employment. Or worse. I bear you no ill will. I simply want to remain here employed as I have been.”

Scarlett had already decided about what she wanted. She now had all the leverage in the world to ask him to do anything for her. And there was one specific thing that she really wanted. To experience a man like him for herself, servicing her just like she had watched him service the Duchess.

“You needn’t worry. I have no plans to reveal anything to anyone. However…” she let her eyes drop. “I hoped I might ask you one thing.”

He sighed with relief. “Anything, mistress.”

“What you did with The Duchess. Have you two been lovers for long?”

His face frowned. “A while. She said that my services were needed because her husband was…not fulfilling his manly duties.”

“Do you enjoy her?”

“I do…somewhat. She can be quite demanding.” He laughed. “As you know. I think we are kindred spirits somewhat in that regard.”

Scarlett smiled. He was correct in that assumption. “They are both very interesting people.”

“So, Scarlett, if you’re here to reveal that you know of my secret, what can I do in order to make sure that it is never revealed? You know what would happen if anyone found out.”

She knew she needed to reassure him. “You needn’t worry. I have no interest in taking you away from your…duties. Except…” her heart quickened slightly. Her thighs were already throbbing at the idea of what she was about to suggest.

“What would you like?”

She took a deep breath. “Can I see it? Your…penis. It was quite impressive.”

A wry smile slid across his face, and Crawford nodded. “Of course, my lady. I would be happy to let you see it.”

Taking hold of the laces holding his pants together, he undid them and then slid his breeches down. As soon as he did, his massive cock hung down between his strong thighs. Even flaccid, it was truly impressive. The length was obvious even while he wasn’t aroused. He looked at her. “Is this what you wanted to see?”

Scarlett was overtaken with lust as soon as she saw it. Her time with the lord of the house had been entertaining, but this was entirely different. Something that she could thoroughly enjoy herself. His cock was thickening and lengthening as she watched, and he took it into his hand, tugging on the length, and she watched as he hardened in his own hand, increasing in length and girth to an almost impossible amount. “I’ve always wanted to see you with your clothes off as well, Scarlett. You’re a very striking young woman.”

She could feel her body eagerly responding. The caps of her breasts were hard and her thighs were already dripping with desire. The forbidden aspect of being in his home late at night, possibly being discovered having a torrid encounter, and with another servant at that, meant that her senses were all on edge. Her body was ready for him.

Unbuttoning her blouse, she slowly slid it off her shoulders. Her milky white breasts came free and when she felt the thin material brush against her nipples, she almost gasped with the sensation. Her skirt came next, sliding down her hips. As she revealed her upper body was completely bare, only wearing her undergarments, he walked forward.

Close to her, his dark body almost glistened as he reached out and cupped her breast. His massive thumb raked across her nipple, and she shivered at his touch. It was sensitive yet hard at the same time. Scarlett could feel his power, like he could throw her down and claim her at any moment, yet he was being slow and careful.

Her hand moved to his cock, and she felt the heat of it in her hand as she took a hold. It felt like it was growing with every second until she was holding a gigantic, hard snake that pulsed with blood. All she could think about was how it was going to feel when she inevitably allowed him to place it at her opening and push into her body.

“Take it into your mouth.” He said, standing before her like an ebony Adonis. His dark body almost flickered in the light of the lanterns, rippling with muscle. His cock was stretched to an impossible length, growing every time he moved. Scarlett was enraptured by it, wondering how she was possibly going to pleasure the incredibly sexy man in front of her.

She barely needed to kneel due to his height compared to hers. Bending down, she slid her tongue onto the spongy head of his penis and licked it. Crawford groaned when he did. Scarlett could taste a salty tang already coming from the opening. As it grew, the head and shaft stretched her lips, making her almost have to strain to take it inside.

Pulling it out, she licked it from the head down to the tantalizing grapes at the bottom and then back up again. Crawford moaned low. “Ah…yes…Scarlett…”

Taking him back into her mouth, she sucked gently again. His hands found her hair, but instead of roughly pulling on it like he had with the Duchess, he was tender, stroking her softly and allowing her to explore. His hands moved to caress her neck, shoulders and eventually cup her breasts while she enjoyed playing with him in her mouth.

Finally, he pulled her off. She sat between his legs, looking up into his eyes. The massive Adonis who stood over her was the most attractive thing she had ever witnessed. His rippling chest and stomach showed her he could claim her at any time, but was choosing not to.

She knew exactly what she wanted. Standing up, she slid her bloomers down to expose herself naked to him in the flickering light. Crawford gazed at her and continued to stroke his massive penis, keeping it hard and ready.

