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London, 1890


Mary Brigstock and her husband have no difficulty maintaining the passion in their marriage, but even the most ardent lovers crave new experiences. When Mary tells the Ladies’ Sewing Circle that she wants her husband to spank her, their worldly hostess arranges exactly what she desires: the services of an expert disciplinarian who can teach the Brigstocks how to make their wicked fantasy a reality….
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London, 1890


Mrs. Mary Brigstock looked around at the familiar faces of the Ladies’ Sewing Circle, her expression half a smile and half a frown. Who among their number shared the foible that preoccupied her? Surely someone did. Certain Circle members were daring, to say the least. Incorrigible, even.


“You look perplexed, Mary,” remarked Mrs. Prudence Enderby, one of those most qualified for the label of daredevil. Her expression was shrewd and her eyes narrow as she hacked away rather ineptly at the Madeira cake and handed around unladylike doorsteps on dainty china plates. “Surely you’re not experiencing any difficulties with Mr. Brigstock now? I thought you and he were lovebirds reborn nowadays?”


Mary blushed furiously. Her friend was quite correct. Why, only this morning there had been an instance. Mr. Brigstock had woken some considerable time before the maid brought up their tea tray, and proceeded to put his fine morning cock-stand to excellent use. Mary’s heart fluttered inside her corset just at the thought of it, as did another region of her anatomy, the southerly portion that lay within the lace-trimmed confines of her drawers. Dearest Leonard had plowed her most enthusiastically and his efforts had made her squeal and moan with pleasure as the birds had welcomed the dawn outside with song.


“Oh, we are, Prudence, we are,” Mary admitted, crumbling her already ramshackle slice of cake between her fingertips. When she’d first joined the Sewing Circle she’d been painfully shy, and half-afraid of the bolder members of the group, and some of that early prickly nervousness still lingered in her. It had taken her quite some time to come around to the naughty, free-speaking and free-thinking ways of Prudence, but more and more she was shedding her inhibitions.


“It’s just that I’ve…well…I’ve developed a yen to try something new…a foible, shall we say. Mr. Brigstock is anxious to accommodate me—in fact, most eager to satisfy my desires—but he does have one or two slight misgivings.”


“Oh, Mary, you rogue, whatever is it?” Prudence chuckled and waggled her eyebrows.


Pink-faced and thoroughly overheated, Mary wished that a jug of well-iced lemonade had been served alongside the teapot full of hot oolong. Memories of this morning’s excellent bedroom endeavors had turned her blood into hot treacle, and in the warm weather, her chemise was moist with perspiration and sticking to her. Some of the ladies were shockingly acute where matters of the bedroom were concerned, and it suddenly felt as if Prudence, at least, was well aware of Mr. Brigstock’s dawn performance and the way Mary had writhed and yowled with the pleasure of it.


But before she could stammer further, Lady Arabella Southern cut in. “Oh, you’ll just have to use your feminine wiles on him, my dear,” the peeress advised archly, before launching into yet another colorful tale of her own persuasive powers. “Why, my dear Horace was a bit reluctant at first when I asked him to service me over the billiard table while he was wearing his regimental dress uniform. In fact, he hummed and hawed for several minutes about disrespect and all that palaver, and spoiling the nap on the baize, but I won him around eventually with certain promises he couldn’t resist.”


The ensuing account—possibly true, possibly fabricated—gripped the attention of the entire Circle for the rest of the tea party, and caused even the most experienced eyebrows to rise. Mary was heartily grateful that the peeress had drawn their fire from her, and it wasn’t until the gathering was breaking up that their unspoken grande dame Sofia Chamfleur drew her aside.


“You know that I have certain, shall we say, resources, Mary dear, and a good deal of expertise,” murmured her friend in a discreet, hushed voice. “If there’s any way I can be of assistance in the matter of your ‘foible,’ please don’t hesitate to ask, and I’ll help if I can.”



Mary’s heart thudded. This was precisely what she’d hoped for. If anyone could facilitate this matter, it was the worldly-wise Sofia, and glancing around to ensure that the other ladies were occupied elsewhere, Mary reached into her sewing bag. From it, she drew out a copy of a periodical, an item she’d obtained from Sofia herself, just a week ago.


The magazine fell open at a page clearly well-thumbed. “This is what took our fancy, Sofia,” said Mary, glancing up from the page to her companion’s understanding face. “But Mr. Brigstock is as inexperienced as I in this particular activity, and he doesn’t want to disappoint me or do me any harm.”


Sofia smiled, laying her hand on Mary’s arm. “Your Mr. Brigstock is a fine and thoughtful husband, Mary, and would that all spouses were as considerate as he. But I think you’d both agree that you probably need the help of ‘specialist.’ Someone well versed in these activities.”


Someone like him.


The two of them looked down again at the page and its skillfully executed engravings, showing scenes of scandalously naughtiness, involving not two participants but three, a woman and two men. The clearly willing female was being spanked by one of the men, while the other looked on, wide-eyed and avid. Sofia’s forefinger rested upon one particular figure in the grouping, the disciplinarian. He was dark-haired and somewhat unusual looking, and the clever engraver had managed to suggest a wealth of knowledge in his large, compelling eyes.


“Exactly! Exactly!” cried Mary eagerly. One or two of the other ladies looked her way as they fussed with their hats and outdoor wear, so she lowered her voice as she went on. “That’s just what Mr. Brigstock said. We weren’t sure how we’d go about securing such a person’s services, but I told him that you would probably know.”


Sofia beamed. “Ah, you know me well, my dear. I do know exactly how to obtain such services, and I know the perfect fellow for the task.” She paused and winked. “Leave it all to me, Mary. I’ll make the arrangements for you, and send around a message when the thing is all set.”


“Oh, thank you, thank you!” Mary hugged her friend, excitement bubbling inside and delicious stirrings already beginning to surge. “And do send your bill, too, without delay. Leonard is the soul of openhandedness where my whims are concerned, and always happy to indulge me.”


“You’re a lucky woman, Mary Brigstock,” pronounced Sofia with a twinkle in her eye. “Although I’ll guarantee that Mr. Brigstock considers himself just as lucky to be married to such a daring adventuress as you.”


 


Two days later, in the library of her home near Marble Arch, the anticipation of her “luck,” and her husband’s, made Mary tremble.


Come now, Mary. No second thoughts. This is what you want, remember?


While her husband and their guest enjoyed their brandy and cigars, she’d slid the journal from its place of safety in Leonard’s bureau, so she might remind herself of the play that lay ahead.


Three figures. Three persons involved. Two could enact it; a man could spank a woman, certainly. But it would be better with the guidance of a specialist. Better with eyes upon her, watching, admiring. Sliding her finger over the engraved image, she let it settle on the third figure, the most important ingredient, just as Sofia’s had done.


Goodness gracious, I never expected it would actually be the very same man!


Stuffing the precious periodical back into the bureau with scant respect for its cost and exclusivity, Mary fell to pacing around the handsome room, a parcel of nervous anticipation and riotous desire. Her skirts swished and rustled as she swept to and fro, brushing the austere leather upholstery of the matched pair of chesterfields as she passed by them in a vague circle. The library was very much her husband’s masculine sanctum, and she and Leonard and their guest would be alone here this evening. Harry, their dear son, was at his boarding school, and the servants had all trooped away in a cheerful party to enjoy an unexpected evening of liberty after serving dinner, each with a music hall ticket and a small bonus in their pockets.


