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“In whatever circumstances, a woman, my
dear,

whether wedded, wife or widow, must never
have

for objective, occupation or desire
anything

save but to have herself fucked from morning
to

night.”

Madame de Saint-Ange speaking in

Philosophy in the Bedroom

by The Marquis de Sade

 



THE DARKER PASSIONS: THE FALL OF THE HOUSE
OF USHER




Part I




Chapter One

It is a dark and
dangerous day, my view obscured by a sky awash with fierce storm
clouds that approach, it seems, as rapidly as our small carriage
closes in on the high wrought-iron gates of the House of Usher. We
have a road yet to travel, which curves along the river, and I
expect we will arrive within the hour.

I cannot help but think about the training I
am to receive at this esteemed mansion, training that will bring me
to my full role as mistress of my own domain. Lessons any young
woman of breeding must undergo in order to rule her world with a
firm and just hand.

What awaits me, I know not. All that I
understand for certain is that I have placed myself in the hands of
Lady Madeline Usher, a woman of some renowned amongst the owners of
Britain’s stately homes. It is reputed that Lady Usher
single-handedly prepared the grand Dutchess of Kent herself for her
role in society as one of its leading ladies of title. Although I
am not a lady of title, still, one never knows what the future
holds. It is possible I may obtain a pedigree by marriage, not that
either notion—wedlock or title—appeals to me in the least. In any
event, Mistress Usher came highly recommended to me, and I know my
coarse country ways make me an excellent candidate for tutoring, of
which I am desperately in need.

This countryside reminds me so much of my
home—its impenetrable forests of trees, and cultivated hills and
valleys. The river we travel beside would surely connect to the
great Atlantic Ocean, if one were to travel far enough. A feeling
of isolation permeates this locale.

Coming from the Midlands, and from a quaint,
isolated village, I have only recently made acquaintance with the
more sophisticated aspects of life in the city. But moving from a
pastoral environ to my Aunt Matilda’s estate in the northeast of
London made me realize I would need to learn more genteel, urbane
modes of behavior if I am to survive and prosper in the sprawling
and intense metropolis that I now call home.

“Clouds are approaching.”

I glance across the carriage at my unwanted
companion. Baron Jeremy Edward Compton, III, was how he identified
himself, informing me that he had only recently inherited the
title. A man in his mid twenties, my own age I should think, yet of
the round-eyed, rosy-cheeked variety that has always annoyed me. He
brushes a loch of sandy hair from his noble forehead and
stares at me with expectant boyish blue eyes. Naivety in a man over
the age of eighteen can be distasteful, but of course a lady should
not entertain such feelings, let alone express them. I go against
my natural inclinations as I strive to stifle their expression, yet
a fantasy engulfs me of slapping those ruddy cheeks until they are
several tones redder.

“Yes, it does appear we’re in for it,” I say
politely, hoping that will put an end to our contact.

Fortunately I have outwitted him. He nods
perfunctorily and returns his gaze to the gates of the House of
Usher in the distance. I know that he is a friend of Madeline’s
brother Roderick, or at least Jeremy and Roderick attended the same
institute of higher learning. Roderick had reached a more senior
level by the time Jeremy entered Cambridge. Apparently the two
formed fast and secure ties. Tales of all this and more my unwanted
coach companion has regaled me with over the three exhausting days
of our journey. How unfortunate for me that my own trip coincides
with his.

It is not that I am ungrateful for company,
even Jeremy’s, but I have always been a solitary type, nature my
companion, and I wanted this time alone in order to meditate on my
fate, as it were. After all, now that I am an orphan, bereft of
both parents and more distant relatives, I must make my way alone
in the world, and that will take some planning. In one regard I
have been lucky: two inheritances allow me to be mistress of my own
destiny. I need not marry, if I chose not to, and as of this moment
I’ve seen nothing that would alter my decision in that regard.
Certainly the likes of what sits across from me grinning like a
fool is more than plentiful in British society, and I have yet to
meet a man who can engage me in anything beyond a cursory
manner.

“I expect we’ll be pelted forthwith,” Jeremy
chuckles.

My, but I find myself annoyed by his
casualness! And the fact that we are both guests at the House of
Usher means we will likely meet, at least round the dinner table.
Well, he won’t be staying forever, will he?