When he slid his massive member into her cleft, she almost screamed out loud. It stretched her beyond anything she had ever felt before. Gasping for breath, she almost had to beg him to stop, but instinctively he paused and let her breathe. Pausing for only a brief moment he slid out and back in further. Every time he pushed forward, she had to catch her breath again at how incredibly wide he was stretching her. And it sent massive waves of pleasure through her entire body.

With no warning, when he thrust one more time, her body crested, and she cried out, feeling her muscles contract hard and a wave of ecstasy flood over her skin. Her body clenched onto him hard, and she could only lie there, riding the wave that he had wrung out of her with merely a few thrusts of his massive staff.

He pulled back and thrust again, and repeated each steady invasion of her wetness until it seemed like one explosion simply merged into the next and she was spasming with every hard push. She had felt nothing like it before, especially with any man. The way he was moving with careful deliberation and care and giving her time to pause in between was exquisite.

“Ah…yes…yes…Scarlett…” he moaned. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his dark body, pushing herself up into him and allowing him to penetrate her even deeper. There was a wonderful pain that coursed through her whenever he pushed as deep as he could. It was a sensation that she had never felt, and it was not only welcome, it was enjoyable.

Within moments, she felt her body shudder again, this time even more powerfully. Crawford was a virtuoso with his cock, using it to do whatever he pleased to her body, and what he pleased was to watch her as she lay underneath him, begging for him to keep going. To give her more of him. His ebony skin glowed in the candlelight.

“If I may…” Crawford moaned. “I am close to the end, Scarlett. Your passion has overwhelmed me.” His breath came in quick gasps. There was no way she could risk having his child inside her, and it gave Scarlett an idea. The exact thing she had seen the Duchess do with her hand and mouth.

Crawford pulled out of her and quickly she flipped her lithe body over, grabbing his stunningly glistening cock and using her hand to relieve the sexy dark man who had just given her so much pleasure. He grabbed her hair, tugging it out of place, and gave out a loud bellow. Scarlett could only hope that his loud exclamation would not be heard in the main house or by anyone else. She quickly sealed her lips over his throbbing head and felt a spurt of heat onto her tongue. The flavour was salty but delicious, and she swallowed, not able to prevent herself.

The stream of his seed continued, and she kept sucking and swallowing until he finally gave one last groan and stepped back, collapsing into a chair and giving her a satisfied smile. “My lady. That was…excellent. Thrilling. You are quite a woman.”

Her body was thrilled at the sensation of swallowing his manhood, something that was completely forbidden by any sense of the word. But Crawford was so well endowed and used his implement like a regimented soldier could use a bayonet to skewer whatever he pleased. She could feel her entire being pulsing with delight.

Even taking him flaccid in her hand, she marvelled at the sight of him being so large. Crawford stroked her hair. “My lady, if I had but known you were so skilled, I would have approached you long ago.”

Scarlett couldn’t reveal that she knew about him and the Duchess. It was better to just let him think she was there of her own accord. After all, now that she knew about his endowment and how good of a lover he was, she was going to be tempted to return.

Suddenly, she realized she needed to get back to the main house and compose herself before her regular visit to the Duke. Grabbing her dress, she quickly skimmed it over her flushed body. “I must take my leave. I will see you soon.” Crawford looked surprised, but she was out the door so fast he didn’t have a chance to protest.

It was a good thing she did. As she walked back into the mansion, one of the other servants exclaimed. “Lady Scarlett! Where have you been? The Duke was looking for you. He requires you immediately.”

She wasn’t even going to have time to compose herself. Trying to make herself look somewhat presentable, with a nervous heart, she ascended the stairs. There was no way she could make the Duke wait, even though if he found out what she had done he would likely be furious with her.


CHAPTER SIX

When she finally knocked and entered his chamber, Scarlett was quivering with apprehension. If he wanted to be intimate with her, it would be clear that she had just been with another man. “Good evening, sir.”

“Scarlett. I had some trouble finding you. You weren’t in your chamber. I hope everything is okay?”

“I took a walk around the grounds. Sometimes the moonlight is quite beautiful.” She said. It was a blatant falsehood, and all she could hope was that he let whatever instincts he had about her fade away. However, she wasn’t so lucky. He was more perceptive.

“There’s something different about you.” The Duke said. “Tell me. I can sense it.”

There was no way to deny it. If the Duke wanted her to perform her duties, he would find out in short order that she had been with another man quite recently.

But, she realized, perhaps it was a way to indulge his needs even further. The fact he enjoyed being controlled might spill over into other realms, and that could further her cause of helping him with his wife. Especially if she were to describe what had happened.

“I needed to seek the company of another man, because you cannot perform with me,” Scarlett said. She braced herself for anger, even perhaps rage. “I have just returned from there and he thoroughly satisfied me.”