There was no ear in the house to hear incriminating cries or moans…or other sounds.


Hurry up! Do hurry up!


What were her husband and their guest doing? How long did it take to consume a glass or two of port and crack a few walnuts?



Feeling so anxious and eager, there was nothing that didn’t conspire to inflame her senses. The snug fit of her new French corset compressed her organs, inducing a devilish pressure in the pit of her belly. Her light gown and a single lace-and-muslin petticoat were like nakedness itself compared to the usual weight of garments she wore, and between her legs, she felt hot and tense and sticky.


Whatever would their guest think when she was compelled to expose herself? But then, he was probably perfectly accustomed to fragrantly aroused women.


Turning on her heel, she headed toward the sideboard again, her eyes lighting upon the tantalus she and Leonard had received years ago as a wedding present. She’d taken very little of the fine burgundy they’d matched with their dinner, but a nip of brandy might settle her agitation now. Her fingers itched to attack the mechanism. It was either that, or press her hand against the front of her dress and clutch at herself through the silk. Her sex was aching for a swift and stolen squeeze.


I’ve turned into a maenad! It’s barely more than two hours since Leonard had me over the back of my dressing room sofa and here I am desperate again!


They’d both been too stirred by anticipation to keep their hands off each other, and now Mary wasn’t sure she could keep her hands off herself very much longer, either. It was only the sound of manly voices on the landing that kept her from it. That, and easy laughter. Clearly her husband and their guest were getting on famously.


On entering the room, Leonard strode toward her, clasped her hands and kissed her soundly on both cheeks. “My dear, I’m so sorry we kept you waiting. Do forgive us,” he murmured, apparently unperturbed by the presence of the dark figure who’d followed him in.


Mary’s heart gave a flutter. In immaculate evening dress, Leonard looked wonderfully handsome tonight. He was well into his forties, a little older than her, but his fine gray eyes twinkled like a merry youth’s and a puckish smile played about his sensual lips. Only a slight disarray of his thick sandy hair betrayed his own expectancy. When he was in a state of agitation he was wont to run his fingers through it.


The man beside her husband could not have been more different to him. They were like the very day and night of masculine attractiveness, with Leonard the frank, open, benevolent sun and their guest the mysterious moon, dark and unknown.


“Please accept my apologies, too, Mrs. Brigstock,” said Benedict Holcombe, bending over her hand to press the lightest kiss upon her knuckles. “Your husband and I find that we have many interests in common, and we ranged over them so broadly that we quite forgot the time.”


This was the specialist that Sofia Chamfleur had sent to instruct Leonard in the art of smacking a woman’s bottom, the same man so clearly depicted in the engravings in Divertissements.


“It… It’s quite all right,” stammered Mary. Why did her corset suddenly seem twice as tight, obstructing her breathing? Much as she adored her husband, she found this strange young man suave and intoxicating. He was taller than Leonard, a long streak of a creature, rather thin, with overly grown dark hair and a pale, fierce, almost unnaturally white face. His eyes were large and a peculiarly light blue, his expression knowing, and his black clothing and soft collar and ribbon tie imparted to him a rakish, bohemian air.


“Very well, then, let’s get to business, shall we? No use wasting time when we’re all anxious to begin.”


As Mary gaped at his no-nonsense manner, Benedict cast a look toward Leonard, and she got the distinct impression he was securing a “by your leave” from her husband. The notion was confirmed when Leonard nodded slightly, accompanying the gesture with an almost conspiratorial smile as he sank into the depths of his favorite chair and made himself completely at his ease.


Men, they can be so smug sometimes!


But in truth, Mary had a hard time concealing her own smile. The reality of this evening was that they were doing exactly what she wanted. The whole performance was to serve her whim, her desires.



“Come here, Mrs. Brigstock, let me look at you,” the younger man said, taking her by the hand and leading her into the center of the rug and finding a spot that commanded the best illumination from the lamps around the room. Lit from all sides by their softly flickering radiance, Mary imagined the beat of her wild heart was visible, thudding in her bosom as it sent blood speeding around her body in a tribal thud. She turned quickly to Leonard, soliciting the facade of his approval, and there was such an expression of love and pride on his dear face that her spirits soared and her lust twisted like a vise, low in her belly.


Oh, how he understood her. How he wanted what she wanted, no matter how naughty the caprice.


“You’re a very beautiful woman, Mrs. Brigstock,” said Benedict, rolling her name over his tongue like an intimate caress. “So imperious, so full of spirit and fire…” His weird eyes narrowed, their pellucid blue almost radiant. “But something tells me you are willful and high-mettled. The sort of woman who needs mastering from time to time. For her own sake, as well as that of her husband.” He paused and glanced across at Leonard. “Am I not right?”


“Indeed,” replied he, his voice so full of passion it was almost a growl.


“But it’s a simple matter to tame such a woman as you,” said Benedict, still holding her hand, his finger stroking her palm in a way that suddenly seemed unbearably lewd. “A simple matter to calm you and make you biddable, obedient and pliable.”


Mary almost growled herself. It was if his low voice, his teasing fingers and his cool, pale eyes were all hypnotizing her. As if his very presence was a ghostly hand that had slipped between her legs and started stroking her puss. A gasp escaped her lips as she felt the silky fluid of her desire trickle down the inside of her leg, only halted by one of her new lace-trimmed garters. The sensation was so piquant that she had to brace her knees, imagining that both Leonard, relaxing in his chair, and Benedict, standing before her with his eyes fixed on hers, could see the slippery telltale clean through her layers of clothing.


Or perhaps smell it…


“I think it might facilitate this display if you were to disrobe, Mrs. Brigstock. Or at least remove some of your garments.”


Mary did sway then, but Benedict caught her elbow, his strong grip bearing her up and strengthening her resolve. When Leonard murmured, “Courage, dear heart,” she lifted her head proudly.


“Very well,” she replied in as firm a voice as she could muster. It felt essential to her that, despite all, she should exert her right to speak. These two must not get carried away in their masculine bonhomie…and forget who was really in charge.


“Turn around, Mrs. Brigstock,” instructed the specialist, and when she’d done so, he set about the fastenings of her gown. Mary wondered how many other ladies’ dresses he’d attacked in his career, because his fingers were so nimble that her dress seemed to be undone in barely a heartbeat. “You’re shaking. Please don’t be afraid.” He murmured softly into her ear and made the tiny hairs at the nape of her neck stand alert. “Perhaps you can assist, Leonard, and steady her.”


Her husband sprang up from his comfortable chair and came forward, taking her face between his hands and kissing her lightly on the lips as his partner in crime slid down the sleeves of her gown and then eased the entire garment down over her hips. As Leonard’s tongue slipped into her mouth, his hands moved to her elbows, supporting her as Benedict pulled the dress right down, encouraging her to step out of it. She heard the swish of satin as he tossed it away, toward a chair.


