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Lady Caroline’s Reward

 

Berengaria Brown


Chapter One

 

Lady Caroline Eversley paced back and forth in her father’s book room with a long stride her former governess had regularly told her to shorten and slow.

Her blue muslin skirts whipped around her ankles on every turn, but they did not distract her from her worried muttering. Caroline had decided she would have to find herself an acceptable chaperone and soon, but choosing such a person was not easy. Although she was twenty and no mere schoolroom miss, she had never been presented at Court, never made her curtsy to society, and never had the opportunity to make a suitable marriage.

“Ha! Father was right about that, though. The only men who have ever come here have been after my fortune, not me. I certainly don’t want some idiotish gambler losing it all in some hell or other. Nor any young blood wasting it on fast women and slow horses. No, my inheritance is safely invested in Funds, and there it will stay, come what may. But what to do now...”

By the time she was fifteen, Lady Caroline’s father, George Eversley, Earl of Blackshire had seemed a little forgetful. He would forget appointments he was supposed to keep or forget to tell the staff he had invited friends to dine. His family and friends had blamed his absentmindedness on the many tasks involved in managing a large estate, more than one hundred dependents, a town house in London, and the natural concerns of rearing his motherless daughter. Everyone had expected him to remarry and produce a son well before his daughter needed a sponsor to be presented to the Ton, but from one reason or another he had not remarried, so there was no wife and no heir.

Caroline’s fifteenth year was also the year the Earl had summoned his man of business and rewritten his will, leaving his investments, his late wife’s extensive jewelry collection, and the London house to his daughter’s sole use and appointing a legal firm to advise her—not to take control of the funds. Then he’d spent considerable time teaching her everything he knew about investing in commodities. “For you know that one day you will marry, and a wise person always understands why it’s time to buy cardamom instead of coffee. Especially with the war with Napoleon Bonaparte. I am only sorry the estate is entailed and will pass with the title to your cousin, William. I would rather have left it to you.”

“Don’t be sad, Papa. If I could have arranged matters better, I would have been a son for you.”

“Never say that, Caroline. You are perfect exactly as you are.”

During her seventeenth year, she and her father had discussed her making her debut, but they could not hit upon the right woman to sponsor her into society. It needed to be someone up high enough to procure vouchers for her to attend Almack’s, and the obvious person, George’s sister, Henrietta, was still in half-mourning for her husband, Sir Frederick Somerton, who had passed away less than a year before.

“Next year,” they had all promised, but by the following year it had become apparent that the Earl of Blackshire was more than just worried and tired. He was increasingly forgetful and could no longer be permitted to ride around the lands without a groom, since he was likely to turn in the wrong direction instead of heading for home.

Lady Caroline had quietly and unobtrusively taken over the reins of running the estate—she had been managing the household for several years already—and then had arranged for her man of business to hire, in quick succession, three impoverished gentlemen needing employment: a chaplain, the Reverend Hugh Howel; a gambler, John Foulk; and a batman, Thomas Hooper.

All three had come upon hard times thanks to the war in Spain. Hugh had lost his living after the landowner was killed at the Battle of Talavera, and the new Lord installed his own vicar.

John had made the political and financial error of betting on General Cuesta in the battle instead of on Arthur Wellesley and had been obliged to leave town indefinitely.

And Captain Smythe-Jones had been killed in the battle, leaving Thomas without employment and with a distaste for following the drum any longer.

The reverend was very well educated and able to converse on almost any topic. The gambler was content to play endless games of cards for vast imaginary sums, and the batman happily became part guardian, part nurse to the Earl. Between the three of them, most of the Earl’s entertainment and care was assured. If people wondered why the Earl had hired extra staff they were too polite to ask, and besides, he went into company less and less as his illness advanced, so his activities were unlikely to be questioned.

More recently, the Reverend Hugh Howel had also become a sort of chaperone to Lady Caroline as a steady procession of men began to decide that her fortune was just what they needed and her maid’s presence was no longer enough to prevent them speaking to her.

Which brought her wandering thoughts back to where they started.

Caroline sank into an armchair. Dinah Watkin. A governess. Aged about thirty. Some kind of distant cousin. They had met at a large family Christmas gathering the year Caroline was turning fifteen, before she knew of her father’s illness. Dinah and Caroline, despite their age difference, had instantly been attracted to each other and had spent many long hours by the fire embroidering cushion covers and talking.

Since then, they had exchanged an occasional letter, and Caroline thought Dinah might be willing to leave her employment. If she was still at the same address as on her last letter.

Jumping up again, Caroline walked to her father’s desk and began going through the pigeon holes, knowing in which ones she had stored their private letters.

“Ha!” she exclaimed, pulling the correct letter from the desk and laying it flat. Drawing pen and ink over, she began drafting a letter that would explain her situation without giving too much detail.

 

*****

 

Dinah was overjoyed to receive the letter. Her youngest charge was being sent to Eton at the start of next term to join his two brothers, and she had not been looking forward to searching for another situation.

Lady Caroline Eversley. An attractive young woman. Quite tall. Thick, light brown hair, pale blue eyes, white skin, and a mind as sharp as a razor. Dinah mentally counted the years. She’d be what? Twenty now? And apparently not married. If she’d been married and widowed, I’m sure I would have heard.

 

*****

 

Two weeks later, Dinah and her large portmanteau, a bandbox, and a crate of books, arrived and were installed in the spacious, sunny bedroom opposite Caroline’s.

Over a dish of tea and a plate of coconut macaroons, Caroline explained the circumstances of the household.

“Do you want me to frighten away these swains of yours, or would you prefer me to simply guard you so you can see if any of them is worthwhile husband material?”

“I fail to see how any man who chases after an unknown woman to propose to her could be a good husband. And d’you know, of all the men I’ve met not one has ever made my heart beat faster.”

“Perhaps if you had a season...”