“Just how long are you planning on visiting
your friend Roderick?” I ask, hoping to reassure myself, my tone a
bit caustic.

“Perhaps a week, perhaps the summer.”

“Oh,” I say, with not much enthusiasm. My own
sojourn is scheduled for a fortnight. I expect I can last two weeks
in this odious man’s company. Hopefully Lady Usher will be keeping
me busy enough with lessons that my path and Jeremy’s will hardly
cross.

I pick up my needlepoint and resume the
pillow cover I am making as a gift for Lady Madeline, a pleasant
scene of two swans, one white, one black, gliding along a stream
near a river bank. I’ve just enough time to finish the final patch
and knot the yarn of the final stitches before we arrive.

 



Chapter Two

At last! I felt we’d
never arrive. This boring female seated across from me has been
driving me almost mad. Never have I felt such disdain from a woman.
It’s as though Charlotte detested me on sight.

On the other hand, I find her less than
appealing. Oh, she’s pleasant enough to look at. Her copper hair
and almond-shaped hazel eyes make an interesting combination.
Beneath the heavy cloth traveling suit, I expect she’s proportioned
in the proper manner—at least her bosom seems ample, and her waist
small enough. Still, she does not interest me. How can a woman so
young be so priggish in manner and scathing in tone? It’s a
question even scholars would be hard-pressed to answer.

We are nearing the gates of the House of
Usher. The storm has blackened the sky to such an extent that only
when lightning flashes can I catch a glimpse of the dark and
ancient manor house itself. My heart beats quickly within my chest
in anticipation. Seven years have passed since Roderick and I have
been together.

The violent storm erupts, pelting the
carriage from all sides with hail. We close the shades of
necessity, leaving the two of us trapped together in this dark,
close coach, jerked to and fro by the horses desperate to retain
footing on what has now become a dangerously slippery mud road.

The last thing I want to do is engage this
curt female in another mindless discussion in which her barbed
tongue once more catches me. At least she has the sense to focus on
her stitch-work and leave me to pursue my memories in peace.

I cannot seem to help thinking back to my
first day on campus, when I met Roderick. It was the tradition that
the more senior boys would use and abuse the juniors. I’d heard of
this practice, of course, and hoped to avoid such a collision.
Still, not knowing what to look out for, I stumbled right into the
pit which I’d planned to bypass.

As I rounded a corner, there, hidden behind a
Gothic arch, half dozen malingers barred me from proceeding on my
way. All were older than me by four or five years, that was clear.
Their leader was obvious, a tall, slim but muscular fellow. He
stood, with his face obscured by the shadows of the alcove,
although from the turn of his head now and again, I determined his
silvery hair to be cut rakishly. Once I caught the flash of an
intelligent grey eye that seemed to absorb light even while it
pierced me to the soul, utterly chilling me on that warm day.

He stood a head above the others. There was a
tension in his relaxed stance that both unnerved and attracted me.
I had the sense he was older then myself by at least a decade.

“Here’s one!” a plump fellow with ruddy
cheeks cried. “Get him!”

For some reason I stood there paralyzed with
terror, staring at the silhouette of the leader. His voice mocked
me when he said, “A willing subject!” I judged by that voice that
my guess had been correct, that he was older than the others by
some years, perhaps in his thirties even.

He moved and a streak of sunlight cut a shard
of light across his face, revealing that strong jaw and the
sarcastic curl his lips had taken at one corner of his mouth. That
alone told me I had encountered a force the likes of which I’d not
met before.

The five others pounced. Of course, I
realized struggling was pointless and submitted to their aggression
readily enough, letting myself be gripped about the arms and chest
by strong male limbs.

“Let’s do him in the empty physics room,
shall we?” cried the smallest fellow, a foot shorter than me. His
face was sprinkled with freckles and I marvelled at how such
blotches on the skin could be so large yet not have run
together.

“I say the tower!” shouted one.

“The gymnasium!” another cried. “Tied to the
rings.”

I knew I was in for a paddling. That was the
practice and there was nothing for it but to endure. I’d never been
paddled before and couldn’t imagine what it would feel like. Even
the sight of the cricket bat dangling from the leader’s pale hand
did not instill fear in me, for I had no experience on which to
base any terrors.