Then he was at the tapes of her petticoat, too, whisking that off while Leonard still plundered her mouth and lent his strong arm to her as she again stepped out from the circle of delicate lace-trimmed muslin.


“So, let’s see her, shall we?” suggested the specialist urbanely, stepping away.


Immediately, Leonard ended the kiss, and as he retreated, too, Mary almost followed him. The moist contact of their mouths had been a protection, a shield of familiarity. Now she was to be exposed, both to eyes familiar with her body, and those that weren’t.



Together, the two men perused her half-clothed form. Their glances roved over her, eyes narrowed and appraising as they circled around her, viewing her every aspect like connoisseurs assessing a marble Aphrodite. Under such intense scrutiny, Mary’s skin tingled as if she were already completely naked. Her corset, drawers and chemise were no protection. They might as well have been transparent as a sheet of Venetian glass.


“Very handsome,” observed Benedict. “Very fine indeed. You are a lucky man, Leonard. I truly envy you.”


A sense of outrage flared in Mary’s bosom, despite everything.


I’m not a mare or a heifer to be cataloged for sale, you insolent pup, she protested silently to the younger man. And yet at the same time there was a delicious, forbidden quality to her condition. She was not so much the stock animal in the pen as the voluptuous slave woman on the block, her curvaceous form admired and coveted by desiring men who yearned to possess her.


Raising her chin, she breathed in deeply, proud of her assets and the lush, mature shape of her body.


“Very handsome,” breathed Benedict again, his long fingertips flexing as if they hungered to handle her. Low in her belly, longing surged, a matching hunger. “But she’s haughty, too, isn’t she, Leonard? She needs to learn the lesson of humility.”


Mary’s eyes flew to Leonard’s when he coughed, and put his hand to his mouth. His eyes were alive with merriment and it was a chuckle he’d suppressed. Regaining her sense of the game, she wanted to laugh, too, but she contained her response to smiling with her eyes only at her adoring husband.


This is fun, she thought, lowering her gaze to hide the curving of her lips. It wouldn’t do for the “submissive handmaiden” to break out into the giggles.


“A little more exposure, perhaps?” her husband suggested. His cheeks bore a slight flush, so familiar to her, the two patches of pink the signal flags of his desire.


“That’s an excellent suggestion. May I?” The younger man deferred to Leonard, nodding at Mary’s bosom, then turning as if to ask permission.


“Go right ahead, old boy.” Her husband nodded, running his tongue over his lips, as if anticipating the view.


Unfamiliar hands deftly attacked the hooks down the front of her corset, unfastening several, and then loosing the small bows that secured her chemise. His pale eyes commanding hers, Benedict reached into her garments boldly, cupped his fingers under her breasts and lifted their weight to bring them into the light. As he bared her nipples, he flicked them with his thumbs, back and forth.


“No…no…” keened Mary. Not that she meant it. Far from it. Wild passion surged in her blood, an intense thrill that made her want to shift her thighs to ease the ache gathering between them. It didn’t seem to matter that it wasn’t her beloved Leonard touching her. The caress of her husband’s eyes was as real to her as that of Benedict’s fingertips, the heat in their beloved gray depths so intense she had to look away. Her gaze skittered about, but came to rest on her own exposed curves, and her thick, roseate nipples, so firm and puckered and eager.


The tips of her breasts throbbed so hard that she almost imagined them visibly pulsating, their beat keeping pace with other rhythms: that of her heart and the low heavy thud at the apex of her thighs. Mary bit her lips, containing a moan. She would have given anything to touch herself now, regardless of the eyes of a stranger upon her. The call of her puss, and of the very seat of her pleasure, the little bud of her clitoris, was almost agonizing. Her fingertips fluttered, ready to dive into the split of her open-vented drawers and find the prize with which they longed to make free.


“She’s lusty, isn’t she?” remarked Benedict, his pale eyes apparently seeing her thoughts, perhaps her soul. “A woman of intense appetites… Quite a handful, I’ll be bound.” His fingers plagued her nipples again, flicking and tickling.



“Oh, absolutely,” confirmed Leonard, thrusting his hands into his pockets as if content to observe her response to the other man. Through the veil of her lashes Mary could see that there was something of a disturbance in her husband’s trousers. Benedict’s dalliance with her was firing Leonard’s passions as much as her own. “She takes a lot of satisfying, does my dear wife, either in the normal fashion or by the efforts of her own hand.”


Mary gasped, feeling her blushing face turn pinker than ever.


A smile played around Benedict’s lips as he seemed to consider this. “Well, in that case, perhaps you would care to see me demonstrate a few techniques you could use to master her and bend her lewd desires to your preference? There are always new refinements to be tried.”


“Splendid…do proceed. You have a free hand with her, old man.”


Mary was about ready to swoon. Her head felt as light as thistledown and her body almost sang with anticipation. She was at the mercy of two of the most virile and handsome men in London, enveloped in her own fantasy come true. Images danced in her mind of what they might do to her, and of what delicious new outrages they might perpetrate on her body.


“Come along, Mrs. Brigstock. I think it’s time I smacked your bottom now.” Benedict’s voice was quiet and conversational, as if his words were perfectly commonplace and he’d merely suggested that they share a song at the piano or a game of whist. As he took her hand and led her across the room toward her husband’s venerable old mahogany desk, she heard Leonard moving about behind her. Perhaps deciding which seat would give him the most commanding view. Then came the clink of glass, which told her he was helping himself to a brandy from the tantalus. A small snifter to accompany the show.


Standing by the desk where Leonard wrote his letters and perused his business documents, Mary trembled, every nerve tuned in readiness for the sensations that lay ahead. She’d wanted to be spanked. She did still want to be spanked. But natural apprehension made her heart leap and skitter.


“No need to be afraid, Mrs. Brigstock,” said the specialist, his light blue eyes almost hypnotic and impossible to look away from, even when he plucked at her nipple and gave it a wicked little tweak. “A little pain is good for the soul and for the senses. It heightens one’s perception, and brings all the sensations into focus. After suffering, the pleasures to follow are always sweeter.”


I believe you, I believe you, she wanted to say, but instinctively knew that as part of the game now, she shouldn’t speak. Turning to Leonard she signaled compliance with her eyes, her spirits soaring on his answering smile of love.


“Very good,” opined Benedict, as if the exchange had been written in letters ten feet high for his convenience. “Now I’d like you to lean over the desk and rest upon it. Reach over and hold yourself steady. Grip the edge.”


Mary complied. The position was both comfortable and uncomfortable; she was supported, and yet her corset pressed against the slopes of her breasts, forcing them upward. The surface of the blotter rubbed against her nipples, and she imagined mundane words of business pressed against them, in reflection. Down below, the lower edge of her corset dug wickedly into her belly, creating a sly infernal pressure upon her vitals.


Turning her face to Leonard once more, she gnawed upon her lower lip, and the heat in his gaze made her surge against the desk, her body craving pleasure or pain or both. She closed her eyes, rocking her pelvis against the solid, unyielding mahogany.


“Tut-tut…contain yourself,” commanded her young disciplinarian, laying his hand flat on the small of her back. The pressure made things worse, plaguing her sex.


