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Rachel stood in the middle of the hall and directed the movers where she wanted the new furniture. It had taken her a year to clear out her father’s old house, but now she was ready to move into her own place. The fact that her move coincided with the end of her mourning period cheered her up even more. 

When the movers brought in the chests of clothes, she skipped ahead of them, up the stairs. Pointing to the large suite at the end of the hall, she commanded them to leave the chests on the floor. Unpacking her newly acquired wardrobe was something she’d been looking forward to for weeks.

Leaving her butler in charge of the movers, she closed her bedroom door and exhaled deeply. Finally she could be herself again. The black of mourning, which she’d dutifully donned for the past year, had been grating on her since the day of the funeral. It hadn’t helped that her divorce had become final a few weeks later. Rather than celebrate her newfound freedom, she’d had to bury herself in her dusty childhood home. 

But no longer. She was finally free from any constraints. Crossing the room to the first chest, she heaved the lid off. It was heavier than she expected and it fell to the floor with a clang. Inside a rainbow of colours greeted her. 

She was giddy to try on her new clothes. With impatient fingers, she pulled her outer dress off and began working the loops of her corset. She couldn’t wait to see the back of that horrendous thing. From now on, she’d never be confined by its restrictive structure again. 

After much struggling, her corset came loose. She threw it in the corner and stripped off the rest of her old fashioned clothes. That would be the last time she allowed herself to be covered up so much. Rachel Baker was ready to join the new fashion revolution. 

Picking up a shimmering silver dress, she gingerly pulled it over her blond bob. It slid effortlessly over her ample bosom and settled around her thighs. It felt strange to have her bare legs peeking out from underneath it. She couldn’t remember the last time her legs had been uncovered outside the bedroom. 

Bending down, she rolled the stockings over her legs, one by one, and fastened them to the garter on her thighs. Then she slipped her feet into a pair of low heels and turned to look at herself in the mirror.

She gasped with delight. The dress was loose and revealed tantalising glimpses of her cleavage. Her legs were slender and shapely, the length of them accentuated by how high the hem of the skirt was. It felt scandalous to be this undressed, but she loved it. She’d watched with envy as the women in New York City had embraced the new fashion while she’d been directed to keep wearing corsets and layers of dresses in order not to embarrass her husband. She’d ended up embarrassing him anyway, although in an entirely different way than he could have imagined.

She turned around, admiring the way the fabric flowed over her bum, showing off her beautiful curves. This was exactly how she had imagined it. 

To finish off her look, she pinned her hair back with a headband sporting a large flower. She was glad that she’d at least had her hair cut in the modern fashion. She’d been so sick of having to fuss with elaborate hair creations every day. She grinned at her reflection. She was back and determined to have fun. 

Walking around her room in what was less fabric than her nightgown made her feel naughty. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt the heat of desire upon her. Downstairs she could hear the movers placing the furniture in the various rooms and she imagined herself walking down clad in her scandalously short dress. Maybe the men would be used to seeing women like that—after all, the fashion had been around for a few months—but she’d never had a man see so much of her. Apart from Louis, of course, but he hardly counted. He’d never properly looked at her. 

Wetness gathered between her thighs. Even that spot felt scandalously exposed. Instead of being covered with yards of fabric, all that stood between her intimate parts and the world were a set of loose drawers and her very short dress. She imagined one of the movers coming into her room and slipping his hand between her legs, encountering the hot wetness there. 

Her breath hitched as she slipped her own hand there. It had been a long time since she’d touched herself and she gasped at the sensation of her fingers sliding through her folds. Sinking down on the edge of the bed, she spread her legs and allowed her fingers to wander. How had she managed to go this long without an orgasm?

Those hands were now strumming her clit as she lay back on the bed, embracing the flush of heat coursing through her. She wouldn’t be disturbed and this feeling of euphoria was too delicious to ignore. She arched her back as she slipped a finger inside her hot wetness. Pleasure radiated out from her core and she welcomed its heady rush. Impatiently, she rubbed and fingered herself until the wave of pleasure threatened to engulf her. Her cunt contracted hard against her finger and a strangled cry escaped her throat.