The Duke’s face remained expressionless. He definitely did not seem to be angry. “I see.” He finally said. “And pray tell, what did you do with him?”

Scarlett took a deep breath. “He serviced me with his wonderful cock. Which I might add, is much bigger and more satisfying than yours, my Lord. I could feel every part of him inside me and he made me quite sore.”

His mouth fell open, and the Duke glanced down. “May I…may I see?”

A soaring thrill went through Scarlett’s heart. The Duke wasn’t upset. Judging from his reaction, he was actually aroused. Or was at least curious. “Do you feel you deserve it? To see what another man can so easily do to a woman?”

“I have been a very good man.” The Duke said.

Scarlett undid her dress and let it fall to the floor. As soon as she did the Duke undid his suspenders as well, and when his pants dropped, she could see that he was already aroused down below. Her undergarments were next, and then Scarlett put her leg up on a chair and spread her legs. She knew her slit was still pulsing and stretched from what Crawford had done to her. “It feels still so sensitive. He fucked me like an animal, with no pause.” Her fingers quickly spread her lips.

“Did you take him in your mouth?” The Duke’s hand crept between his legs and he touched himself. Scarlett quickly frowned.

“I did not say you could please yourself!” His hand paused and then he sighed and continued to look at her displayed wetness. Scarlett let a hand creep between her legs and then rubbed back and forth. She was wet, even though she had just been with Crawford barely an hour before. Being in the position of dominance was making her arousal peak once more.

“I am sorry, Mistress.” The Duke said. “Please, tell me what happened.”

Scarlett opened her lips. “I took him in my mouth and sucked him deeply. He was so thick and long it stretched my lips out and I was troubled even trying to take half of him in.” The Duke’s hand moved toward his cock again, but he stopped himself. She could see he was twitching. “He grew thick and hard in my lips, and I enjoyed his flavour. He grabbed my hair and forced me down onto his massive member, and I loved every moment. He was a real man, not like you.”

“You enjoyed pleasuring him with your mouth?” the Duke asked.

“Yes, of course. His penis is massive.” She moved forward and quickly flicked her hand across the Duke’s erection. “Not like this pathetic little thing.”

“Ah…” the Duke sighed. “You are a cruel woman.”

Scarlett smiled. “I tell the truth. Would you like to hear what else we did?” He nodded quickly. She took him into her hand and when she did, he sighed softly as her hand began to move back and forth, his throbbing hardness obvious. “Once he was fully erect, I spread my legs for him and turned myself around to allow him to enter me as far as possible.”

“Rutting like animals.” The Duke gasped. “Such a naughty display of wickedness.”

“Yes, he took me hard. His massive thick cock filled me entirely and stretched me here.” She grabbed the Duke’s hand and put it between her legs, where she could still feel stretched and slightly raw from what Crawford had done to her. “It is still sore, so explore, but be gentle.”

A mewl escaped from his throat as he gingerly felt around her puffy lips and spread around the slick that was flowing freely from her again. The sensation of his softer touch was thrilling. But Scarlett had something else in mind to satisfy him. A test to see if he would truly enjoy his lover having experienced another man.

“Would you like to explore further?” She asked him, and the Duke quickly nodded. “Get onto the bed. On your back.”

He almost dove onto the surface, and she saw his staff was sticking straight up, rigid and pulsing. But she would not allow him to penetrate her. She was going to make him consume what Crawford had enjoyed instead. Climbing on top of him, she knelt over his face, letting her thighs squeeze his head.

“Can you smell him? My other lover? His cock was inside me only moments ago and filling me with lusty pumps of his thick shaft. See how full he made me?” The Duke groaned again. His hand crept underneath her and he moved to touch his erection, but she batted his hand away.  

“You are not allowed to touch yourself.” Scarlett said. “You may, however, kiss me where his cock was only moments ago.”

There was another method she wanted to use to please him. Leaning forward, she knew he would likely require very little stimulation to achieve his ultimate pleasure.

Scarlett let her breasts trail across the Duke’s quivering erection as his mouth tentatively descended to her throbbing opening, and his tongue snaked gently inside her, making her entire body spasm with joy. “Yes, kiss me there.” She sighed, and the Duke licked her faster, kissing and sucking between her legs.

Her breasts rubbed against him faster, and she squeezed her breasts against his shaft, moving up and down. It was easy to feel him tightening up, and the Duke gasped. “You are not to release until I say so!” she gasped. Her body was so close to enjoying yet another shivering climax.

His mouth attacked her with vigour, and his lips latched onto her throbbing button, sucking it hard as she finally let her body go over the precipice and crest into a shuddering explosion of pleasure. “AHHHHHH! YESSSSS!” Her breasts squeezed him harder.