“Yes, please try, my dear. There’s a good girl.”


At the sound of Leonard’s voice, Mary fell still.


To please you, my darling…to please you.


Her knuckles white, she grasped the far end of the desk. What would happen when the first blow fell if she could barely contain herself at this stage of the proceedings?


For a few moments all was silence, save for the crackling of the fire in the grate and the very faint hiss of the gas lamps. Wild imaginings ranged around Mary’s mind. She tried to form a notion of what the spanks might feel like, but her thoughts were too jittery to bring to order. Especially when other notions, just as blatant, crept in.



She pictured Leonard taking her over this very desk, pushing in, rutting her hard, stirring her to spend again and again while he whispered lewd and loving nonsensical words in her ear. She could almost feel his sturdy member stretching her inner topography, moving to and fro, to and fro, to and fro. Her hands tightened on the desk’s edge for a different reason now, anything to prevent them from stealing to her cleft and seeking to ease the ache there.


“What are you thinking about, Mrs. Brigstock?” said that cool, young voice suddenly, and as Benedict spoke, Mary heard the rustling of clothing as if he were taking off his coat. When she stole a glance at him, he’d laid the garment aside. Slipping out his cuff links, he began rolling up his sleeves.


“Mrs. Brigstock?” he prompted, and Mary realized she’d given him no answer.


What could she say? The truth would incriminate her, and if she told a lie, she knew that not only would Benedict not believe her, but neither would Leonard. He knew her too well, especially of late, since they’d been closer.


“I…I was imagining what a spanking might feel like.”


“Not having second thoughts, I hope,” inquired the younger man, leaning close. He wore a rather more exotic shaving lotion than she might have imagined for one so severe. It was strong and spicy, almost dizzying. She rather liked it, but on the whole preferred Leonard’s more reserved choice, a light but distinguished concoction from Trumper of Curzon Street, with fresh bouquet that hinted of limes.


What thoughts are these? Comparing the merits of shaving lotions? I do believe I’m going quite mad with anticipation.


“If you don’t wish to proceed, my dear, we can stop, you know.”


Leonard sounded solicitous, but she knew he’d been looking forward to this as much as she had. Even if she had been falling prey to misgivings, she knew she’d still press ahead, just for him.


But there were no misgivings. She was on fire to know all, and to join the inner elite of the Ladies’ Sewing Circle. To be as daring and knowledgeable as Sofia and Prudence and Arabella, women to whom the engravings in Divertissements represented an experience, not an undiscovered country. She wanted to play the outrageous games that they enjoyed.


“I wish to proceed!” Her voice rang loud and clear, if wavering a little.


“Bravo, my darling.”


“Bravo, madam.”


“And I wish to proceed now, if we may,” she went on boldly, the heat in her loins making it next to impossible to stay still again. “Please don’t prevaricate further, Mr. Holcombe. Get on with it. Do your worst!”


Both men laughed, and Mary almost giggled herself, but contained it in a secret inner smile.


“Very well,” the specialist said, before plucking at the fabric of her drawers and sliding the two portions apart to reveal her bottom.


Mary quivered like an unusually substantial aspen in a breeze. No male but Leonard had ever seen her bare buttocks, not even her doctor. But now she was on show to a mysterious stranger she’d met a scant hour or two ago. Her ever-surging blushes seemed to engulf her entire body in the space of a few seconds, and it felt as if her rounded rump was pink already even before a single blow had fallen.


“Delightful,” said Benedict in a low, intent voice, and across the room Leonard shifted a little in his chair, as if easing the fit of his dark trousers around his erection. There was impressive prominence in his elegant Savile Row tailoring.


Cool fingers settled on her newly revealed skin, the distinct points of fingertips easily discernable. Slowly, slowly, the specialist tested the pliancy of the muscle there.


“Firm, too. I must compliment you on the condition of your body, Mrs. Brigstock. Do you take exercise?”


“I, er, very little, actually, Mr. Holcombe. Just a little walking on occasion. I should do more…. I…I think I may purchase a bicycle. I have a friend who cycles and she speaks very highly of it.”


What am I babbling about?


But Benedict ignored her chatter, and suddenly, and with no further warning, he set about her.


He began with lazy, rhythmic pats, little more than that, as if warming her up for the main attraction.



But then, a pat became a gentle slap.


And a slap, a sharper blow…


And before she knew it, Mary was receiving an accomplished spanking.


Oh, it hurts! It hurts!


And it did.


For all his effete looks and his smooth, well-kept hands, Benedict Holcombe was far more stringent and more rigorous than he appeared to be. Swift, hard wallops fell across the entire acreage of her trembling, churning rear, and Mary moaned and yelped yet more with every stroke.


It was painful, far more than she’d anticipated, sharp and hot. Yet somehow, within the space of mere moments, Mary realized to her astonishment that she was lifting herself up time and time again, her bottom rising to meet the spanks, instead of trying to wriggle and squirm away from them.


“Oh, well done, Mrs. Brigstock, well done,” purred her disciplinarian. “You’re clearly something of a stoic as well as a sumptuous beauty.” He punctuated his compliment with a particularly stinging slap.


“You flatter me, Mr. Holcombe,” said Mary through gritted teeth, even as another blow fell. He was belaboring her buttocks with the precision of a metronome, and covering every inch with sizzling fire.


“No, he doesn’t. You are beautiful. Especially in this condition.”


Despite the relentless spanking, Mary’s attention snapped back to her husband, still in his chair. Leonard’s demeanor wasn’t quite so relaxed now. He sat farther forward in the chair, inclining toward her, his eyes fierce and avid, an expression of raw desire upon his face. The way he seemed to devour her made her sex ripple, aching with emptiness. And a yearning to be filled by her husband’s cock.


Oh, Leonard…Leonard…


Sensations. Emotion. Pain. Lust. All combined into a maelstrom that tossed Mary’s dazzled spirit hither and thither. Her body seemed to be exploding with energy. She bucked about across the desk, first pushing up her rump for Benedict’s strokes, then bearing down in an attempt to grind her aching cleft against the wooden edge beneath her and massage the sensitive pearl of her throbbing clitoris. If she hadn’t been holding on to the far side of the desktop with both hands, for fear of tumbling off it, she would surely have reached under her belly and rubbed herself to a fast and furious crisis.


As it was, a particularly heavy slap knocked her hard against the unforgiving desk and her sex quivered, right on the brink, almost there….


“Leonard!”


Mary barely recognized her own voice. It was hoarse and cracking, yet it rang with desperation…and command.


Her husband sprang toward her, pushing the younger man aside in his own desperation. All semblance of the louche, relaxed observer was now gone, as if it had never existed, and her dear husband inclined over her, his breath a hot zephyr against her neck and shoulders. “My dear…my dear, what is it?” he breathed, his voice as rough as hers as the cloth of his evening coat brushed her ravaged buttocks and she let out a hiss and jerked against him. “Was it too much? Oh, my darling…should I have restrained him?”


“No! Not that…” Panting hard, Mary surged again, arching and twisting and pressing her pain against her husband’s thighs and loins, stirring her own heat and glorying in the hardness she found there. “But I’m burning up, my darling. I need you in me…please fuck me!”