Her legs fell to either side of her and she panted hard until the dizziness in her head subsided and the shaking had stopped. She sat up and rearranged her clothes. The headband had slid out of her hair and her drawers were askew. Standing in front of the mirror, she fixed her hair. Her cheeks were flushed and she felt a sudden revulsion for herself. What was she doing? Frigging herself like a whore who couldn’t wait to be fucked. But it wasn’t like there was anyone else to take care of her. She was on her own now. Not that having a husband had ever satisfied her urges, but she’d hoped her longing for pleasure had abated since the divorce and her father’s death. 

It was unbecoming of a divorcee to want to have sex all the time. It had been bad enough when she’d been married. She was supposed to be composed, patient, willing to please her husband without regard for her own pleasure. Which was partly why they’d divorced, because she could not deny her own longing. And now the irresistible pull for satisfaction was back, and her fingers were inadequate.

But she was a divorcee and— Her thoughts stopped short. She wasn’t a married woman anymore. Society already frowned upon her status, so why shouldn’t she have some fun? Why not find a man who could satisfy her in the way she wanted to be satisfied? She’d never get married again, but she was still young and beautiful, so why couldn’t she find a willing man to plough her with his cock?

She found herself grow hot again at the thought of being with a man who would care about her pleasure as much as his own. Did men like that even exist? She didn’t know, but she was determined to find out. 

Today was the first day of the rest of her life. She was free from her failed marriage, free to do whatever she wanted with her life. Instead of longing for something, she could go out and get it. She might not be in the City with a wealth of single men, but she couldn’t imagine there weren’t any single men in the country. She would find them. But first she had to deal with the movers. With a gleeful bounce, she flounced down the stairs to oversee the rest of the move.

***
[image: ]


THE countryside was boring. Rachel was almost considering going back to New York City, but the thought of running into old acquaintances of hers and her ex-husband’s was enough of a reason to stay away. She couldn’t stand seeing their judgemental looks. No, she was fine here in her new mansion. She just needed to find something to do.

At least the weather was nice. Since her divorce, Rachel had vowed not to be constricted by society’s expectations of how a woman needed to behave, so she’d roamed the countryside in the men’s pants she had ordered from a tailor in the City. No one had paid her any attention as she’d trudged through fields, skipped over streams and rested along the paths. But there was only so much time she could spend on her own. Who knew being rich and single would be so boring?

When she’d moved into the mansion—paid for by a generous inheritance from her father—she’d expected visits from various neighbours, but no one had come up the long drive to her front door. She wasn’t sure what the protocol was in the country, but in the city neighbours didn’t even let you settle in before they descended on you. Or maybe that was only when the new residents were newly-wed. 

She rang for her maid. A few moments later, the door to the library opened. “Yes, Miss?”

Rachel waved Milly closer. She’d been glad Milly had agreed to follow her to the countryside after her divorce. She was loyal and kind. It hadn’t been her who had made Rachel’s indiscretion known. Although the resulting divorce had not been unwelcome, Rachel hated disloyalty. She’d trusted Milly’s judgement when hiring the rest of her new staff, making sure everyone was treated and paid well.

“I would like to pay a visit to our lovely neighbours. Can you please find out who I should call on first?” The last thing she wanted to do was upset the careful hierarchy that doubtless existed even out here. 

Milly bobbed. “Yes Miss. When would you like to go?”

“As soon as possible.” Another day alone in this house and she’d scream.

“I’ll have the information for you this afternoon.” Milly bobbed again and left the room.

Feeling brighter, Rachel got up and inspected the wall of books. When she’d packed up her old childhood home after her father’s death, she’d gotten rid of almost everything. The furniture had been old and dusty, the statues and paintings not to her liking and the dishes too chipped. Despite his vast wealth, her father had lived frugally. The only thing he had spared no expenses on was the library. Rachel had moved the books into her own library without even bothering to sort them first. 

The sheer volume of books used to intimidate her, but now she loved the familiar spines. She had read almost compulsively in the past year while she was in mourning, but hadn’t even made a dent in the catalogue. She ran her hand along the spines until she came to a few slim volumes at the end of a bottom shelf. She smiled to herself imaging the movers unpacking these particular books and hastily pushing them almost out of sight. 

She had known about these forbidden works for a few years now, but had not dared open them yet. Her father had acquired them on one of his trips to Europe, although she would never have asked him where he had obtained them. As far as her father had known, she hadn’t been aware of their existence. 