“Bring him to the basement,” the leader
said.

“Oh yes!” “The basement. Ingenious!” “Right!”
The others obviously felt this a fine choice.

They dragged me, unnecessarily, I might add,
under the vine-covered arch and through a doorway. Marble steps
immediately led down and we moved as one unit, or at least the five
that held me and myself. The leader was in the fore, apart from the
rest, and I still had not seen his face. I could not help but
admire his calm and sophistication. He seemed to me a pillar of
strength and fortitude in the midst of mob madness. But beyond
that, I found myself attracted to his entirely masculine gait and
demeanor. Not to mention his physique.

His shoulders were broad, his legs long. I
recall vividly the way he held his head in such a proud manner.

We traveled deep into the bowels of the
building. The air became musty, rank with mildew in spots. And
cool. Once we had reached the lowest level where there was
virtually only the dim light of one candle, the leader pulled from
his vest pocket a set of keys and unlocked a small birch door by
inserting a large old-fashioned latchkey into the rusty lock.

We entered blackness and I stood resolved to
my fate. For what else was I to do? They intended to paddle me, I
was the newcomer, I must accept this initiation. It would all be
over soon and I would be on my way, my bottom perhaps slightly the
worse for wear, but surely the after-effects of a paddling would
not last long.

The lone taper was placed on a stone shelf in
the wall. There was enough light for me to ascertain that the room
was scarce, but this minimal light did nothing to dispel the gloom
of being underground. A single object of furniture stood in the
middle of this cellar, a type of narrow table, about waist high,
with legs on either end that formed an ‘A’. The tallow’s glow did
not permit me to see the face of the leader, though, since he
immediately took to a dark corner and was invisible from the waist
up.

With unnecessary force, the ruffians pulled
me to the table and thrust me over it. My wrists were bound, each
to one side of each ‘A’. My legs were unceremoniously kicked
together. Hemp affixed to one end of the ‘A’ was around and between
my ankles, assuring they would stay together, and then tied to the
other end of the table. This left my torso bent over the table
itself, a position presenting my derriere, the fleshiest part
poised at the bend of the table’s edge. I knew this part of my
anatomy would be their focus.

It was not an especially awkward position,
although I found staring at the dirt floor and the dozen boots
walking on it a bit disconcerting, not to mention the odor of earth
filling my nostrils. Still, these were fellow students, civilized
Englishmen, and I knew I had nothing much to fear.

“I’ll off his trousers,” the boy with the
freckles announced.

My belt was removed, hands reached around and
unbuttoned my trousers, which were then lowered to my bound ankles.
I’d worn a pair of under trousers, as was my custom. Mother had
always said a fellow can’t be too clean, and I’d carried that
practice with me into young manhood. My fastidiousness only brought
me scorn from this lot.

“Well, are these bloomers, then?” the freckly
fellow cried.

“Ladies drawers! Perhaps he’s on the rag!”
the fat ruddy-cheeked lad said.

The derision continued unabated, until the
leader spoke in a voice that brooked no reply. “I believe tradition
dictates that new students learn the ways of the university through
interaction with those who have gone before. Your name?”

I lifted my head and looked up. My face was
about level with his crotch. I attempted to avoid staring at the
enormous bulge I noticed there yet could not seem to look away.

“Jeremy. Jeremy Edward Compton the
third.”

This brought snickers from some of the
others.

“Jeremy Edward Compton the third, what?” the
leader asked.

I was stymied. I had no inkling of what he
was getting at and because of that said nothing.

Without pause, he moved around the table
behind me. My bottom felt very exposed to his close scrutiny. As
well, it had been cooled by the damp air down there and, positioned
so high, I could not help being aware of that part of my body.
Mysteriously, knowing that all eyes were on my backside aroused me.
My bottom felt to me as if it were raising itself up as best it
could for a kiss of some sort. This thought shocked me. I’d never
had feelings like this in my life and didn’t know what to make of
them.

While I pondered these strange emotions, I
felt a hand reach under the table and fondle my penis and testes.
The hand was experienced, of that I was convinced. It began with my
balls, holding the weight of both at once, lifting them, pulling
them out and away from my body, rolling them around against one
another then separating them. I was so surprised by this action,
and titillated, that a series of low moans escaped me.