“Of course, my dear… Yes!” Leonard made to slide a hand beneath her, to grip her corseted waist and pull her upright, his intention obviously to escort her to their bedroom.


“No! Here! Right now. I cannot wait.”


For an instant, Leonard went still. Would he balk? Just a few feet away stood Benedict Holcombe, silent and watchful.



A breath later, her husband’s growl of passion made her almost forget the younger man. “Oh, Mary…my darling Mary,” Leonard gasped in her ear. “You are magnificent! A goddess of love…my own perfect Venus.”


Her heart light with relief and love, Mary twisted around again, struggling to share a messy, awkward, ill-aimed kiss with her husband over her shoulder. She found only the corner of his mouth, but it was sweet, honey-sweet for all that, and against her simmering bottom, she felt him fumbling with his linen. He struggled for a moment, and she could swear she felt a fly button or two burst off and go whizzing across the room, but then she felt first the brush of his hand, and then the press of his hard, familiar flesh against her hot, spanked skin.


“Oh, yes, my dearest man…oh, yes.” Reaching behind herself, she met his fingers with hers and they tangled. Laughing both, they guided his member toward its natural harbor together. “That’s it…push it in…ooh…ooh…yes!”


More by blind luck and hunger than measured judgment, Leonard slid home. It was far from elegant, but Mary groaned, loving the sensation of her husband’s penis filling and stretching her. Even if it did mean that his clothing rubbed mercilessly against her sore bottom, buttons and seams digging in cruelly as he thrust into her. As he gripped her by the hips, his strong thumbs were unremitting, too, but the streaks of torment only fired her all the hotter. Bucking like a frisky pony she dished her back and pressed ever closer to him to make a better fit.


“Yes, my love, yes…oh, that’s splendid,” growled Leonard, plumbing her deeply, then holding still, into the hilt. “You are the warmest, most heavenly haven. This is paradise, my dear…paradise….”


For me, too, my dear, for me, too.


And yet still there was another observing angel, and as Mary rocked and heaved, and Leonard reciprocated with powerful forays of his own, she turned again to glance toward their watcher…and found he was no longer watching them.


Benedict Holcombe had disappeared, left the room without either of them even being aware of his departure. For a moment, a pang of disappointment gripped her and Mary stilled. But then the faint odor of lime, her Leonard’s tantalizing shaving lotion, tickled her nostrils.


Oh, my darling, forgive me. You are here…you are here, inside me.


Fired anew, she wriggled, churning her pubis against the desk as Leonard swung his hips and found an ever sweeter spot within her channel. Her sex fluttered, almost at the point of crisis, but somehow, in the back of her brain, a cool observer to match Benedict himself still had the ability to think and question.


Did you desire me at all, Benedict? Or is it simply the act of punishment that stirs you? If that?


Shaking her head to dislodge the shade of the specialist, she gasped and moaned, teetering on the very Rubicon’s edge.


Or is it even my handsome Leonard who piques your lust and you cannot bear to see him swiving a woman?


Strange questions that elicited strange, fragmentary visions. Peculiar musings like a mist, unstable and transitory. When Leonard reached beneath her belly, rummaging for the seat of all her pleasure, the ability to think finally dissolved like fog, too.


Her husband circled his fingertip, and rocked his hips, bumping and knocking against some hidden secret place, and as he ignited her, Mary’s mind went truly blank. Pleasure flooded her, heart and soul and body, and in ecstasy she convulsed, shrieking out.


“Leonard! Oh, my love!”


Her only awareness was heat and bliss now…and Leonard pounding. And pounding and pounding and pounding as he found his heaven with an enormous shout of triumph.


 


“It was unfortunate that Mr. Holcombe left so precipitously,” Mary observed later as her husband snuffed out the candle at their bedside and then rolled toward her to kiss her good-night.



“Would you have preferred him to remain, my dear?” There was an intriguing note in her husband’s voice, and the kiss, when it came, was more ardent than she’d been expecting. After all the excitement of the evening, and all their pleasure and cavorting, she’d assumed a tranquil settling down now that they were finally in bed together.


Would Leonard indulge her desires yet further? Heat roused again in her loins, even after the joys they’d both shared so recently. Did her husband share a yen to explore yet more of her foibles? It seemed so. His cock was hard when her hand brushed against his nightshirt.


“Yes… I thought I might, um, dally with him a little,” she said in a cautious voice. Men’s sensibilities, and their perceptions of their manhood, were notoriously fragile in a way that only women understood, and the very last thing on Earth she wanted was to hurt or make her husband unhappy. But they’d sworn honesty to each other and her curiosity was undeniable. Leonard knew that she was filled with inquisitiveness.


“Dally, eh?” Leonard seemed to be challenging her.


“Yes, my dear, but only that.”


In the darkness, she felt him relax and her heart melted. After all these years, he still prized her above all women and could be a possessive husband as well as an indulgent one.


“It would only be a little bit of naughty fun, dear husband,” she went on. “You know my curiosity…and how lately I’ve been eager to try new things.” As she spoke, she reached for his hand and placed it at the juncture of her thighs, reminding him of those certain new things. “I would never lie with another man but you, Leonard.” She pressed her mouth to his, squeezing his fingers, with hers, against her puss. “I’m just interested in feeling things and seeing things.”


Leonard laughed heartily, shaking his head. “You’re a most remarkable minx, my dear. Just what is it that you want to see that you haven’t seen before?” This time, he drew her hand to his crotch, where she discovered a monumental erection.


“Well, I would rather like to observe our young specialist’s ‘accoutrements,’ if that’s amenable to you, my dear?” She paused, giving her husband’s own accoutrements a daring frisk. “Even though I can’t possibly imagine that he would be more favorably blessed than this.”


“Sly, flattering hussy,” growled Leonard. His hips lifted, then he gently shook her off him before rolling her over onto her back.


Hauling up her nightgown, and giving her a kiss, he mounted her for another delicious ride.


 


Am I ready? Am I ready?


Mary’s nerves twittered as she heard the doorbell ring, a few days later, and anticipated the second appearance of her “specialist.”


Astonished and overjoyed, the Brigstock servants had been packed off for yet another evening jaunt—the circus this time—and once again the house was empty but for Leonard and herself. Her husband’s quick step upon the stairs told her he was answering the door—which was a good thing, considering the garb that she’d chosen for this evening.


There would be no pretence this time. No social dance of dinner and conversation. There were no two ways about it. Benedict was here for her erotic dalliance, and that alone, and approaching voices on the stairs made her heart thud. She took up her brandy glass and downed the snifter all in one.


Ah, the fire of it…it warmed her mouth and throat and belly, stiffening her resolve. But it wasn’t nearly as hot as other fires that would soon be burning, those delicious conflagrations that would rage in her intimate zones.


When Leonard ushered in their guest, Mary nearly laughed out loud. Not from nerves, or her own apprehensions, but the look of sheer astonishment on his face. How splendid; she’d shocked him, just as she’d planned. Leonard’s grin over the young man’s shoulder was a picture, too.