“Ah, but that is not going to happen. My father is definitely failing, but there is no reason to think he will die for another year or more yet, then I will be in mourning for a year after that. By then, I will be so far back on the shelf that the only man who would look at me would be either desperate for my money or desperate for a wife to rear his motherless children. Neither of those two futures inspires me at all. I like managing my own life.”

“Very well, then,” replied Dinah, “I will assist you in that desire.”

 

*****

 

Less than a week later, a maid came running to find Dinah in the garden, where she was choosing flowers for the hallway vases under the watchful eye of the head gardener.

“Oh, Miss Watkin,” the maid said, bobbing a hasty curtsy. “If you please, that Honorable Mr. Marris is here again, and even though the Reverend has told him Lady Caroline won’t see him, he is waiting in the sitting room, demanding the best brandy and asking that she come to talk to him now.”

“Very well, I am coming,” Dinah replied and paced smartly through the gardens and into the house.

She stopped at the hallway mirror to check that her dark hair was still in its neat braids under her lace cap, straightened her simple gray kerseymere gown, then marched into the sitting room where the Reverend Hugh Howel and the Honorable Mr. Marris stood on opposite sides of the unlit fireplace. There was no sign of refreshments having been provided.

“My dear Miss Watkin, I am so pleased you could join us. I have explained to Mr. Marris that Lady Caroline is unavailable, but I am afraid he won’t accept my word on the matter. Me, a man of the cloth, and my word is not considered trustworthy. Tut-tut.”

Dinah nodded at Hugh then stared at Mr. Marris. The man had a round belly and a weak chin. Although he could not have been much older than herself, his hair was already thinning and his nose had the slightly reddish color of a man who regularly drank to excess.

He pulled himself to his full height and attempted to look down his nose at her, but since she was almost as tall as he was, that gesture was somewhat ineffectual.

“Miss Watkin, Mr. Marris. Mr. Marris, Miss Watkin,” Hugh introduced them.

Dinah hid a grin, wondering if the man even noticed the slight he’d been given by such a casual introduction.

“I have put myself to a great deal of trouble to pay this morning call on Lady Caroline. I can’t understand why she is not able to attend on me, since I have come to visit her.”

“Possibly because she told you last time you visited not to come back?” hazarded Dinah on a guess.

An accurate one, judging by the way Hugh was struggling to hide his laughter behind a very affected cough.

“I am the heir to a very handsome barony,” Mr. Marris expostulated.

“And she is an Earl’s only child,” replied Dinah, vigorously ringing the bell.

The Earl’s stately majordomo appeared in the doorway. “Yes, Miss Watkin?”

“Mr. Marris is leaving. He will not be returning. Please escort him out,” she said very firmly.

The majordomo bowed. “Mr. Marris?”

His face red with anger, the man nodded to Hugh and Dinah and left.

 

*****

 

Later that evening, the women sat by the fire in the book room, their fingers moving diligently as they sewed. Hugh, Thomas, and John were all upstairs with Caroline’s father. His suite of rooms was always heated warmly, and he was never left unattended even for a moment.

Dinah gazed at Caroline. She really did look lovely in the firelight, her pale cheeks slightly flushed by the warmth of the fire, the long hair coiled neatly on her neck and gleaming with reddish highlights, her slender fingers busily employed mending one of her father’s shirts.

Dinah’s heart lurched. She could fall in love with this woman. Not only was Caroline beautiful, but she was also highly intelligent and courageous in the way she was facing the adversity of her father’s, and therefore her own, situation.

“Have you ever been kissed?” Dinah asked suddenly.

“Well, just a few quick pecks by boys who shouldn’t have when I was younger. At family gatherings and such. And one or two of the suitors have tried. That’s why I made sure Hugh Howel was always with me. They totally ignored the fact my maid Betty was in the room.”

“Would you like to be kissed? Properly kissed?”

“But who— What? You—”

“Yes, me. May I kiss you?” Dinah put her needlework on the side table and slid along the sofa to the end where Caroline sat.

Caroline’s hands dropped to the sofa. With no objection forthcoming, very gently, Dinah turned Caroline’s head toward her and kissed those ripe, pink lips. Softly, gently, sweetly, but with enough heat and passion to warm their skin. Very soon, Caroline responded, one hand reaching up to rest on Dinah’s arm.

Caroline’s lips softened under Dinah’s caress, and Dinah licked along the seam, urging her to open her mouth. Caroline did, and Dinah’s tongue slipped inside, very gently running along Caroline’s teeth and all around the warm, wet cavern.

Dinah’s hands firmed on Caroline’s head, tilting it slightly as her tongue thrust into the younger woman’s mouth.

Caroline groaned and responded more passionately, kissing back with enthusiasm.

Dinah increased the heat by sucking a little on Caroline’s tongue, pulsing in and out before retreating again.

Caroline melted into Dinah, leaning against the older woman and holding both her shoulders as she returned the kisses very passionately now.

Deliberately, Dinah took one hand off Caroline’s head and placed her palm against Caroline’s breast, smoothing it up and over the nipple. A nipple that was standing up, a hard, excited little peak.

Caroline’s tongue delved into Dinah’s mouth, exploring the roof, the sides, the teeth. Dinah responded by sucking on it as her hand slid down inside the bodice of Caroline’s gown, hot on her flesh, to rub the globe of her breast and tweak the nipple between her fingers.

“I... Oh... More.” Caroline then returned to kissing Dinah, her arms now grasping the older woman firmly.

Dinah’s tongue thrust deeply into Caroline’s mouth. Her hands played with the younger woman’s breasts, rolling and tweaking the nipples, holding the globes and pushing them together.

Dinah could feel Caroline’s heart racing, saw the younger woman pressing her thighs together, and knew that she was about to experience her first climax.

“Take your pleasure, Caroline,” she breathed into the younger woman’s ear. “Come to your peak. Experience the joy of being touched woman to woman.”