Without warning, his cock erupted and shot a thick stream of heat into her face, and in her frenzy Scarlett opened her mouth, eagerly tasting his seed on her lips and tongue as the Duke thrashed underneath her. She pushed herself down onto his face, smothering him as his cock continued to spasm and release thick spurts of white.

Once he was finished, Scarlett sat up and dismounted his face. The Duke lay there gasping and looked over at her with a surprised expression. “Is everything okay, my Lord?” Scarlett asked.

He laughed. “My lady, of course. I think perhaps beyond the activities we have enjoyed, something about the description you gave spurred me to even more excitement.” Glancing down at his softening member, he laughed again. “And I feel you received just as much pleasure as I did.”

Scarlett giggled to herself. “I did, my Lord. It was quite enjoyable. As is evident from your face.” His nose and chin were still glazed with her juices. Her encounter with Crawford had been excellent, but experiencing being able to enjoy another man who was lustily listening to what she had done was thrilling as well.

“Please clean yourself up and bring me a towel.” He said. Scarlett rose from the bed and retrieved him something to wipe his face, and once he was done he put himself up on an elbow and looked at her.

“You know, I know about my wife and her lover.”

Scarlett stiffened. “Sir, I do not want to speak out of turn, but I do feel that your wife would prefer to lie with you than any other man. She does truly love you.” He nodded and smiled at her.

“I believe she does. And after today, perhaps I may finally reveal to her what I truly desire. Thinking about doing that has always been impossible to fathom, but thanks to you, I now know that it may be possible. So, I can thank you for that.”

“You’re welcome?” Scarlett said with a laugh. Both of them broke into peals of laughter together and she felt a surge of affection towards him. It was apparent that he was considering the same path that she had thought of in order to get the Duchess to come back to his bed.

Now all she had to do was convince the other parties that could be involved.  


CHAPTER SEVEN

Scarlett knew she had to tread lightly. After her encounter with Crawford and learning what she did about the Duchess and her manservant being lovers, all the information she was privy to was entirely sensitive.

The silly thing was, everyone in the household was hiding things from one another, especially the Duke and Duchess. And if it could all come to light, it was likely that the two of them could work out their differences and the Duchess could be satisfied, along with satisfying her husbands’ needs.

Thankfully, she did not have to lament for long about what was happening. The Duchess summoned her privately into the parlour and Scarlett stood there with head bowed, just waiting for what she knew was inevitably revealed. Perhaps they would fire her for being with Crawford.

Instead, she was surprised by the approach that the Duchess was taking. Instantly she revealed the association she had with her servant lover.

“I feel we need to discuss things. Crawford revealed to me you are aware of our situation.” The Duchess sniffed. “And what we must discuss must never leave this room.”

“Of course, my lady.” Scarlett offered. “I do not wish to cause you any distress. You and the Duke have been very good to me.” While breathing a sigh of relief, she probed the other woman’s eyes for any sign of anger, but she merely nodded.

Looking pensive, the Duchess continued to look out the window. “Truthfully, I love my husband. I hope you know that. What I have with Crawford is…well, a woman has needs and my husband does not seem to know how to be with me in that way.”

“My lady,” Scarlett stepped closer to her. “I have been trying to think of a way that you can experience things like I do with the Duke, and I just need to tell you. He has certain proclivities. Things that he enjoys he may not have wanted to confess to you as the Lord of the Manor.”

The Duchess looked at her. “Go on. I wish to hear about these things.”

Scarlett almost breathed an audible sigh of relief. Finally, the woman of the household was going to listen to what she had learned. And it might just solve all the problems that were occurring.

“Your husband ideally enjoys sexual release with someone controlling him. Dominating him. This is not entirely unusual, as I know. It is sometimes an odd desire for a man to feel, and he would have a hard time telling you.” The Duchess looked shocked.

“My husband…wants me to be the aggressor?”

“He does. He is extremely aroused by it. But not only that.” She paused. “He also is aware of the fact that you have a lover. And it is something that stimulates him as well.”

“What do you mean?” the Duchess looked shocked. “He knows I am laying with another man, yet does not care?”

“It’s not that he doesn’t care, my lady. He simply enjoys knowing that you are being well serviced. In fact, he was intensely aroused by hearing about it.”

A smile broke over her face. “I had no idea this could be possible. Most men would have a fit.”

Scarlett nodded. “And it actually arouses him to know that it is happening. In fact, he’s expressed to me he craves your touch. And if Crawford was there, he would not be averse to watching the two of you together as well.”

Her expression became almost jovial. “What do you mean? He wants to watch me with a lover? Like the two of you have been?”

She nodded again. “It would definitely arouse him to the point of being able to perform as he normally is unable to.”