“You’ve found his tender spot, Roderick.”

It was the first I’d heard the leader’s name,
for I felt intuitively it was the leader who used me thusly.

Suddenly the hand that caressed me so
knowingly yanked my balls hard and squeezed.

“Ouch!” I cried, which elicited a laugh from
the others.

While I smarted from the pain, the hand slid
up my cock, from base to tip, then back down, peeling back the
foreskin until the head jutted out lasciviously. My fellow was
already firm, but the hand only encouraged him to his full tension.
I felt him leaking, and the hand spreading that liquid over my
shaft.

My cock was pulled down from the head again,
far down, until a groan escaped me. I could not control myself. I
ejaculated. And all over the leader’s hand!

I was mortified.

The others jeered, but the leader cut them
short. “Have you no pity? This fellow has no control whatsoever.
And how is he to learn, if not at the hands of one who understands
the nature of control?” His voice was chilling in its sarcasm.

A deep silence followed while I suppose they
considered his statement.

The leader began to spread my own cum across
my bottom cheeks. The gelatinous substance was cool against the
skin, and sticky. He applied my own liquids down the crack
separating my cheeks and circled my puckered anal opening. Oddly
that hand touching me excited me, and when the fingers rounded my
hole, my cock sprang up instantly. But I was bound and determined
not to ejaculate again, and struggled to turn my thoughts to
mundane matters—rearranging my dormitory room, purchasing the texts
required for classes, meeting my professors—all in an effort to
dissuade my body from the course that it had already re-embarked
upon.

“Terry,” the leader said, “under the
table.”

Immediately I heard movement.

One of the lads crawled beneath the table. In
seconds he took the length of my renewed erection between his lips,
then sucked my fellow all the way in until his mouth touched the
base.

Sensation rose through my groin and my balls
began to feel tight and tense. Fingers manipulated them and I
moaned.

“Andy, give him something to suck on to
stifle the screams.”

Someone grabbed my hair and yanked my head
up. Between my moaning lips a cock was shoved until the head tapped
my throat and my lips met coarse hairs. I began to gag.

“Relax the throat and take all of him,” the
leader said knowingly, and I did as he instructed.

The groin at my face smelt of sweat and sweet
juices, and the flesh tasted salty and meaty. Once my throat
had opened to incorporate this long pole, the cock began thrusting
in and out, the full length. Instinctively my lips closed around
him, as the lips below the table had closed about my own
member.

No sooner had we three fallen into a
delicious rhythm than a terrible pain erupted across my behind as
what could only have been the wide cricket bat made a direct hit.
My hips jumped into the air and my behind tensed, but far too late
to avoid anything. The cock in my mouth thrust hard, the lips at my
own cock pulled at me. My balls were crushed in a strong hand.

I had hardly recovered from that blow when
another came. Pain streaked across my poor behind. The hard bat
only paused the time it took to swing it, then struck again.

Had my mouth not been full, my cries would
have reached the grounds above. The bat swung mercilessly, the hand
that held it was steady. Hard wood whacked the plumped flesh of my
ass so ruthlessly that I soon felt the skin had been set on
fire.

Tears streamed from my eyes. The rod in my
mouth swelled, as did my own. My ass shrieked in pain. The paddling
continued unabated until I thought I might go mad from such pain.
All that kept me sane was the mouth around me, and what my own
mouth surrounded, which tasted delicious.

Despite an agony I had not known existed
before this moment, I had never been so sexually aroused. I
struggled desperately to hold on, as my cock wanted to spew a
second round, but I could not.

Spew he did. The thick juice pumped out of me
in time with the paddle, bringing me so much joy and bliss mixed
with the pain that I could hardly tolerate the sensations.

Suddenly it all stopped. The cock was
withdrawn from my mouth without my tasting a drop of this man, the
lips surrounding my tired dripping phallus left him alone, and the
cricket bat ceased its work. I was left with a feeling of emptiness
and a throbbing bottom.

“You’re a sorry being,” Roderick said. “Well,
perhaps you’ve at least learn one thing. Your name again.”

I gasped out, “Jeremy Edward Compton the
third.”