With that, Dinah pinched both nipples gently but firmly and watched Caroline’s pleasure burst over her. Dinah cuddled Caroline closely for a moment, enjoying holding the younger woman’s soft body.

“Oh. That was—amazing,” gasped Caroline.

“And it can be much, much better than that. When a woman truly cares about another, she learns what pleases her friend, what excites her, gives her pleasure. Naked, in bed, the body is a playground to be explored, enjoyed, delighted in. I would like to teach you these things, to share this love with you.”

“Yes, I’d like that, too. I’d like to give you what you gave me. And learn more, too. I think you just opened the door to a whole new world for me, and I’m eager to explore it,” said Caroline.


Chapter Two

 

Half an hour later, wearing her night rail, her hair brushed out for the night, her maid dismissed, Caroline sat up in bed eagerly awaiting Dinah’s presence in her room. Caroline had occasionally touched herself alone in her bed at night, and even looked at her privates in a hand-held looking glass, but never had she experienced the hot rush of excitement and pleasure that had surged through her body in the book room. She wanted to feel it again, and she wanted to touch Dinah, give Dinah that same delightful experience.

The housekeeper had explained the basics of what happened between a married woman and her husband to motherless Caroline when she was sixteen and curious about such things. The housekeeper had warned her that although a woman may experience pleasure, often a man would only be interested in his own pleasure or in begetting a child on his wife, so not to expect enjoyment each time, and in particular, not the first few times.

So, for years now Caroline had concentrated on supporting her father and running the house and estate, rather than any possible sexual gratification.

But now? Now she was ready to experience whatever Dinah wanted to share with her. And to bring Dinah to that thrilling pleasure she had just found herself.

There was a soft tap on the door. It opened it and Dinah stepped inside. Placing her candle on the dresser, she loosened the sash of her robe and let the robe slide off her shoulders a little, then stepped out of her slippers. Very slowly and teasingly, she pulled her robe wider and wider open, indicating she was not wearing her night rail underneath.

Caroline’s gaze was glued to Dinah. She licked her lips and panted, whispering, “Show me. Show me what you look like.”

“You first,” replied Dinah. “Lift the bedcovers off yourself and take off your night rail.”

Hot and needy, aching with desire, Caroline threw the blankets off her body and pulled her garment off over her head, dropping it on the floor beside the bed.

“Come here. Come to me. Teach me how women love each other,” she begged.

Dinah loosened the last bit of her sash and dropped her robe, then pulled the pins from her hair. Dinah’s hair was so dark a brown as to be almost black, and it fell to her shoulders, curling slightly from the tight braids it had been kept in all day. She laid the hair pins on the dresser beside her candle, then walked gracefully over to the bed where Caroline waited. Leaning over her lover, she kissed Caroline lightly on the lips, then slid into the bed beside her.

Caroline turned onto her side and stretched her arms out to the older woman. “Love me now. Teach me how to please you.”

Dinah responded with sweet, gentle kisses. Kisses that enticed and encouraged. That led Caroline to experiment herself, using her mouth along Dinah’s jaw line, eyelids, and cheeks as well as on the lips.

As she kissed Dinah, Caroline felt her need to experience that hot rush of pleasure once again growing more urgent. Deep inside her belly, a spring was coiling tighter and tighter with the need to do something. Something more.

“Please,” she whispered, pressing her naked breasts into the other woman.

“Open your eyes and watch,” replied Dinah, sliding out of Caroline’s arms and down her body a little way.

Dinah kissed a path across the top of Caroline’s breasts, then very slowly moved her mouth down one rounded globe. She licked the areola, circling it with the tip of her tongue, then flicked the nipple. Dinah sucked the nipple and areola into her mouth, rolling her tongue around the nipple, then pressing it against the roof of her mouth.

“That feels so good.”

“You taste delicious.”

Dinah pressed both Caroline’s breasts together and slid one leg between the younger woman’s lower limbs, resting part of her body weight on the mattress and part on Caroline. She wiggled her hips, rubbing her mons on the other woman’s pelvis before lowering her head to the neglected breast and sucking that nipple deep into the hot cavern of her mouth.

Her warm hands cupped and stroked Caroline’s breasts, her fingers playing with one nipple while she sucked the other one. Dinah’s hips were rocking and wiggling across Caroline’s pelvis, and that spring coiled in Caroline’s belly was ratcheting tighter and tighter with the need to do… something.

Frantically, Caroline ran her hands up and down the Dinah’s back, stroking and patting and gripping. Caroline’s hands sank lower to stroke the older woman’s buttocks, gripping them tightly as she pressed her mons into the other woman’s thigh.

Dinah pinched one nipple while gently biting the other, and pleasure raced through Caroline, out from her belly, up her spine, and through the top of her head. Running from her nipples to her arms, making her hands clench and her fingers curl.

While Caroline was still shaking in ecstasy, Dinah slid off her body and sat between her thighs, lifting the younger woman’s legs up and bringing Caroline’s privates to Dinah’s mouth.

Dinah thrust her tongue into Caroline’s cunny and licked up the cream flowing from it, running her tongue along the inside walls and scooping the cream into her mouth.

Caroline gasped in shock, then in delight at the wonderful feeling of excitement.

Dinah found Caroline’s hot little nub at the top of her folds and sucked and nibbled on it. When Dinah scraped her teeth across it, shards of joy tingled through Caroline.

Then Dinah thrust her tongue back into Caroline’s cunny, and stroked it in and out around the walls.

Caroline began to thrash in pleasure as Dinah repeated her actions several times, then bit gently on the hot little nub.

“Oh!” gasped Caroline as another wave of pleasure rolled through her body, shaking her even harder than the first time.

Dinah’s mouth remained on Caroline’s privates, licking and sucking the nether lips, the nubbin, and running up and down her slit until Caroline had stopped shaking.