Boredom now led her to slide one of the slim manuscripts out of its place. She gasped as her eye fell on the front cover depicting a nude woman with her legs spread. The pink of her folds was clearly visible among the bush of hair between her thighs. Feeling herself stirring with excitement, Rachel sat down and opened the book. 

It had been a long time since she’d been with a man. Long before the divorce, Louis had stopped coming to her at night. It hadn’t really bothered her initially, as sex with him had never been good. Louis had never bothered to worry about her pleasure; as soon as he was done, he’d roll off her and go to sleep, leaving her hot and wanting. More than once had she used her own fingers to further her release.

The last time she’d had sex had been her indiscretion with a young office worker from Louis’s firm. He’d come to the house seeking Louis and had found her in a delicate state. She’d had too much wine and had allowed him to have his way with her. It had not been as satisfying as she had hoped, and the result had been her divorce. 

Not that she regretted it. She shuddered to think about still being married to Louis, still having this longing for more with no prospect of ever getting the chance to experience anything other than Louis’s fast thrusts. 

She sat down and opened the book. Her heart pounded as she tried to read the words on the page. Taking a steadying breath, she forced herself to calm down. Just knowing that this slim volume would tell her more about sex than any of her friends had even done made her feel weak. She was desperate to know more, but equally worried that she’d find out that what she’d been feeling all these years was abnormal and that women weren’t supposed to enjoy sexual relations. 

But as she read, she realised she was far from abnormal. It was as if a whole new world opened up for her. She’d thought she knew about lust and desire, but she soon realised she knew nothing. The sex described in the slim volume in her trembling hands was nothing like that which she’d experienced with Louis. The women in the stories she was reading were lustful, capable of amazing orgasms by the hands (and cocks) of the men who fucked them. Those men were eager to finger and lick the women, as well as fuck them in all sorts of different positions she found hard to imagine. She realised with a heavy heart that what she’d had with Louis was but a poor imitation of what was possible. 

Casting the book aside, she allowed herself a moment to grieve over her failed marriage. Not because she was sad it had ended, but because she’d spent precious years of her youth in a marriage that had not benefited her in any way. 

Then she brightened up. The possibilities of her newfound freedom were more numerous than she’d initially thought. If the book was right, there were men out there who loved to give women pleasure, who strived to make them orgasm with abandon. She wanted that. She wanted to find a man who could make her feel like that. And she was free to do as she liked. She was not beholden to any man. She had wealth and independence which she hadn’t had when she married Louis. Maybe it wasn’t all that bad that her life had taken the turns it had. Good things were ahead of her and she was determined to make the most of it.
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[image: ]


RACHEL’S mood was buoyant when the car took her to Miss Hattie Warren’s house the next day. She had stayed up well past her bedtime finishing the smutty book she had found, but had managed to keep herself from frigging. Underneath her excitement to meet new people was a current of sexual frustration, but she nursed the feeling carefully. Being out and about increased her chance of finding a suitable candidate to bring her sweet release.

Milly had been opposed to her visiting Miss Warren, as she was not the queen of society here. But Mrs Florence McKinley was in the City until Wednesday and Rachel had no intention of sitting at home for another two days. Tomorrow she would call on Mrs McKinley’s closest friend, Mrs Daisy Petersen. Rachel hated playing by the rules, but she realised she’d need to flatter Mrs McKinley when she was finally able to pay her a visit. It wouldn’t do to antagonise the woman. She could make or break Rachel’s stay in the country.

The car swept up a long drive which ended at a fairly modest house. Rachel admired the landscaping out front with large trees flanking the house and luscious flower beds providing an abundance of colour. The house looked welcoming and cosy and Rachel immediately felt at ease.

She’d left Milly at home. In the City, her maid would have accompanied her anywhere, but Rachel didn’t feel it was necessary to do so here. 

After knocking on the door, the house stayed silent. Rachel tapped her foot while waiting, wondering if Milly had been clear enough on the telephone. Miss Warren was supposed to expect her, but it didn’t seem like anyone was home. Did the woman not have any servants?