The Duchess laughed. “So, we might conceive, after all, somehow? I would be more than willing to try this.” She giggled. “Especially if it meant that he is satisfied.”

“I think he would be happy about that. The Duke is actually…well, quite an excellent lover. Given the proper stimulation.” Scarlett confessed. “He is very giving in the bedroom and has been quite enjoyable to me. My apologies if that is too much to hear, my lady.”

“So, I suppose this is worth an attempt.” The Duchess actually looked grateful. “But how are we supposed to arrange this tryst?”

“Leave that to me,” Scarlett reassured her. “I will get all parties in the room and then we can see what takes place. I think it will benefit all of us to enjoy opening up and making sure that each of us has a way to enjoy ourselves. And you may just get what you are truly looking for.”

She nodded and turned away from the window, looking grateful.

Thinking about what she was about to create had Scarlett excited beyond imagining. If it worked, she was going to give a couple new life and a way to enjoy each other that could never have been thought of as conventional. All she had to do was bring all of them together and enjoy herself as well. There was sure to be a result that would prove explosive if her plan came to fruition.

Now that Scarlett felt she knew how the relationship between the Duke and Duchess could achieve what they were hoping for, she formulated a plot. It would take some delicate doing, but if it came to fruition, then the results would be more than worth it. It might even result in her being able to return home a wealthy woman if the Duke was able to achieve what the Duchess was truly craving.

All she really had to do was get the parties all together in the same room. But the Duchess hadn’t darkened the quarters of her husband for much time. So, instead of one of their bedchambers, Scarlett decided to use her own quarters instead.

Hoping that the Duke would take the bait, she asked him if he would meet her in her quarters for a nighttime encounter on their usual night instead of his own. He didn’t hesitate, and actually seemed to be excited about the idea of slipping into the servant’s area unnoticed for some illicit fun.

The Duchess was not any more difficult. During dinner that evening, Scarlett let her know she had chosen an unconventional method of decorating her chambers, and she wanted to have the other woman’s insight into what she had done. She agreed to meet Scarlett later in the evening.

Crawford was already well aware of what Scarlett had planned, and he was eager to show off his sexual prowess to both women, as Scarlett had promised. Especially in front of another willing husband who might want to watch him perform. The man’s tastes definitely ran into enjoyment at being watched.

The Duchess arrived first, and as she spoke with Scarlett about the drapes that she was asking to change in the chamber, the door opened and the Duke walked in. Both of them registered surprise. He bowed to his wife. “My dear. What are you doing here with Scarlett?”

“I might ask you the same thing?” The Duchess looked at Scarlett and both of them stood there expectantly.

A knock came at the door and Scarlett opened it, with Crawford standing there. He looked determined and entered the room as the other two looked somewhat nervous as well. The Duchess flushed red. Finally, the Duke spoke. “Crawford, welcome. I assume that you were summoned?” He looked at his wife and she continued to look embarrassed, but when the Duke took her hand and squeezed it, her expression changed to gratitude.   

Crawford looked at Scarlett. “Miss Scarlett asked me to join you here.”

All three looked at Scarlett and she took a deep breath. It was time to begin what she hoped would solve all of their problems. And give the heads of the household a new lease on their sexual lives.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“My Lord and Lady, I have arranged something for you. Something that I think you both will enjoy immensely.” Her body was shaking with nerves. Scarlett knew that if the moments that unfolded over the next few minutes did not yield what she hoped, her job and possibly even her life would be forfeit.

“Scarlett, what is the meaning of this?” The Duchess sputtered. “Why are we all here together? This is quite unconventional!” Her eyes darted to Crawford, and Scarlett knew she was nervous about Crawford and the Duke being in the same room together.

“Wait, my lady. Hear me out.” Scarlett said. She turned to the Duke. “My lord, I know about your particular needs to feel that there is another man present. And this is the best way to enjoy that scenario. If your wife and Crawford are both willing, perhaps there can be enjoyment for all of us as part of it.”

The Duke swallowed hard, but then dropped his head and nodded, looking at his wife. “I would enjoy that.” His body was lightly shaking, and Scarlett knew it had taken a lot for him to admit what he truly wanted. To see his gorgeous wife embrace and enjoy another man, especially one that worked for them.

The Duchess screwed her mouth shut as Scarlett continued. “My lady, there is nobody outside of this room that needs to know. And, after performing these skills myself…” she paused and gathered her strength for what she intended to say next. “I thought that his particular endowment might interest My Lord. To help the two of you enjoy watching one other. And possibly for you, Duchess, to enjoy at the same time.”

It was a gamble, one that Scarlett had no idea would work. But if it did, then she could satisfy everyone involved, including herself and hopefully be able to enjoy an elevated status within the household as the person who had arranged satisfaction for all parties involved.