“Taste yourself on me. You taste better than the finest French wine,” ordered Dinah, moving up the bed and kissing Caroline deeply before thrusting her cream-tasting tongue into the younger woman’s mouth.

Caroline responded by sucking the other woman’s tongue and tasting the erotic mix of flavors of herself and Dinah.

They lay in each other’s arms for quite a while, kissing and patting and touching, before Caroline asked, “May I kiss you—there?”

“Of course, my love.”

Caroline sat up and wiggled down the bed, then very gently touched Dinah’s cunny, stroking through the dark curls of hair there to look at her red slit, and opening her nether lips to expose her pleasure button, which was dark pink with need.

Caroline bent over and curiously licked along Dinah’s slit, then drew one of the outer lips into her mouth and sucked on it.

“Your cream tastes quite different from mine. More salty and tart, but very nice,” she said, before bending over the woman again and kissing the hot, hard, little nubbin. Cautiously Caroline ran her tongue around the button and sucked it into her mouth, rolling it around as Dinah had done with her nipples.

Caroline held Dinah’s thighs apart as she tasted and explored Dinah’s privates to the fullest extent. She licked the seam between leg and body. She touched the rim of Dinah’s dark little hole and nibbled on the firm muscles there. She continued exploring until Dinah was moaning and thrashing with need, then she picked up Dinah’s buttocks, holding them in both hands with her baby fingers teasing the dark hole, and the older woman’s cunny pressed to her mouth so she could thrust her tongue in deep and hard and fast.

Soon, Dinah was shaking, and honey started to flow faster onto Caroline’s tongue. Caroline pinched the engorged little nub with two fingers and bit gently down on Dinah’s nether lips. Dinah rocked with pleasure, honey flowing into Caroline’s mouth. Caroline kissed her gently, then lay beside her and drew the bedcovers over them both.

“Thank you,” she whispered, holding Dinah’s hand in hers as they went to sleep.

 

*****

 

An hour or so later, Caroline woke to the weight of a body pressed over hers and a hot mouth on her privates. The bedchamber fire had died down so there was not much light in the room, but it was adequate to see the pale form of Dinah’s torso, with her cunny near Caroline’s mouth.

“Oh, my!” Caroline maneuvered Dinah’s thighs to position her cunny so it could be licked. Caroline quickly grasped the correct method of sucking and being sucked, licking and being licked, pleasuring and being pleasured all at once. Very, very soon she was panting in the throes of yet another wave of pleasure washing through her body. She held tightly to Dinah’s legs as the older woman, too, rocked and shook with release.

When they had licked each other clean, Dinah swiveled around and kissed Caroline’s breasts, mouth, and cheeks. She whispered a soft “Good night, love,” as she dressed in her slippers, and robe before collecting her candle and leaving Caroline’s room.

Caroline wanted to think and rejoice in all her new experiences but all too soon drifted off to sleep.

 

*****

 

Over the next few weeks, the women developed an easy pattern of companionship, with Dinah taking over the supervision of many of the household chores, leaving Caroline free to concentrate on managing her father’s estate and finances. Meal times were enjoyable breaks in the routine of the day. Dinah was an intelligent and educated woman with opinions on a vast range of subjects and a more than worthy opponent in a debate with Hugh Howel and Caroline.

Dinah also fulfilled Caroline’s aim of frightening away the steady stream of prospective suitors—far too many of whom had not a feather to fly with and a few of whom were out and out rakes. Dinah sternly sent them all on their way with their tails between their legs, much to the amusement of the rest of the household.

And at night the women shared an increasing joy and passion as they studied each other’s bodies, learned which places to touch and where to kiss, and brought each other to peak after peak of pleasure.

 

*****

 

One afternoon, Caroline came to Dinah and asked, “Can you come with me to my mother’s room? I’d like to hear your opinion on an idea I’ve been mulling over.”

Dinah stood just inside the doorway and looked around. This was a pretty, feminine room with an Aubusson carpet with pink and gold flowers on it matching the draperies and bedcovers.

A high-backed chair sat under the window, and the polished oak of the dresser and four-poster bed gleamed with love and attention. An ormolu clock on the mantel ticked solemnly beside a pair of silver candlesticks, and a delicately carved storage chest was in the corner.

“It’s a beautiful room. I am sorry your mother died so long ago. I do recall meeting her, but only the once, I think.”

“She died when I was ten, but she was ill for a year or so before that. I have vague memories of a large family Christmas gathering when I was eight, similar to the one where I met you when I was fourteen, but I think there was an earlier one when I was quite small,” Caroline replied.

“There was one when I was fourteen or fifteen. It was probably then. I recall a vast number of small children, but I was more interested in watching the young women who were out and seeing what they wore and how they behaved. At that stage, I was still hopeful that some relative would offer to bring me out along with one of their daughters. It was never likely, but as a young girl I dreamed of making my curtsy to society. But instead I stayed on at school as a junior teacher, and then I received an offer to become a governess.” Dinah shrugged.

“Were you happy? Is that what you wanted?”

Dinah sat on the bed and Caroline joined her.

“I think, even then, I knew I was far more interested in women than in men, but I always assumed I would marry. It’s what girls do, after all. I enjoyed teaching. I love books and learning and watching young people when they finally grasp a difficult theory.

“The school had an unusually extensive library. Books in Latin and Greek and French and Spanish as well as translations of all the classics. Miss Brown, a senior teacher, was fluent in all those languages and more. Her father had been a professor at the University and had taught her along with his sons. I read some of Sappho’s poetry and Aristophanes’ Lysistrata, both of which talk about women loving women, and it freed me to be who I truly am. I think my spirit would have been totally crushed if I had been married at seventeen to some very minor nobleman and borne a child every year. And, to be truthful, that was my most likely fate. My father had very little to give me as a dowry, and I could not live long on my inheritance. So working as a governess and teacher was the best thing for me.”

Dinah shrugged her shoulders and shook off the memories of her past. “Now, what did you want to talk to me about up here?”