Knocking again produced a better result. Hurrying footsteps neared the door and then it was flung open. The woman who appeared was wearing a short dress which looked like she’d hastily thrown it on. Her cheeks were flushed and her dark hair was sticking up. Smoothing it with one hand, she pulled her dress down with the other. She didn’t look a day older than twenty, but she must have been older or she wouldn’t have been living alone. Her blue eyes sparkled with joy.

“Oh, Miss Baker, I am so sorry to have kept you waiting. Time just got away from me. What must you think of me?”

Rachel liked her immediately. “Miss Warren, thank you so much for receiving me.”

“Call me Hattie. I’m thrilled you’re here. Please, come in.”

Rachel stepped past Hattie into a light and airy hall. The house was much smaller than her own mansion, but it exuded comfort and love.

She turned to Hattie. “Please call me Rachel.” She was relieved not to have to be formal with this young woman.

Hattie pointed her to the living room, then called for her maid and ordered coffee. “Or do you want something stronger?” she asked Rachel. “We can start with sherry if you want.”

Rachel shook her head. “Coffee is fine.”

“So, you’re the one who’s bought Somerset House.” Hattie made no effort to disguise her curiosity. “Tell me about yourself.”

Rachel laughed. She liked the other woman’s direct approach. “There’s not much to tell. My father recently died and left me a fortune, which I used to buy Somerset House. I recently got divorced as well, so it’s just me and the servants rattling around in there. I must confess it gets lonely sometimes.”

To her relief, the other woman didn’t look offended or judgemental. “We have quite a nice group of people here, so you won’t have to be lonely. Have you met some of the others yet?”

She shook her head. “Mrs McKinley and Mrs Petersen were out.” As soon as the words had left her mouth, she could have kicked herself for letting on that Hattie wasn’t her first choice. 

Her shock must have registered on her face, because Hattie laughed. “The queen bee and her servant. I’m surprised you didn’t wait until they were available.”

“I couldn’t stand staying home one more day.” 

The maid brought in coffee and cakes and Rachel picked up her cup gratefully. 

“Stick with us, we usually have a lot of fun. Florence and Daisy can be a bit stuffy at times, but they’re not bad. Florence just likes to think she’s in charge, so just flatter her and defer to her on things that don’t matter and she’ll eat out of your hand.”

Rachel relaxed into the cushions of the couch. The living room had the same light and airy feel as the hall, even though the windows weren’t large. But the room was painted a stark white and the furnishings were light-coloured as well. She didn’t know how Hattie kept everything so spotless, but she doubtless had the staff to take care of it. 

Hattie folded her hands in her lap. “I’m so happy you came to visit me. It was about time we get some new people in our small society here. I’ve been living here for the past two years and although it’s nice and quiet, sometimes it’s a bit too quiet, if you know what I mean.”

Rachel nodded. She’d only been here a few months and she knew how lonely it could get.

“My parents don’t approve of me.” Hattie gave a little laugh and waved her hand around. “I’m a writer, but my parents believe a lady should be married and have children. Such outdated notions!”

Rachel’s heart lifted. It was so nice to hear that Hattie was independent like herself, and that she, too, had no interest in being married and having children. She wondered how Hattie supported herself; she didn’t think writers made a lot of money. 

Hattie saved her the trouble of asking. “Luckily my aunt agrees with me and supports me with a generous monthly stipend. My parents are mad, but my aunt doesn’t care. I think she wishes she’d done the same when she was younger.”

“I admire you,” Rachel said. “It is frowned upon when women like us decide not to marry. I was married once and I wish I’d resisted the pressure. It was a disaster.”

Hattie pursed her lips, but didn’t ask any questions. Rachel liked her even more for that. She was so happy that her drive for companionship had let her to Hattie’s door.

“Will you stay for lunch?” Hattie asked.

“Yes, gladly if you’ll have me.”

“Of course, I’m delighted with your company.”

Hattie excused herself to instruct the cook to make lunch. In her absence, Rachel looked around the room some more. She now noticed a writing table overlooking the garden, which must be where Hattie wrote her books. Unable to contain her curiosity, she walked over and looked at the papers on the desk. They were covered with tiny writing, which she couldn’t make out without picking up the papers and she drew the line at that. 