She turned to the Duke. “My Lord, I think you should embrace this and reap the rewards of teaching your wife about what you truly desire.”

The statement almost hung in the air. The Duke looked at his wife and then nodded. “Please continue, Scarlett.”

The Duchess turned and looked at Scarlett. “I want you to remove your clothes as well. I want to…watch you two together.”

She bowed her head. “As you wish, my lady.” Her dress was off in an instant, and she could feel her own arousal at what was happening in the room. A new powerful dynamic was taking place, and she knew it was all about to erupt into something she could only hope was as fruitful sexually as they were all craving it to be.

“Crawford. Please remove your clothes as well.” The Duchess said. The man obeyed, his dark skin and heavily muscled frame coming into the glow of the lanterns. His cock flopped out as he undid his pants and removed them, and the Duke almost audibly gasped as he saw the other man’s endowment. But he did not protest.

Approaching the Duke, she almost knew what the next command would be as the Duchess stood watching. “Now, suck his cock. Suck my husband’s cock.”

Scarlett nodded and knelt quickly in front of the Duke, taking his penis between her lips and beginning to enjoy feeling him engorged inside her mouth. His cock grew to an impressive length, and the Duke was obviously pleased, but this time there was something different. He was staring at his wife, as if to tell her he wanted her lips wrapped around his cock.

And the Duchess took notice. She undid her own dress and let it drop to the floor, and then, as naked as the two of them, walked towards Crawford and dropped to her knees in front of the other man.

Without hesitation, she looked at her husband and then took the massive black penis into her lips, beginning to suck and lick the shaft, making it glisten. His cock grew to an immense size, and as Scarlett continued her work on the Duke, his member hardened as well, quickly.

Looking up, the Duke’s eyes were locked onto his wife servicing the other man and as Scarlett kept on with her oral ministrations, she emulated exactly what the other woman was doing as if it was being done to her partner. When the Duchess went deep with her lips, she did as well. When she licked up the long, thick shaft, Scarlett did as well. A simultaneous experience for both men being performed by both women at the same time.

“Show me how to…please him.” She said simply. Scarlett withdrew her lips and held up the lovely rigid member that glistened in the dim light. The Duke was looking down at both of them.

“Take him into your mouth. Gently. And use your tongue here.” Scarlett ran her tongue down the underside of the hard cock, making him moan. “He enjoys lots of movement.”

She had never witnessed another woman sucking a cock up close, but only inches away from her, the Duchess took her husband into her mouth and sucked hard, eliciting a groan from the man standing before them. She used her tongue up and down his length and then swirled it around the head, smiling with enjoyment at the response she was getting from him.  

As the Duchess enjoyed her husband, Scarlett beckoned to Crawford and, turning away from the Duke, she marvelled at the massive size of him as she eagerly stretched her lips around his turgid head and tasted his flavour on her tongue. It was impossible to get him all the way into her mouth, not even half, but she attempted it regardless. A moan came from both men, one lower than the other, and Scarlett felt a flush between her legs that she hoped desperately could be fulfilled.

The two women sucked and licked their partners until finally the Duchess stood up and kissed her husband hard, urging him back onto the bed. Scarlett had never seen them kiss, and the two embraced hungrily, as if getting past some type of wall that had been built. It was a relief to see it come down.

However, the Duke stopped her. “No. Not yet.” He looked over at Crawford. “I want to watch you. With him. Scarlett, come over here.”

It was refreshing to hear the Duke actually telling his wife what he wanted to do, and Scarlett felt a glow of satisfaction as she left Crawford and came over to where the Duke stood, taking his erection in her hand and stroking it softly. The Duchess nodded to the bed and Crawford quickly slid onto the soft surface, his massive erection sticking up like a staff.

She removed her dress and cast it aside, sliding onto the bed. Scarlett only hoped that the Duke wouldn’t see how familiar the two of them were together, but he didn’t seem to be bothered at all when his wife slid on top of the massive man and the thick shaft moved between her legs. As she lifted, Crawford positioned himself and she sank down, her slit engulfing him with a loud gasp from her.

The Duke’s cock was harder than Scarlett had experienced it thus far. He was enraptured watching the Duchess slide up and down her lover’s cock, using the man as if she was only looking for her own satisfaction. Her breasts swayed as they moved and the Duchess gave off little sighs of ecstasy.

With no prompting, the Duke moved closer to the bed and his wife turned to him, a smile on her face. His hand reached out and caressed her cheek as she rode her lover, and they smiled at each other. The Duchess reached out and grasped his hard erection, stroking it while she enjoyed the two men. The Duke touched one of her breasts, squeezing the flesh and teasing her nipple.