“Good evening, Mrs. Brigstock,” the specialist said warmly, his poise recovered as he reached for her hand and raised it dashingly to his lips. “You’re looking especially handsome tonight, I must say. That’s a very becoming robe that you have on.”


“Yes, isn’t it? A gift from my dear Leonard…a reward, you might say. For pleasing him.” She batted her eyelashes and saw Leonard’s smile widen and his eyes roll at her brazenness.


“A drink, old man?” her husband offered.


“Oh, yes…splendid… A whisky and soda, please,” answered Benedict, even though both his gaze and that of Leonard’s remained upon her.



And now you’re both speculating on what precisely lies beneath this.


Mary ran her fingers over the blue silk of her sash as her husband busied himself with the tantalus and she settled herself demurely on one of the long chesterfields, arranging her legs so she might flash the men a glimpse of her ankle and perhaps a little more.


Her new robe was a wrapper à la japonnaise, a self-indulgence purchased from an exclusive modiste patronized by Sofia Chamfleur and several of the other Circle ladies. The silken fabric was delicate and luxurious, as fine as air, and formed to her body in an enticing way, almost as much a caress as Leonard’s—or Benedict’s—fingers might have been.


Studying her toes in her new satin slippers, Mary sat quiescent, drinking in the air of erotic speculation as the men consumed their whiskey. Two sets of eyes—one warm and brown, one cool and blue—seemed to emit rays of desire that swept over her through the silk. Rays that gathered at the tips of her breasts and at her groin.


“Might we begin?” she inquired after a little while, when she could bear the wait no longer. Her fingers were tingling with the desire to touch herself, and both her nipples and the pit of her belly ached and ached. Her lust was new, like an electrical force, yet so familiar.


“You’re very eager, madam.” Setting his glass aside, Benedict seemed to have regained the self-possession that she’d shaken. He was taking charge now, the specialist again, composed and level. “I’m not sure I’ve ever known a woman so lacking in control of her carnal appetites.”


Well, that’s a white lie, sir, if you’ve ever had cause to service the whims of either Arabella Southern or Prudence Enderby!


Nevertheless, Mary nodded, her breathing shallow.


“We’d better do something about it in that case, then, hadn’t we? Don’t you agree, Leonard?” the dark young man observed to Mary’s husband.


Leonard met his glance, his brown eyes bright and eager. As luminous, Mary guessed, as her own eyes were.


“Kindly assume an appropriate position, Mrs. Brigstock.” Benedict rose from the chesterfield where he’d been sitting, and even though he didn’t precisely go through the pantomime of flexing his fingers in readiness, he nevertheless ran the side of his thumb against his palm as if assessing its hardness.


“Of course,” Mary replied, suppressing her grin, and her triumph. With a showmanlike panache, she flipped her sash unfastened, and slid her arms out of her robe as she rose, too. As the garment slithered free of her body and pooled in a whisper at her ankles, she drew in a breath.


As did Benedict and Leonard, both men gasping.


Apart from her navy satin corset, her slippers, and her stockings and her baby-blue froufrou garters, Mary was naked.


“Bravo, my dear, bravo!” cried Leonard, his eyes popped wide. She hadn’t warned him of her plan, but Mary could see from the way her husband licked his lips—as if she were a prime beefsteak dressed with his favorite Hollandaise—that he approved.


“Magnificent, Mrs. Brigstock,” concurred their companion, an unmistakable glow in his eyes, too.


See, young man. You can still be surprised, for all your expertise and experience. We middle-aged matrons can have fire in our bellies, too.


“I see your exhibitionistic tendencies exceed even my anticipation, madam,” the specialist went on as Mary walked boldly toward the desk, head up, chest out, hips swaying in as alluring a lilt as she could manage. Perhaps she did look a tad absurd, slinking about like an odalisque when she was a long-married woman and mother of a well-grown son, but the sensation was so much fun that she didn’t care.


Pausing with her fleece just touching the burled mahogany edge of the desk, she half turned toward her admirers, reached up to pull out the few carefully placed pins that maintained her coiffure and shook her hair free over her shoulders. Leonard loved the gleam and swish of her thick, wavy, dark brown tresses, and she didn’t see why Benedict Holcombe shouldn’t have a chance to admire them, too.



Then, a naked goddess who paid only lip service to her role as a submissive, she assumed her pose, her body draped across the blotter and the desk, her rounded bottom neatly framed by the bands of her garters and her corset.


Take a good look, gentlemen. Shifting her thighs a little, she teased them with the view, while over her shoulder she watched Benedict approach. His fingers were like a homage when they touched her, cool and precise. But as they glided across her skin, they provoked fire along their progress.


Closing her eyes for a moment, Mary pressed her hot face against the blotter, unbearably stirred, but not knowing what it was that moved her the most. Was it Benedict’s hand, or Leonard’s close scrutiny? Or was it her own power and her delight in her exposure?


All of it. It’s all of it. Oh, heaven help me…


The clock on the mantel ticked. The fire in the grate crackled. The springs in the chesterfield creaked a little as Leonard, too, shifted position. Was he aroused already? She suspected as much. And closer to home…was Benedict aroused, too? Mary edged along the desk, trying to press her thigh against the specialist’s narrow pelvis.


“Uh-oh,” he warned, and she almost keened with hunger. It didn’t seem possible that she could be more stirred and excited than on their first thrilling encounter. But she was, great God, she was. It was near unbearable, and she couldn’t keep still. Her hips began to move again, her pelvis circling helplessly, massaging her mound against the desk.


How on earth could she be so wanton? Should she moan with lust, or simply giggle at the utter absurdity of it all? All she knew was that being a sensualist was second nature to her now. Both Leonard and she were happy voluptuaries, reborn.


And when, in a stern voice, he said, “Mary!” it was really a salute, not an admonishment.


“So lewd…so very wicked,” concurred Benedict, the young specialist, and his slow fondle suddenly became the first smack.


“Ooh! Ow!” Mary jerked, her legs kicking. How it hurt! She’d expected just a tap, a slow buildup, but this was fierce and it caught an acutely tender spot. The underhang of her curvaceous left buttock was almost sizzling in an instant, and a matching strike, on the right, made her hiss.


Why does pain excite me so? What is it that turns something so nasty into something so very wonderful?


It was inexplicable to her, yet some low, ancient part of her brain seemed to understand it. Despite the fact that she’d always been the first to spring a tear over a stubbed toe or a needle-pricked finger, and she’d bellowed vehemently for ether during childbirth.


Benedict’s spanks fell upon her with all the regularity of the grandfather clock’s tick out in the hall. Slap. Slap. Slap. Wallop. Wallop. Wallop. Fire raining down and making her desperate and ravenous. She moaned for a kiss, for a caress, for dark pleasure in whatever form it came.


Serve me! Satisfy me! Fulfill me!


She wanted to shout it out as royal command, but all that came out were broken moans and whimpers. Her hips churning, she edged apart her rounded thighs, casting a slanted glance toward Leonard, where he sat on the nearer chesterfield, glass in hand but too mesmerized to drink.


See me! Look upon me, both of you! I’m a woman and I’m beautiful…I’m what you want.