On the side of the desk was a stack of books. She glanced at it idly until her eye snagged on a familiar spine. Before she knew what she was doing, she had pulled it out of the stack and looked with incredulity at the familiar cover of a nude woman with her legs spread. Heat flushed her and she was about to shove the book back into the pile when Hattie’s voice broke the silence.

“Interesting book, don’t you think?”

Her cheeks burned. “I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have snooped.”

Hattie joined her at the writing desk and took the book from her unresisting fingers. “It has been a great source of delight for me. Have you read it?”

She found herself unable to lie. “I read it yesterday.”

Hattie raised her eyebrow. “And?”

“It was...interesting.”

“Interesting?”

Deciding to drop the presence, Rachel met her gaze full on. “It was wicked, but delicious. I’d never read anything like it and it made me full of lust. I loved it.”

“Me too.” Hattie put the volume back down. “So much so that I’ve started to write my own wicked tales. They are just fiction, of course.”

Rachel’s face was slack with shock. “Really? You write...smut?”

“Absolutely. It’s much better than reading it, as I can spin my own fantasies. Maybe I will let you read my tales sometimes.”

Her voice was hoarse with lust. “I would love that.”

The conversation had taken a surprising, but not unwelcome turn. It was a relief to be able to talk to someone else from her class about these things. As much as she appreciated Milly, she was not her equal. She’d felt like an anomaly for being so lustful all the time. 

Hattie took her hand and led her to the couch. “Maybe you can join our bookclub.”

The way she said the word made Rachel suspect it was more than just a bookclub. “What bookclub?”

“A few ladies and I get together once a week to discuss works similar to the one you’ve just seen. We talk about what we liked about the book and then we have some fun together.”

“Fun?” The suggestive way Hattie had spoken that word didn’t leave much to the imagination, but Rachel had a hard time believing what she’d been told.

“Yes, fun. The type of fun we’ve read about in the novels we’re discussing.” Hattie looked at her carefully as if gauging her reaction.

Her heart pounded and her mouth went dry. She’d been wanting excitement and here it was. “Are men involved as well?”

Hattie shook her head. “No, Florence would never allow such depravity. Her husband may have another woman in the City, but Florence wouldn’t dream of having another man touch her. No, I’m afraid it’s ladies-only.”

Her heart sank. She’d hoped that her quest for a man had already come to an end. Not wanting to show her disappointment, she nodded. “That sounds very nice.”

Hattie grinned. “It is very nice. Would you be interested in joining?”

Her first instinct was to say no. She’d never been with a woman before. Milly and her had talked about sex a lot, and Milly had often been present in the room while she frigged herself, but she had never pleasured a woman, nor had a woman ever touched her like that. She suddenly felt really naive and inexperienced. Maybe this had been a mistake. She’d let Hattie believe that she was a wanton woman who regularly read wicked works, but the truth was that before yesterday, she’d never even looked at an indecent picture or painting before, let alone read about the wicked pleasures of others.

And yet. In the absence of an available man, the only other option was to be content with her own fingers. And although she was quite adept at bringing herself to a climax, she was bored with being on her own. She craved company, and an invitation like this wouldn’t come along again. If she said no now, she’d be seen as the prude neighbour who didn’t want to participate in some innocent fun. 

She clasped Hattie’s hands affectionally. “I’d love to join the bookclub. It sounds perfect.”

Hattie’s squeal of delight was endearing. “You’re not going to regret this.” She leaned forward and kissed Rachel. “I think we are going to be the best of friends.”

Rachel’s head spun. This was not what she had expected when she’d set out this morning, but it wasn’t unpleasant. On the contrary, she felt like she’d found a kindred spirit in Hattie.

“You’ll have to talk to Florence, but I’m sure she’ll be delighted to have a new member.”

Rachel made a mental note to try and bring the conversation to that point when she visited Florence next. She had a feeling it wasn’t going to be as easy and candid as with Hattie.

Lunch was simple, but delicious. When Rachel complemented Hattie, she demurred, but looked quietly pleased. 

“You don’t get lonely by yourself here?” she asked her new friend while sipping an excellent glass of wine.

Hattie shook her head. “Not really. I have a good group of friends, both in the country and from the City. They keep me entertained.”

The way she said ‘entertained’ suggested a whole lot of options. Fuelled by
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