“Jeremy Edward Compton the third, what?”

“I...I don’t follow,” I gasped. Truly that
bat had done a job on me. The sharp pain of contact had been
replaced with a terrible aching and I could hardly catch my
breath.

“Tom, James! Positions.”

Again, movement. My deflated member was
sucked between a different set of warm lips, these thinner and
firmer. A cry escaped me. In that moment my head was jerked back by
the hair again, and a new cock stuffed deep into my mouth. This one
was far heavier than the first, thicker, and the taste more tart.
The mouth at my member lubricated me anew and much to my amazement,
my aching balls began to revive and my penis returned to life.

Once a rhythm was established, the bat struck
again. The first whack was worse than those that came before, both
because it was harder and also because it landed on tenderer flesh.
I did not know how I could stand further paddling, but then, I had
no choice. The knowledge of my helplessness, oddly enough, excited
me further.

We resumed as before, the thrusting into me,
sucking and licking around me, the beating of my ass by a strong
arm intent on inflicting as much pain as possible with each
blow.

I cannot fully separate all the sensations
riding my body. One moment I felt a wonderfully pleasant sensation,
the next an agony that left me despairing of any further joy. These
reactions in me alternated, riding this way and that across the
rising desire that dwelled between them. I only know that my cock
received each stroke of those lips, and my own lips enjoyed that
delicious man flesh entering me so forcefully and, much to my
consternation, my behind seemed to be lifting for the next painful
blow, as if the pain were pleasurable.

We reached a stage where my juices demanded
release. I struggled in vein. They shot from me hard and fast.

Again, all ceased.

The cock and lips withdrew. My ass, poised so
high, was aflame. I sobbed uncontrollably and tears coursed down my
cheeks, of release, of fulfillment, of agony.

“Your name!” The voice of the leader was
harsher this time, and I felt I’d dare not fail him. And yet I was
terrified that I would, for I did not know what he wanted.

“If you’ll just tell me...” I began.

Whack! The cricket bat bit into my sore flesh
and I howled.

“Your name! Don’t make me repeat myself, or
you’ll learn the price of repetition.”

I could do nothing but sob. I’d failed him. I
knew I would fail him again. “Jeremy Edward Compton the third!” It
came as a scream, a plea for help. My addled mind was as blank as
my balls were empty of fluid.

The silence that greeted me was
deafening.

“Jeremy Edward Compton the third, what?” His
voice was almost too low, too controlled. I began to tremble in
fear. In that instant I knew that he would keep me here for hours,
paddling my ass until my poor cheeks were black and blue, having my
cock drained over and over again, having cocks enter but never feed
me.

“Answer!”

I’d been pressed into a corner. I groaned in
agony. I longed to respond properly but could not. My very words
would condemn me. And yet, when I looked into my deepest heart of
hearts, I knew that I longed for those lips and cocks and yes, damn
it, even the paddle.

Acknowledging that to myself liberated me and
suddenly I knew what was required.

“Jeremy Edward Compton the third, Master!” I
shouted.

A roar of approval went up through the room
that nearly deafened me.

When it subsided, Roderick said, “And your
Master finds you a slow learner, Jeremy.”

I felt something touch each of my burning ass
cheeks and I jolted. My bottom was too wounded to be able to
decipher just what these objects were, although I later realized
they must be fingers. Something hard zeroed in on my anus and
tapped at the opening. My mind reeled at the possibilities even as
I began to feel titilated and horrified.

Without fanfare, a cock thicker and harder
than any I’d imagined, entered me. I cried out as it pierced my
virgin hole, “Sir, I am far too small to bear such fleshy
admittance!” But too small or not, the cock that entered me
continued on inside, shoving my rectal walls apart viciously. It
barreled in accompanied by my screams until I felt ripped asunder,
and then it came to a stop.

Flesh pressed against my hot ass cheeks,
irritating them, and I knew in an instant that it was Roderick’s
groin, and his cock which impaled me utterly. Roderick. My Master!
Hands clutched my hips and held tight.

“My name?” he said.

“Master!” I cried, the word forming readily
on my lips as though I’d said it all my life.

With that he withdrew his fleshy sword, which
caused me an unexpected grief, and I cried out again.