The blows still fell upon her bottom, circling around and around, imbuing every inch of her tender skin with tingling heat and a pulsing, pounding energy. Lifting her haunches, she flaunted herself to her admirers, shamelessly revealing her glistening nether folds as she met the falling hand that struck her flesh.


But when the specialist faltered, she nearly crooned out loud with triumph. She’d affected him with her antics; she’d got the better of him.


“Perhaps I may take a turn?” Leonard suddenly inquired, setting his glass down with a thump on the lace cloth-covered surface of the small table beside him. “I think I’ve got a pretty clear idea of it now.”


It was Mary’s turn to falter, to still in her squirming. Oh, how she wanted this! The disciplinary hand of her dear, beloved husband.



“Of course.” Benedict stepped back, rubbing his hand. Over her shoulder Mary studied him closely, the tingling in her bottom suddenly forgotten. The handsome young fellow appeared superficially composed, yet something in his pale eyes revealed his inner agitation. When he caught her gaze, his lips quirked and he nodded slightly.


Acknowledging defeat? Oh, how delicious…


“Brace yourself, my dear!” advised Leonard, taking the specialist’s place. He sounded cheerful and excited and Mary’s heart sang. In the first instance, her husband hadn’t wanted to do this. He’d had reservations, and a reluctance to hurt her, not really understanding yet the sweet paradox of pain and pleasure. But now, thanks to the services of handsome Benedict Holcombe, he’d seen the light, and was ready to embrace the game and indulge her with enthusiasm.


“Yow!”


Mary let out a high yelp when the first spank fell. Lacking the specialist’s experience and finesse, Leonard’s strike was rougher and only half made contact. But still Mary bared her teeth and jerked her hips. Her husband was her truer master, the one she’d longed for. As he got into his rhythm, she quivered inside with pride in him.


“Shall I leave?”


At first, the words didn’t register. But a moment later, they filtered through the red, excited haze, and Mary craned around sharply on the desk toward their source.


“No! Stay!” she cried, her eyes flashing to Leonard, looking so flushed and handsome with his sleeves rolled up and his sandy hair already a little awry. His eyes were hot and wild, but he grinned back at her, nodding not in agreement but in awe and admiration.


Gazing back at him with a sultry smile of her own, Mary churned her bottom enticingly, and Leonard rewarded her with a few more stinging slaps.


“Yes…yes…” she gasped, opening her thighs an inch or two more, offering more of a target and a temptation alike while at the corner of her vision, Benedict subsided onto the adjacent chesterfield…to watch.


“Enough of this!” cried Leonard. “You are a temptress and a houri, Mrs. Brigstock, and I shall have you!” He threw himself over her back, his clothing rubbing her sore bottom and flanks and making her moan. “A wanton hussy like you deserves ten times the mastering that our friend and I have given you, but alas I’m too hungry for you to wait…. I’m compelled to fuck you now, not a moment later.”


“Oh, yes, Leonard, please do!” Mary laughed and wriggled against him, despite the burning ache in her simmering buttocks. The mahogany of the desk felt solid against her puss, and she rocked herself on its edge in an attempt to get relief, all the time reaching back to clutch at her husband’s body while she braced herself. Her sex was yawningly empty, silently crying for him.


“Wicked, wicked woman!” He growled against her neck, nuzzling her hair and her throat as she twisted her wrist around and managed to squeeze his cock. “You’re shameless….” His voice caught as she massaged him through his trousers. “You’ll pay for this, madam!”


With that, Leonard backed off her, clasping her by the shoulders and turning her over on the surface of the desk, then clasping her thighs and sliding her right to the edge.


The ravaged surface of Mary’s bottom felt as if were going to burst into flames, and she keened like a she-wolf, rocking and squirming anew. Hooking her hands under her own knees, she gripped hard and raised herself, lifting her crimson buttocks clear of the desktop.


“Have mercy, husband,” she gasped, “have mercy…. If you fuck me hard it’ll make me forget the pain.” Whether that was the truth or not, she little cared. She just wanted his cock. “Oh, please, Leonard, put it in,” she begged more softly.


“With pleasure, my dear incorrigible wife. With the greatest of pleasure.”


Once more, her husband attacked the fastening of his trousers. This time he managed to reveal himself without sending any flying to the four corners of the room, but there was more hastiness than elegance in the exposure. Within a few seconds he had his member in his hand and was guiding it toward the heart of the matter.


Mary wriggled even closer to him, even though the action made her hiss between her teeth. The discomfort of her spanking and the intensity of her desire were balanced as on a seesaw or a knife edge, but her lust for Leonard was coming out the clear winner.



“Oh…oh, yes, my love,” she sighed as he presented the thick, warm crown of his cock to her entrance. Astonishingly, he seemed bigger and hotter than ever before, and as he pushed in, it was an effort, and he stretched her. Dropping her haunches around his hips, she grabbed hold of the panels of his embroidered waistcoat, and hauled herself toward him, and him toward her, to bring them closer.


By her efforts and his own, they meshed their bodies, Leonard pushing in, deeper than deep, invading her thoroughly. She could almost imagine he was touching her very heart.


For several long moments, they rested still, just as they were, completely joined, the world collapsed only to the awareness of their nested genitals and the hot glow in Mary’s hind parts that warmed them both somehow. Passion was in the stillness, yet was also energetic, like a pan of rich liquid on a hob, warming and warming and warming but not yet in motion, not yet simmering or boiling.


But when she looked up into Leonard’s eyes, the bubbles of pleasure began to stir, and with them the kinetic urge to rock and wriggle and clench herself around him. And with that returned her awareness of their surroundings, and the stranger who was watching from the nearby chesterfield.


As Leonard started to thrust in a long, deep rhythm, Mary arched her body, leaning right back against the top of the desk and lifting her hips to meet him. She gripped hard on to the mahogany edge to give her purchase, aware that the action lifted her breasts to greater prominence. More exposed than ever, her nipples ached for attention, and as her husband was holding her hips, in order to control the way he swived her, it was to their guest that Mary found herself inclining.


Her eyes engaged with Benedict’s and she passed her tongue across her lower lip, then rolled her shoulders. She didn’t say, Come to me… but it seemed she didn’t need to. Tall and dark, he rose from the chesterfield and crossed the room.


Mary captured Leonard’s gaze, and gave him a wink and a creamy smile. Then closing her eyes, she surrendered to pleasure, and sensation…and the attentions of two very fine men.


Leonard continued fucking her, and even though she could no longer see him, she could feel the absolute focus of his efforts. Holding her tight, he thrust and shoved, his strokes sometimes long and slow, other times short and rough; and the way he swiveled his hips and rocked made her closed eyes cross. Despite their years together, he was revealing new zones of pleasure.


Benedict used his hands, and he was as clever at creating delight as he was with pain.


Cool fingertips explored her breasts, searching and tantalizing, traveling as lightly at first upon her as a feather. Mary flexed her spine, lifting her rib cage to encourage him. She wanted more from him, more pressure and a harder, wilder handling. No delicate bloom she, she wanted a rough and ready experience—everything rich, unfettered, savage even. A testing to her limits and perhaps beyond.


“More…more…” she urged, straining her body toward her two lovers with every sinew.