“Would you like to watch me?” He said simply, and his wife nodded vigorously. Motioning to Scarlett, he positioned her on the bed facing Crawford, and then locked eyes with his wife. Running his penis up and down her waiting tunnel, he entered her from behind. Scarlett gasped at his penetration and knew that he was as aroused as he had ever been.

They began a simultaneous lovemaking movement, the Duchess riding on top of Crawford while the Duke claimed Scarlett from behind, each pair moaning and enjoying the other with no restraint whatsoever.

In the position they achieved, the Duke and Duchess could embrace each other, and as her husband squeezed her breast and they kissed fiercely, the Duchess ran her fingernails down the chest of her husband, leaving furrows in his skin and causing the man to cry out with combined pleasure and pain.

Scarlett enjoyed feeling the Duke inside her, and his cock was gloriously hard even though his girth was not even close to Crawford’s massive tool. As he grabbed her buttocks, she pushed back into him. “Yes, my Duke! Fuck me like a stallion!”

Suddenly the Duchess dismounted from Crawford and leaned over, hissing in Scarlett’s ear. “He will be mine from now on. My husband will be the one to claim me anytime I please.” She shoved the Duke away from Scarlett and the two attacked one another with their lips and hands, tumbling to the bed in a moaning, writhing collection of limbs.

Finally, the Duchess got to her knees and looked excited. Her eyes were shining in a way that Scarlett had never seen before. A woman truly in lust and love with her husband, and there was obviously more that she wanted to experience.

“I know what I desire.” The Duchess gasped. “Crawford, get underneath me.” The massive man lay down, and the Duchess climbed on top of him, facing Scarlett and the Duke on the bed. Just when they both assumed she was going to allow him to enter her again, she positioned herself further forward and spread her legs, allowing Crawford’s massive snake to touch her other tight hole. Sinking down, she let out a guttural wail as her lover penetrated her rosebud and sank inside, stretching her wide.

The Duke stiffened in Scarlett’s hand and she continued to keep him hard as they witness the Duchess push down and take on inches of her lover’s cock as deep as she could. Her gasps became high pitched and her breasts were gloriously rigid. Her skin glowed in the light. Leaning back over her lover, her lively wet slit winked at the two others on the bed, and Scarlett quickly realized what she was doing. Allowing both men to claim her at the same time.

“Please, my husband. Please, take me.” She begged, even though her body was writhing on top of another man who had his massive member fully buried in her ass. Crawford kept moving lightly, and the Duchess spread her legs wide, opening herself for her husband to claim her.

The Duke approached her and her pussy glistened in the light, ready for him to release himself inside her and give her his seed. Leaning back, the Duchess was a vision, her taut stomach and breasts glowing in the light while she opened herself up to him. The Duke placed his dripping cock against her pussy and pushed in, making both of them gasp with intense pleasure.

His eyes locked to hers and they rocked in a steady rhythm, the rest of the room fading away around them. Even though Scarlett was present, and Crawford’s cock was buried in his wife’s ass, the husband and wife were alone, using their bodies together as one to send them both to a place they had likely never been as a married couple. Somewhere they could climb the highest peaks of pleasure and finally get what they both craved from each other.

Scarlett stood beside Crawford, feeling his muscled chest as he continued to pump inside the ass of the Duchess. They both watched, enraptured, as they witnessed the two lovers fucking with wild abandon, the Duke’s hands on her swaying breasts and his hips pumping fiercely into his wife.

“Yes! Fuck me as no other man possibly could!” The Duchess cried. “Claim me as your own!” Her passion was unmistakable even though there was not one, but two men inside her at the same time.

“Yes, my Duke! Fill me with your seed! Give it all to me and make me a child!” she gasped loudly as she thrust against him, moving faster and faster until each of them was gasping for breath on the bed, as if the other two participants weren’t even in the room. Scarlett found herself overwhelmed at the passion between them.

With a loud bellow and one hard thrust, finally the two members of the couple gave out guttural cries at the same time and Crawford stopped his movement as the Duchess pushed into her husband and he ground hard into her, his balls flexing hard. She could tell that he was pumping her full of his essence and that the Duchess was experiencing her own joy at the same time.

His hips slowed, and the Duchess leaned down. They passionately embraced with a hard kiss. Just as they broke away, the Duke rolled both of them over. “My lady, you need to make sure it all stays inside you.” The Duchess smiled and rolled onto her back, lifting her hips. Scarlett took the moment to grab a pillow and slide it underneath her hips.

“You need to make sure your hips are tilted up, my lady.” She said. It seemed unusual to be advising on pregnancy while all of them were naked, but the Duchess gave her a grateful look. The Duke was looking down at her with intense passion. He leaned in to kiss in a tender moment.