“Oh. All my mother’s things belong to me, not to the estate. I was simply wondering whether I should begin sending them to my London house. Father will probably live another year or so, and my cousin William seems to be quite a steady young man who will make a good Earl. But I’ve been thinking it would be much better if I started moving my own possessions to my town house now and getting everything in order there. If I leave it until Father begins to fail, William may well want to move in and begin to take charge of the estate. There’s a cabinet full of china figurines in the drawing room as well—it will be a lot of work to wrap them all up carefully so they don’t break on the journey.”

“I think it’s a good idea to do that. Set it all in motion. Engage the carrier and so forth,” replied Dinah. “Come and sit facing this way,” she added, moving to the side of the bed.

Lady Caroline obligingly moved across the bed and sat next to Dinah where they could see themselves in Caroline’s mother’s large cheval glass.

“Watch,” whispered Dinah, undoing the ribbon tie at the back of Caroline’s simple, rose-pink day gown and pulling the gown down to expose the tops of her breasts.

As Caroline stared into the looking glass, Dinah lowered her head to kiss the other woman’s neck and shoulder, gently lowering the gown a little farther, then farther still until most of Caroline’s breasts were in full view.

Dinah slipped her hands into the top of Caroline’s stays, pulling the round white globes up and out of their confinement so they were on display. Then she slowly moved her hands around, teasing the nipples until the points were standing up hard and engorged.

“Lift your gown up and spread your legs,” Dinah urged.

Her eyes glazed with lust, Caroline did as she was asked, raising her gown until her inner thighs were shown in the glass and her privates were completely exposed.

Dinah’s breath hitched as she whispered, “Touch yourself. Put your fingers in your cunny and pleasure yourself. But don’t close your eyes. Watch yourself in the cheval glass.”

Heat rushed through Dinah as Caroline’s fingers delved into her slit, collected her honey, then circled her nubbin, wetting it with her own moisture.

Dinah moved until she was resting behind Caroline, her breasts pushed into the other woman’s back, her own hot, aching center pressed hard against Caroline’s buttocks. Dinah’s hands once again circled Caroline’s breasts, tweaking the younger woman’s nipples, weighing the lush globes of the bosom in her palms as her mouth licked and nipped and kissed along Caroline’s neck and shoulders. Their gazes never left the looking glass.

Dinah’s nipples were hard, demanding diamonds. Her cunny was hot with the need to be touched as lust for this lovely woman roared through every inch of her body.

Caroline squirmed back into Dinah. “I can feel the heat of your cunny through our clothes,” she said softly, holding up a finger coated with her own cream for the older woman to taste.

Dinah sucked the finger deep into her mouth, then, watching Caroline’s face in the glass, she slowly sucked the other fingers on that hand into her mouth, too, one by one. By the time she got to the thumb, they were both panting.

Dinah’s hands tightened on Caroline’s breasts, tweaking the nipples, stroking the lush fullness as she rubbed her own bosom against her lover’s back.

Caroline was panting now as she sank her fingers back inside her slit, then massaged her nub.

“Oh, oh,” she gasped. Her body shook in Dinah’s arms as the wave of release rolled over her, and Dinah cherished the feeling of the younger woman experiencing pleasure in such a way.

Caroline turned in Dinah’s arms and thrust her fingers in her lover’s mouth, then hastily pushed Dinah flat on the bed. Caroline flung Dinah’s skirts up and sank her mouth onto the older woman’s privates, to suck that hard, red little button into her mouth. With just a few hard sucks she brought Dinah to the peak and licked up the woman’s cream.

“Maybe I will put that cheval glass in my room instead of sending it to London,” Caroline said naughtily. “We must do that again.”


Chapter Three

 

A letter from Cousin William was waiting for Lady Caroline at the breakfast table the next morning and brought instant gloom to her face.

“Problems?” asked Dinah sympathetically as Hugh stopped eating to watch her.

“Not precisely. But the Honorable Mr. Marris has written to William complaining of our treatment of him, and William has decided to visit us for a week or so to ensure that things here are—” she glanced down at the missive and quoted from it, “—‘going along satisfactorily and I am being suitably chaperoned.’”

“Want me to engage him in a game of cards?” asked John Foulk with a grin. “The last time I could easily have won a monkey off him.”

“I may indeed need you to help make up a table for whist,” Caroline replied. She scanned the letter again. “He is coming next week, so we have enough time to make some plans. But I can see that this chaperone problem is not going away.” She sighed.

“And it will get worse once you go up to London,” added Hugh. “I know you have said that John, Thomas, and I may stay with you even after your father passes on, but none of us is really eager to live in London. And the high sticklers won’t tolerate any of us in your household once they realize how frail your father is, far less after he passes. It’s all very well to pretend we are distant family connections he has given a home to, but in Town that just won’t wash, you know.”

“Too many card parlors where they expect a man to play with more than matches,” added John.

“Yes, I can see I need to make some new plans. Dinah, can you join me in the book room after you ask the housekeeper to prepare the Green Room for Cousin William and warn the staff he is coming?”

 

*****

 

When Dinah entered the book room, Caroline was sitting at her father’s desk, the estate books spread before her, but she was gazing vacantly at nothing in particular. “William is going to insist on interfering in my life, isn’t he?”

“I suspect he might. Does he know about your inheritance and that he doesn’t get the London house or anything unentailed?”

“He knows I get the London house. My father always made it plain he bought that for my mother and that it would pass to me. He also knows I inherited all my mother’s wealth. It is quite common for a girl to get her mother’s assets. But as for the rest of the money, and that he has no say in how I manage the funds, or that I have been managing them for years—I expect not. Even though he’s barely a year older than me, he has always thought he was far smarter and much more capable than me. He’ll be a good Earl, though,” she added fairly. “He’s hardworking and conscientious and cares for the people and the land.”

“Are you going to tell him?”