Leonard surged into her with yet more vigor. Benedict squeezed her breasts, molding her full curves, teasing and pinching her nipples and plaguing them mercilessly.


“More…more…more,” she chanted, taking all they could give, squirming and bucking and striving toward the magnificent pinnacle, a creature fashioned from love and from pleasure.


Love and pleasure. Pleasure and love.


The love for her dear husband, deep and abiding, forged by their life together and a new understanding of each other’s needs, desires and foibles.


And for their clever new friend?


Well, not love perhaps, but a strange affection. A regard almost maternal and fond, despite the extreme voluptuousness and perversity of their encounters.


“Ah…ah…my dear!”


Leonard was close, his hips pumping, giving his all. Mary was close, too, and hungry to share his moment of fulfillment. Her fingers clawed again at the edge of the desk and her hips lifted yet higher to meet her husband’s plunges.


So close. Almost there. Hovering on the very brink.



Then, oh, oh, wonderful… Even as he dove into ecstasy, losing his control, Leonard shifted his grip on her, freeing a hand. An instant later, Mary felt fingers pressing into her cleft to find the heart of her sensations.


Her husband shouted, growling out a rough oath as he spent, but still the miraculous fingertip rubbed and circled. Mary kicked her heels and bucked and shouted, howling like a she-cat as she matched her husband’s joy.


Lost in a white haze of delight, her eyes tight shut, she was aware of nothing but pleasure, her husband’s cock and those gracious male fingers still at work, lifting her higher, higher, yet higher.


And then, in a moment of revelation that almost made her laugh out loud, she realized that she wasn’t even precisely certain whose fingertip it was that was working between her thighs…but shimmering with bliss, she knew she really didn’t care.


 


Mary ran her fingers over the newly replenished blotter, aware that her companion was watching her closely. Taking her turn to host the Ladies’ Sewing Circle, it had amused her no end to offer the library as the venue.


“So, Mary my dear, how have your fared with our friend Benedict the specialist?” inquired Sofia Chamfleur.


Her innards a-flutter, Mary straightened the leather-backed rectangle for the third or fourth time, unable to contain the images and sensations it evoked.


The taste of brandy on her tongue, after the maelstrom of ecstasy had finally run its course. Silk against her hot skin, her kimono resumed, covering a body sore yet pulsating with life and well-being.


In her mind, she saw Leonard’s eyes, filled with hazy repletion and with pride in her and her performance. And Benedict, his serene demeanor shattering as he undid his buttons and pleasured himself in her honor while she and Leonard were still gasping for breath.


“Oh, very well indeed, Sofia. I can’t thank you enough for making the introduction.” Snatching her fingers from the blotter, afraid that she’d already piqued her friend’s vivid imagination by touching it at all, she smoothed at her gown instead. It was turning out to be impossible to keep a silly, girlish, self-satisfied grin off her face in this room, and she knew a more sensible person than herself would have chosen to welcome her guests in the parlor instead.


“Both Mr. Brigstock and I are most impressed with his accomplishments,” she went on, not looking Sofia in the eye, and knowing that her days as a sensible person were long, long gone now, never to return.


The notorious Madame Chamfleur’s well-shaped brows quirked. There was no hiding anything from her, no prevarication. “Mr. Holcombe speaks highly of his time spent in your company, too. In fact, he remarked that he finds you intriguing, and that you and your dear husband are among the most…shall we say…imaginative and open-minded of all the clients he’s encountered so far. High praise coming from a man of his experience.”


It was pure flannel, perhaps, but still Mary grinned. “Indeed, I do find that I have many inclinations of which I was previously unaware.” She paused, imagining for a moment that a faint fragrance rose from the desk, even though the blotting paper was new and the surface thoroughly polished. Drawing in the imagined scents, she seemed to smell the foxy odors of congress, a hint of perspiration and the artificial aromas of male shaving lotion—Benedict’s exotica and Leonard’s delicious citrus. “In fact, I’d go so far as to say that I’m almost considering becoming a specialist myself!”


Sofia’s eyes widened. “Good gracious, Mary…surely not with Mr. Holcombe? I…I don’t believe that’s his predilection, if you get my drift. He prefers to play a purely active role in these matters.”


Mary gave her friend a sideways look. “I agree…that’s the impression I’ve formed. Although I also sense that many gentlemen are prepared to make all sorts of concessions if the rewards are sufficient.”


“Mary! You’re becoming quite outrageous.”



“I fear I am, Sofia…I fear I am. And do you know, I don’t really give a fig.” With a swish of her skirts, Mary led the way to one of the chesterfields, the very one from which Benedict had observed her and Leonard. “I’m anxious to learn all manner of variations, and subject to his commitments, dear Benedict has offered to provide some instruction.”


“But what of your husband? What are his feelings in all this?”


Leonard’s hot eyes seemed to gleam at her, watching, watching, while his dear lips curved into a smile of admiration.


“Oh, he’s all for my education, don’t you know. He loves to both watch and to participate…and then to…well, reap the benefits afterward.”


“I would imagine he does!” Sofia laughed, conspiratorially, and Mary was the one to do the imagining. The handsome Monsieur Chamfleur probably reaped a good deal of benefits himself.


“I take my hat off to you, Mary,” her friend said warmly, taking her hand and giving it a squeeze. “Of all the Ladies of the Circle, you’re the one I most hoped would come around to our enlightened way of thinking, and finally you have, with a most delicious gusto. I’m so proud of you.” Her grin widened. “At this rate you’ll soon be giving even Arabella and Prudence a run for their money!”


The two women hugged, and then, as they parted, Mary continued, “So, if you know a likely candidate, would you be able to introduce me to another of your gentlemen, perhaps? One who entertains the necessary preferences to assist me with my needs?”


Sofia nodded approvingly, her eyes twinkling. “You are incorrigible, Mary Brigstock. A natural born voluptuary. But I do believe I know just the fellow.”


In the middle of a most titillating description of the candidate’s qualities, the high jingle of the doorbell rang out downstairs. It seemed that the rest of the members of the Circle were starting to arrive.


“So, will you tell our sisters about your latest dalliances, Mary?” inquired Sofia as they made for the door on their way to greet the newcomers.


Mary paused for consideration. There weren’t many of the group who actually came out and revealed all. Most were more oblique, more circumspect, apart from one or two very notable exceptions.


“I think perhaps I’ll relate it as a game of the imagination rather than an actual event, Sofia.” She reached for the doorknob, glancing back into the room. “That might be the more discreet approach, n’est pas?”


“Indeed. Much more prudent,” agreed Sofia, her gaze flitting once again to the blotter. “Although I sincerely don’t think any one of them will be fooled for as much as a moment!”


“You’re probably right, Sofia.”


Mary chuckled, her own eyes on the desktop, but seeing another view entirely.


Two bodies entwined while a handsome “specialist” observed their joy.




THE END




For more scandal, check out the rest of the Ladies’ Sewing Circle series: A Gentlewoman’s Predicament, A Gentlewoman’s Ravishment and A Gentlewoman’s Pleasure, available now from Spice Briefs.



And don’t miss the next story in the series, In the Flesh, from Spice Briefs.
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