“You are the most beautiful woman in the world.” He sighed. The Duchess looked back at him with grateful eyes.  

Crawford’s cock glistened in the air and Scarlett certainly wasn’t about to let it go to waste. Taking it in her hand, she looked at the gorgeous ebony man and jerked his cock hard, the slickness moving inside her hand as she felt it flex. Kneeling down in front of him, she offered him her breasts and Crawford grabbed her long hair, his cock swelling with need and then finally erupting with thick streams of white across her naked breasts. His body shuddered as his release continued, the delicious seed splattering into her lips as well for her to taste.

All the participants calmed down, and Scarlett took that as her cue. The Duke and Duchess needed to be alone. She gathered her clothing and pulled her dress over her head. “We will leave you alone, my lady.” Both the heads of household nodded and smiled at her, revelling in the glow of what they had finally achieved with one another.

Crawford quickly tugged on his breeches and left with her. As soon as they were in the hallway and alone, he shrugged on his shirt. “I never suspected that I would be able to do that with my employers. So, I have you to thank.” His hand took hers and lifted it to his lips. “Until tomorrow, Lady Scarlett.”

Retreating quickly to her room, Scarlett washed herself, confident because she had managed to completely change the sexual lives of the Duke and Duchess. And all it required was them being open to learning what the other needed. She never could have suspected that her work in the manor would come to such a fruition, but now she could rest easy, knowing that their troubles, at least in the bedroom, were likely at an end.


EPILOGUE

Scarlett thought back to the first time she had travelled up the country lane over a year previous. So much had changed in her life once she was discharged from the service of the Duke and the Duchess. Word had spread throughout the community, and while her services were unique, Scarlett found that there were many couples who needed help with private areas of their lives, and she had garnered a powerful reputation.

With the money she had been paid, she managed to not only buy property, but a business as well, and her life was flourishing. There was no need for a partner at the moment, because her life was satisfying enough, especially with the fact that she was often encouraged to enjoy the fruits of her sexual labours with the couples who employed her services.

It was impossible to think that she might also enjoy unconventional means of satisfaction, but it was the truth, and easy to admit. Being asked to visit the Duke and Duchess, she was excited to see them and catch up on what their lives had become.

The carriage went through the gates and up the drive, and Scarlett’s heart soared as soon as she saw the Duchess standing on the front steps waving. Beside her, clinging to her leg, was a little boy dressed in tiny breeches and a shirt that made him look like a sailor, with a hat to match. He was adorable.

As her carriage pulled up, they walked down the stairs and as if they were equals, the Duchess hugged Scarlett tightly. “It is wonderful to see you! May I introduce my son, Bernard!” The little boy peeked around her dress as Scarlett bent to one knee.

“Bernard, I am so thrilled to meet you.” Scarlett smiled, and the young boy smiled back, but then hid again with a giggle. She stood up. “My lady, I am so happy for you.”

“Happy for us, I hope.” She heard, as the Duke walked through the door. The young boy dropped his mother’s dress and ran backwards, being picked up and swing around by a glowing father. Sitting him in his arm, the Duke looked every bit a powerful man, glowing with pride as he held his son. He approached and bowed his head slightly. “Scarlett, it is wonderful to have you here.”

“We have lunch ready to go.” The Duchess said, linking arms with her. “And you must tell me all about what you have been accomplishing. I have heard so many wonderful things.” It was as if the couple were brand new, and full of life.

And she was an equal now, not a servant. Her station had been altered forever thanks to her desire to help the couple. Something that she had done dozens of times since. Bernard was not the only child that had resulted from her efforts, and she felt as if each one was part of a larger family.

As they sat down for lunch, Scarlett squealed when she saw Crawford walk into the dining room carrying a tray, and she immediately stood up and embraced him. “Crawford! It is so wonderful to see you!” He hugged her tightly.

“When I heard you were coming, I had to see you. And, I have a surprise as well. Kaya?” He asked. A woman came through the door, and her belly was heavy with child. She was obviously smitten with Crawford. “We were married a few months ago.”

“It’s so exciting!” Scarlett gushed. “And you are expecting as well?” He nodded as he put down the tray.

“Crawford is head of the staff now.” The Duke told her. The Duchess took his hand, and they squeezed each other’s fingers while Scarlett hugged Crawford again.

She finally sat down, and they enjoyed a wonderful meal together, discussing things as if no time had passed. Bernard was in a high seat and managed to cover his face with more food than he ate, but the Duchess was patient and kind with him, and his father fed him as best he could.

It was impossible for Scarlett to feel more fulfilled. She knew they were building a wonderful family and household for the future, and all she could hope was that her learned skills would help more couples achieve the same result. And eventually, herself as well.

THE END
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