“No. I don’t want him trying to bully Father about it. And he would, you know. Oh, he wouldn’t call it bullying, of course. He would merely try to persuade Father to change his instructions, and Father wouldn’t understand. I doubt he even remembers what decisions he’s made now. I sometimes wonder if he even remembers who I am,” she added sadly.

Dinah walked across the room and hugged Caroline. “He may not always know your name, but he still recognizes you. The smiles he gives you are quite different from the polite ones he gives the rest of us. Now, how are we going to deal with Cousin William?”

 

*****

 

The day before William was due to arrive, they were no closer to solving the ongoing problem of Lady Caroline’s independence. The entire household knew that despite having a middle-aged, ordained minister of religion in the household, and an older female relative of unquestioned virtue and character always at her side, this would not be considered sufficient protection for a young, unmarried, very rich daughter of an Earl. The household had come up with dozens of plans, but not one of them would fly.

Caroline and Dinah sat in the book room, morosely staring into the fire. The men were, as usual, up in her father’s rooms.

Suddenly Dinah started upright. “Caroline, love, have you ever wondered why Sir Robert Price never asked for your hand in marriage?”

“Who? What? Sir Robert? No, I never thought about it before. Well, he is a lot older than me. He must be nudging forty, I would think. His property is a good size and very well managed, so he probably doesn’t need my money as badly as so many other men seem to. And he has never struck me as avaricious or stupid. In fact, I know my father enjoyed his company and considered him an intelligent man. Why?”

Instead of answering the question, Dinah posed another one to Caroline. “You know that Hugh spends quite a lot of his free time visiting Sir Robert. Why do you think that is?”

“What should I think? They are both well-educated men of a similar age. So what if Hugh chooses to eat his mutton with Sir Robert once or twice a week? A man needs a friend, and there is no reason for Hugh to be chained to the property here.”

“And Sir Robert, despite having a valuable estate and a title to pass to a son, has never married. There has never been the least breath of scandal about him with any woman,” added Dinah meaningfully.

“What? Are you suggesting—? Hugh and Robert? But they are old!”

“Age has nothing to do with love. Or with the begetting of children. Plenty of men beget children at age forty. Aye, and some women bear them at forty as well. I am thinking that Sir Robert may be the answer to your problem. If you and he married—”

“No! I will not marry!”

“Hear me out. If you and he married, having set in place the proper legal restraints so you could both maintain your independence, you could live most of the year in town in your house, and he could live on his estate. Of course, you would need to join him at midsummer and at Christmas, and he may choose to visit with you during the Season, but you would both be living apart much of the year, free to please yourselves. Hugh, Thomas, and John, and maybe others of your staff who do not want to move to town, could live with Sir Robert. As a married woman, you would no longer need a chaperone—a companion would be more than adequate.”

Caroline thought for a long while about the plan. Several times she seemed about to speak, then caught her breath and cogitated some more. Finally, she said, “Dinah, that is a brilliant plan. You are a genius indeed. I must write to him immediately, asking him to call first thing in the morning before William arrives.”

 

*****

 

Sir Robert presented himself at nine sharp the next morning, a time when most women were still in their bedchambers. But Lady Caroline and Miss Dinah were ready and waiting in the sitting room with a pot of tea, and Hugh was there as well.

Sir Robert raised a lazy eyebrow at Hugh but received an almost imperceptible shake of the head. Sharp-eyed Lady Caroline noticed the byplay, though, and was relieved that apparently once again her beloved Dinah had been correct in her assumptions.

“Thank you for coming out so early, Sir Robert. It is just that my cousin William Somerton is due to arrive today, and I—we—urgently need to sort out a few matters before he arrives.”

Sir Robert nodded agreeably, accepted a cup of tea from Dinah, and sat carefully in an easy chair from which he could see everyone’s faces.

“I—We—” Caroline took a deep breath and started again. “I do not wish to have William interfering in my daily life or upsetting my father. And I am tired of a ceaseless stream of inappropriate men seeking my hand in marriage.”

Once she had started, the words flowed smoothly with an occasional interjection from Dinah. The hardest part of her speech was dealing with his relationship with Hugh, but she had thought about that overnight and managed to—she hoped—convey respect for his choice without actually referring to it at all or mentioning her own relationship with Dinah.

As she wound down, Sir Robert quizzed Hugh with an eyebrow again, and received the faintest of smiles in response.

“Let me see if I have understood you aright. We become engaged immediately, but do not marry until after your mourning period for your father is over. As soon as possible, your father’s man of business and mine write our wedding contracts which enshrines your right to live in your town house and have control of your mother’s assets. We agree to appear together at public functions deemed important to either or both of us, including your Court presentation, your first ball in your town house, my family’s annual ball, and such like. At all times, we maintain the public façade of a marriage of convenience. However, in private, Hugh and I and you and Dinah are free to maintain our existing relationships. Is that correct?”

Dinah and Caroline gasped at his concluding statement, but Caroline nodded firmly, saying, “Exactly so.”

“In that case, Lady Caroline, may I have the honor of your hand in marriage?”

“I am honored by your proposal and accept with pleasure,” replied Caroline.

“I would appreciate it if you would pretend there may be the chance of a child. I have a brace of sturdy nephews but don’t want them growing up at each other’s throats, fighting over me and an inheritance. Or even thinking they need do no work because they will one day have independent means.”

“I like the idea of keeping the Ton guessing about our relationship, even though we will be apart much of the time. And we are not even marrying for a while yet. I will gladly maintain that fiction for you.”

Caroline pulled the bell rope, and when the major domo appeared, requested champagne. He bowed soberly and returned shortly with a tray holding a bottle and glasses.

When everyone held a glass, Sir Robert toasted, “To a marriage that will benefit us all.”

While they were still sipping the champagne, loud noises were heard from the hallway and the door opened to reveal Cousin William. “Who the hell are you?” William asked.