“Jeremy, you are indeed slow, and famished
for proper attention, yet perhaps we can sharpen your natural
abilities. You will join me and the others here nightly, just after
sunset, an hour before final bells. I detest tardiness, therefore
you will be on time.”

That order led to a full year of nightly
fuckings, penis after penis possessing my rectum, cock after cock
filling my mouth. My ass was constantly welted and it is a wonder I
was able to concentrate enough to study at all. And yet I willingly
submitted myself night after night, to a Master whose face I never
saw.

That first time, they untied my wrists, and
the group left the room one by one.

I was stiff, stunned really, and could not
readily move, but stayed bent over the table, my trousers around my
ankles, my cock beneath me throbbing, my ass pulsing with
divine heat.

“Jeremy.” It was Roderick’s voice and I
turned my head to look at him. He stood in the doorway tall,
stately, a dominating air about him that I found very seductive.
Once again, his face was shrouded, but for the first time I could
see him from the neck down. The stance of the man alone sent
shivers of excitement through me, and I had an almost overwhelming
desire to taste his cock again, in either of my orifices, in both
of them. “Yes, Master?”

“Do not wear those ridiculous undergarments
again!”

 



Chapter Three

The great gates open
and our carriage pulls through as if the horses are about to give
up the struggle. We rock and sway, buffeted by great winds all
along the path to the house. Because of the deluge and a blackened
sky, I cannot clearly see the manse itself. When lightning streaks
the sky, what is illuminated is a dark structure, very Gothic in
design, and I feel a foreboding I cannot fully comprehend.

Finally, and not a moment too soon, we
arrive. The carriage lurches to a stop at the great doors.

Jeremy jumps out first and I see him tossed
about as the hail stones and great winds nearly wash him away. He
manages to keep his footing.

“Come on!” he yells at me. I half stand, not
at all eager for his help. Better the coachman than my imbecile
traveling companion.

I try to indicate I neither need nor want
help, at least from him, by waiving him on into the house, but he
reaches into the coach, grasps me about the waist and yanks me out
roughly, then places me on the ground.

Immediately I am drenched in the chilly
downpour, for the hail is accompanied by rain. We both dash up the
steps for the portico, which barely shields us from the
precipitation, such is the strength of the wind.

The immense oak doors are opened by a dour
woman, rather painfully slim and plain-looking, with a decided
downturn to her lips. I enter quickly, with Jeremy close on my
heels. The driver of the carriage brings our valises in while we
remove our soaked outerwear.

The maid, for that’s who I assume her to be,
takes our wet things in silence and carried them out of the hallway
lit by dozens of candelabra. Now that I’ve a moment to compose
myself, I shake the water from my hair and skirts as I examine my
environment.

The hallway is enormous, with vaulted ceiling
and walnut wainscoting. A suit of polished German armor stands
sentry between a staircase leading to the second floor, and a door
leading below. I sense this family’s history is long. As to whether
or not it is illustrious, I have my doubts. The walls are cluttered
with gigantic canvases of what are no doubt Usher ancestors in
various states of repose. These contrast sharply with normal
portraits of upright human beings, but the Usher’s, it appears,
were a tired lot who preferred reclining.

We are led unceremoniously by the cheerless,
drably costumed maid into a drawing room of sorts, lit only by the
fire glowing in the marble hearth. Both Jeremy and I stop just
inside the door, transfixed by a figure in a grey silk dressing
gown by the window, a man, rather tall and slender, his back to us.
He is mostly in shadow, staring out the bay window at the storm, as
still as a statue, yet I have the sense of someone older than I,
perhaps close to forty.

The maid retires at once, closing the door
behind her.

“You are late. I do not tolerate tardiness,”
the man by the window says in a voice laced with harshness.
Alternately shivers of fear and expectation crawl up my spine.

“Late?” I blurt out before I can stop
myself.

“Master Usher,” Jeremy begins, in a most
obsequious tone, “please forgive...”

“Not only I,” the man in shadow says, “but my
sister, whom you will regret angering.”

“Sir,” I add, “the mode of transport was by
coach, not by rail. One cannot predict arrivals and departures with
much accuracy, even were we in the best parts of this country.”