“Sir Robert Price.” He bowed. “My dear man, please moderate your language. There are ladies present. Lady Caroline has just accepted my offer of marriage. Hugh, do pour the gentleman a glass of champagne.”

William still looked rather bewildered. “I have received letters saying things in this household are not ordered as they should be. And to see Lady Caroline in here with a man...”

“As you see she is here with two men and a lady,” came the urbane response.

“And she has accepted your proposal of marriage?”

“Yes, indeed, and our legal representatives will deal with the marriage contracts, so you need not worry about me or my money,” added Caroline.

Since William seemed inclined to argue, Caroline and Dinah left the three men to talk business and retreated to the book room. The staff had already learned of the new developments and were eager to offer congratulations and advice. Caroline reiterated that no marriage would take place until after her father had passed on and the official mourning period had been observed.

“He no longer understands change, and I will not upset him or have him upset,” she warned them.

Then the women began to discuss the possibilities for, and logistics of, a betrothal ball, something Robert had suggested should be done to still wagging tongues at the long engagement.


Chapter Four

 

That night, Dinah quietly stole into Caroline’s room carrying a long, thin, carved wooden box.

“What a lovely box! Whatever is in it?

“This was given to me by a very dear friend when I left the school to go to my first governess post.”

“By the person who introduced you to womanly love,” stated Caroline.

“Yes. She knew in my new role it would be hard for me to find a new partner, and I might have to spend much time alone. That’s why she gave me this beautiful dildo, and it has been a good companion for me over the years. Oh, nowhere near as good as having a warm, living lover in my arms, but it has its uses, and it definitely helped ease my loneliness. She and I wrote to each other every month but had to be so careful what we said, it was inevitable we would grow apart. But this gift of hers I have always treasured.”

“A dildo?” queried Caroline. “I don’t know that word.”

“A male phallus, made of bone. Or, more accurately, two male phalluses, one at each end, so a woman alone may stimulate herself deeply in her cunny or her back passage, or two women may be joined together, both having the phallus in them simultaneously.”

Caroline watched closely as Dinah opened the box, and there, nestled in a bed of deep, wine-red silk, lay the phallus. It was about one foot long and made of creamy bone.

“Lift it out, hold it, touch it,” said Dinah to Caroline, and with a thrill of adrenaline rushing through her body, Caroline did so. The dildo was slightly cool to the touch, but not cold, and the phallus was intricately carved out of a single piece of bone to look exactly like the real thing—not that Lady Caroline had ever seen a real human phallus, but she had seen dogs and horses and could only assume the human phallus looked fairly similar.

“And a man puts his phallus in a woman’s cunny,” she said, remembering her long-ago lessons from the housekeeper, “but two men would put it in the back passage.” She giggled guiltily, thinking of Hugh and Robert doing that.

“Sometimes a man puts it in a woman’s rear, too, if she does not want to get pregnant or if he likes it better that way. I have heard that after a woman has had many babies, a man gets much more enjoyment out of using her other opening,” added Dinah.

“Can we do both? I would like to try everything with you.”

“Of course we can, but the first time for either may hurt a little. Virgins generally bleed on their wedding night, remember, although because you have had our fingers inside you it should not be painful, although you may feel a little uncomfortable stretching.”

“Yes, the housekeeper warned me it might hurt, but I don’t care. With you, I want to try everything. Tie it on and show me.”

Dinah took off her robe and night rail, then placed one foot flat on the bed and left the other on the floor so Caroline could watch her insert half the dildo deep inside her cunny.

 

*****

 

Lying beside Caroline, Dinah rested her head on her lover’s breasts and said, “I want you so much, but you need to be ready for this. Are you wet inside?”

Dinah plunged two fingers inside Caroline’s privates and felt the younger woman’s hot, damp center.

Reassured, she guided the head of the phallus to Caroline’s opening and kissed her deeply as she pushed it gently inside. There was only the tiniest amount of resistance as she entered, and she thrust her tongue into Caroline’s mouth as she slowly sank the phallus into Caroline’s cunny.

Dinah was incredibly aroused. It had been a very long time since she’d had the phallus inside herself and inside her lover at the same time. It felt so very, very good, and she was almost ready to explode in pleasure, but she needed to make it good for Caroline, too.

She spread Caroline’s legs wider apart and pressed as deeply as possibly into the other woman, while kissing her mouth, thrusting her tongue inside, then gently pressing butterfly-soft kisses on her cheeks and jaw line.

“I’m ready for more,” whispered Caroline, thrusting her hips up into Dinah’s, giving them both exquisite pleasure. Dinah gasped, withdrew a little, then thrust the phallus inside Caroline again.

Soon, the women got a rhythm going as they lay down, with the phallus staying lodged deep inside Dinah and Dinah pulling out and pressing into Caroline.

Dinah tried to take it slowly, but they were both so aroused they very quickly came to their climaxes.

Dinah went to withdraw it again, but Caroline stopped her. “Leave it in there. I am sure we will both be ready for another turn quite soon. This is what men call fucking, isn’t it?”

“Wherever did you hear such a word?” asked Dinah.

“In the stables. That’s where I saw a stallion fucking a mare, too,” answered Caroline, exercising her new vocabulary.

Caroline reached up, grabbed Dinah’s shoulders, and wrapped her legs around the other woman’s, lodging the phallus firmly inside them both. Then, quite cautiously because of the bone dildo deep inside them both, she rolled them over so she was lying on top of the Dinah.

Caroline concentrated on Dinah’s breasts. She held the round globes, bigger and softer than her own, and teased their undersides. Then she bent and kissed the nipples, sucking them into her mouth before withdrawing to paint circles and spirals with her tongue. When she reached the areolas, she licked them thoroughly, then teased the nipples again before sucking them into her mouth.

By the time Caroline had completed the process on the second breast, Dinah was whimpering and moaning, thrusting her hips up and rotating them with need. Each thrust of Dinah’s hips pressed the phallus deeper inside Caroline, and soon she was moaning, too. She sat up more and then sank down on the dildo, raising and lowering herself and giving extra force and friction to them both. Soon, Dinah was wiggling frantically as Caroline pressed down. With a last grind of their hips they climaxed together, tremors rolling through both of them, harder than the previous time, leaving them both limp and shaking.

Carefully, Caroline kneeled up over Dinah, allowing the dildo to pull free of her still clenching cunny. When Caroline was clear of her, Dinah sat up and withdrew it from herself, laying the phallus on the nightstand, then pulled the bed coverings over them both.

Satiated, wrapped in each other’s arms Dinah fell deeply asleep.

 

*****

 

First thing the next morning, William sent the announcement of Lady Caroline and Sir Robert’s engagement to The Times, and the rest of the day was spent penning letters to relatives about the forthcoming nuptials.

“A mere baronet. You, the daughter of an Earl, could have done much better. People will comment, you know,” complained William.

“Let them comment. I’m an old maid, on the shelf, and my father is not well. So far, all the men who have come here have been totally inappropriate as marriage partners. Robert lives nearby and is independently wealthy. They have no cause for complaint,” she replied.

William, quite astute in matters of business, merely nodded, and they went back to penning letters and planning the engagement ball.

It was finally decided to hold the ball at the start of the little season and in London. Lady Caroline and Miss Dinah would come up and spend two weeks buying clothing and preparing for the event. William and his mother would arrive a few days before, and Robert and Hugh would arrive in time for the ball and stay on for another few weeks to escort the ladies to various other social gatherings. Meanwhile, the rest of the household staff were divided between those who would be in town opening up the town house and those left in the country who would spend extra time sitting with the Earl.

Caroline was nervous about leaving her father for so long, but the staff took excellent care of him and the doctor was merely a ten-minute gallop away. And the Earl was very happy in his rooms. He felt comfortable and at home there. Long gone were the days when Caroline had placed large looking glasses on the backs of doors to distract him from leaving his apartment. The doctor had suggested this trick, and the estate carpenter had worked hard to make the huge looking glasses to cover the backs of the doors. The Earl had indeed been distracted, usually checking his dress and appearance in the mirrors, then wandering back the way he had come, to the great relief of Caroline who had been afraid he would fall down the stairs or go outside and get lost.

 

*****

 

Caroline and Dinah had a wonderful time shopping for new gowns in the latest styles and for all the little extras—shawls and bonnets, gloves and slippers, and night rails in the finest, sheerest silks. These garments were then sent away to be embroidered, and Caroline omitted to tell the seamstress only half were for her—the rest were for Dinah.

For the engagement ball, Caroline purchased a gown of palest blue with an overskirt of a shimmering light blue, and wore her sapphires—tiara, necklace, bracelet, and ring.

On her other hand, she wore the ring Robert had given her, a family heirloom of his, twisted gold surrounding a large diamond. He suggested she flaunt it at every opportunity while she was in town as his sisters had both been wanting it for themselves. With a naughty giggle, Caroline agreed to his plan.

Dinah was wearing a gray silk gown with a tiny lace cap that suited her dark coloring.

Robert looked stunning in black breeches and coat, a snowy white cravat, and a silk waistcoat that exactly matched the color of Caroline’s gown.

Caroline’s town house was crammed to overflowing the entire evening, and the event was given the accolade of the Ton by being voted “a sad crush.”

It was well into the early hours of the morning before Dinah and Caroline retired to their rooms. When the house was quiet, Caroline sneaked out to Dinah’s room, took off her night rail, and slipped naked into her bed.

“Are you sure this is wise?” whispered Dinah. “The servants’ rooms are directly above us.”

“They’re all exhausted and will not wake for many hours. We have plenty of time to celebrate together and for me to get back to my room.”

“Mmm,” responded Dinah, kissing Caroline and holding her. They pressed their bodies together and kissed lingeringly for some time before Caroline lifted her head to say, “You know I love you, don’t you? There will never be anyone else but you for me.”

“I love you, too. So very much. I never thought to experience such pleasure and happiness, and for us to be together forever is the best present anyone could ever have,” Dinah replied.

“Did you bring the dildo? We have never fucked like two men fuck, and I would like to do that to seal our love.”

“Yes, I did, but it will probably hurt. The first time usually does.”

“I don’t care if it hurts. I want you to possess me completely and in every possible way.”

“Are you sure?”

“Oh, yes.”

Dinah climbed out of the bed and went to her dresser, collecting the carved box and a glass vial. “The oil in this vial will make it easier for you. But I need to stretch you first.”

Caroline rolled over onto her stomach, and Dinah began to play with the ring of muscle around Caroline’s back passage. Dinah rubbed oil around and put some on her finger, then gradually pressed the finger inside Caroline.

Caroline gasped. “It feels strange, but good. Erotic. Arousing.”

“I’m going to add a second finger now.”

Caroline felt the slippery fingers playing in her dark channel, then Dinah’s other hand reached under Caroline to play with her mons and the hair of her cunny.

Only when Caroline was writhing and moaning, pressing her mouth into the pillow so no one would hear her, did Dinah push the bone phallus against her rear entryway. The phallus slid inside, and Dinah wiggled it deeper into the dark channel.

“Oh, my,” whispered Caroline, lifting her head from the pillow, “it feels so huge and hard. It makes me feel so full.”

Caroline felt Dinah slowly moving the dildo in and out, letting it scrape the walls of Caroline’s passage, while Dinah’s other hand played with the younger woman’s cunny and hard little nubbin.

Soon Caroline had to push her face in the pillow again as the tension inside her grew and roared to be let out. She thrust her buttocks frantically back to accept more of the bone phallus, and then thrust her hips forward to press her hot button into Dinah’s hand. Dinah whispered, “Find your pleasure now, Caroline.” And she did, waves of heat rolling through her body and up her spine to explode
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