The figure turns slowly and, despite the
shadows in which he stands, I behold the hint of a profile, so
classically handsome my breath catches in my throat. Instantly he
is obscured again, although I recall his hair was silver and his
brow black, his cheek and jaw sculpted and firm. Instantly I
recognize the similarity in physique to those of the ancestors I’d
just seen lining the walls. If anything, he resembles an angel of
purgatory, neither of the light nor the dark, and I am at once
aware of feeling nearly overwhelmed by his presence.

Although I cannot see his eyes, I feel them
fix on me in a most penetrating manner. It is as though he has the
ability to see past my clothing to my naked body and my womanly
parts. My nipples tingle, and I feel heat rise from my neck and
know I am blushing uncontrollably. Embarrassed, I look away.

“Master, I...” Jeremy begins to move across
the room.

“A tongue quick as a cat of the nine-tailed
variety.”

Both Jeremy and I spin around. A woman stands
behind us, in the doorway. She opened the door, apparently
unnoticed by either of us.

She is tall, her hair caught at the back of
her neck prematurely silver in the same manner as the man’s, and
her jaw is just as firm. She possesses the identical slimness and
alabaster coloring, or as much as I can see through the several
layers of thick grey veil she wears over her face. Her body is not
that of a girl, but of a woman, and I judge her to be of similar
age to the man. I wonder if they are related. I hope they aren’t
married, I think, and feel embarrassed that I should care.

The fire light picks up a steely glint from
her eyes, a gaze as cooly penetrating as what I felt from the man.
Although I can barely make them out, her lips appear to be thin and
sharp, although well defined. Some might say erotic. Her bodily
beauty is that of an athletic woman, one accustomed to functioning
on equal footing in a man’s world. Indeed, she wears gophers, a
matching jacket, a riding hat with the long grey veil, and carries
a riding crop in her hand, although she could not have been riding
in this storm.

At once I feel a mixture of emotions foreign
to me. I both admire her and feel intimidated. I also feel wanting
in my appearance, for water still drips from my hair, and my boots
are soggy. This makes me a tad insecure and perhaps short.

“I should like to know who is addressing me,”
I declare.

“You are Charlotte O’Hara,” she says in her
crisp, firm voice, more a statement than a question, ignoring my
question.

“Yes, I am.”

“You are English. On your father’s side only.
Your mother was Irish, a small woman with a full bosom, like your
own, who developed an equally sharp tongue to compensate for her
stature. You are from the country where such coarseness is indulged
and thought to be a blessing.”

“What, have you investigated me?” Indeed,
this all seems highly inappropriate. I wrote her, of course, but
not of this.

“Your silly ways, yes. And your inability to
please, which is why you are here, is it not?”

“I expected a warmer greeting from such a
renowned mistress of a sophisticated realm, perhaps even a cup of
tea, not an interrogation. But then, we country folk are simple in
our needs and are accustomed to offering a proper greeting.”

Before I am aware of her movement, she has
grasped me by the upper arm. In three strides she hauls me to the
fireplace, whereupon she slams her booted foot securely onto the
metal guard and throws me forward over her thigh until I am bent in
half and on tiptoes. My face is dangerously close to the hearth.
Flames snap as though they wish to lick my cheeks. All this is done
so quick I do not realize what is transpiring until I find myself
lying across that leg in a compromised position, struggling for
balance.

“Lift your skirts at the back, Charlotte. You
are about to receive a warm greeting.”

“I shall do no such thing!” I shout. Rather,
I try to lift myself into an erect posture, but she presses me down
with a strong hand.

Suddenly I feel my skirts being hiked up and
tossed over my head. I struggle to return them to their proper
position, but cannot get them past that iron hand of hers which now
presses the fabric to the back of my neck. I am helpless like this,
blinded by a cocoon of fabric, my undergarments exposed to prying
male eyes, my dignity assaulted. Being off-balance leaves me not
many alternatives.

“What are you doing?” I shout, feeling my
bloomers ripped from my bottom downward in one motion. I am
mortified. My bare cheeks are exposed to the eyes of both the
insipid Jeremy and the peculiarly handsome Usher man.

“While under my tutelage, you shall dull your
tongue, Charlotte, or find your bottom in a constant state of
emergency.”

With that I feel a
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