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A ray of sunlight struck Edwin's face like a hot leather strap and instantly he was awake. He cast about the room a bit, knowing that it was morning but not quite sure how he had come to be awake.

After a few moments he discovered that he was not alone: Dame Mary sat in the armchair just at the end of the bed. She was smiling.

"I—I say—" He fumbled for words. "I mean, good morning," he corrected himself, sitting up. He ardently wished to rub the sleep from his eyes, but it struck him that it might seem a little rude in the presence of a lady of quality, and he kept his hands at his sides.

"Good morning, Lord Marchmount," she answered, her words slow and measured in pace. "I hope you rested well."

"I believe—" All at once he remembered the previous evening, and his exertions with the beautiful, willowy Anna. His tongue in her fanny, then in her tiny, tight little arsehole. Then fucking her, thoroughly and forcefully, and smacking her buttocks almost black and blue. Easing his cock into her arse, and having perhaps the most powerful climax ever known to man.

His cock was stiffening already, and he realised that Dame Mary must be wondering whether he'd taken leave of his senses, or even fallen back asleep; he had stopped talking in mid-sentence, hadn't he? The thought of shooting his seed deep inside Anna had quickly erased from his mind every other thought.

"I believe I did rest well," Edwin replied, finally gathering some useful words together. "I must apologise. I don't quite know where my mind is to-day."

She smiled indulgently at him. "Please, no need to apologise. I have awoken you quite a bit earlier than you deserved, I'm sure."

"What time is it?" Edwin asked.

"Just seven."

He narrowed his eyes a little to filter out some of the sunshine. "You're here quite early, then, if I may say so," he observed. "How far off is your cottage?"

"It's not far," she said, "but I must confess that I did not quite make it there this morning."

"No?" He hadn't seen her to the door after dinner, as she had taken her leave while they were still in the parlour, and had told him not to get up on her account. He had stayed there for one more brandy, and then had gone to bed. And then Anna... then Anna.

He was alarmed to learn that some accident had occurred and he had not been informed. "But—are you quite all right?" he cried, and threw back the covers so that he could rise and show the appropriate concern.

Once the covers were off him, he realised his mistake: he had gone to bed naked the night before. He had halfway cleared the mattress before the cold air against his skin—all of his skin—penetrated his brain as well, and he understood that he was about to expose himself to Dame Mary.

He returned to the bed as quickly as he could without seeming like an utter asylum-case, and he pulled the bedclothes up to his chin. "I'm sorry—so sorry—" he stammered. "Rather warm last night—and—trunks still mostly packed, you see—the nightshirt I had was—"

She laughed, a full, hearty, unembarrassed laugh. "Please, Edwin," she said, "I thought we were clear on this sort of thing already. You were having your way with one of the girls last night, I am quite aware. Anna, if I am not mistaken."

He felt even more exposed now, despite being covered from the neck down. "I didn't—I mean, that's true, but however did you—"

She held up a hand to silence him. "The motor-car was taking its time to start and I decided to stay in one of the other bedrooms. Mr Crenshaw was kind enough to give me the room next to yours. I did not think it necessary to disturb you for such a small matter; I decided I would simply visit you first thing this morning, and perhaps stay to breakfast, if you were unopposed to the idea."

"Of course, of course," Edwin said quickly. "My pleasure."

"But you really must stop with this schoolboy blushing about sexuality," she went on. "Here I am, invading your bedchamber first thing in the morning, and you're apologising to me for your indecency. It's quite ridiculous."

What she said made sense, although Edwin would not have characterised her actions as an invasion, himself.

"Furthermore, while the walls of this house are not cheaply made, sound does travel quite well through them. And from the wails coming from Anna, I suspect she enjoyed herself at least as well as you did."

Edwin managed a weak smile. "I'm not sure. But—probably, yes."

Dame Mary returned the smile, then gestured at him with a finger. "Let me see, then."

He hesitated, uncertain what she meant exactly. "I'm not quite—"

"Up you get," she ordered, as though she were reprimanding a slow servant. "If you're at ease with this now, then get to your feet, and let me see you."

Edwin considered. It was true that he ought not to worry about the decency of the situation; Dame Mary had proven that even though she was a lady of quality, she was not one of conventional sensibilities. And here was a chance for Edwin to show her that he was learning the lessons she was taking such pains to teach him.

He slowly drew the counterpane back, then the blanket and bedsheet. His heart was beating loudly enough that he imagined it might cause the water-glass beside the bed to vibrate. But his eyes were locked on Dame Mary's as she watched and waited expectantly.

His feet were off the side of the mattress; in a moment he would stand, and Mary would see everything. His entire body tingled; his prick felt blazingly sensitive, seemingly attuned to every current of air moving through the room. Thankfully, though, it had gone soft and appeared ready to remain so. He was not sure if he could expose an erection to Mary—at least, not quite yet. 

He forced himself to his feet, feeling like he was jumping into a pond. There was no bracing shock of cold water, though; only his naked body in the quiet air of his bedroom.

He turned to face her, and slowly, achingly slowly, raised his head to meet her gaze again. She was still smiling, her gaze not wavering from his face.

"Come here," she said. The officious tone had gone from her voice; she was only friendly. She might have been offering him a Christmas cracker, from the sound of her.

Edwin took a step towards her, then another, and soon—sooner than he had thought possible—was face-to-face with her.

Or cock-to-face, perhaps, might have been a better way to describe it. The chair she occupied was a little bit lower than other chairs; Edwin was slightly taller than average. The product was his tackle exactly at Dame Mary's eye level.

"Very good," she murmured, and Edwin was unsure whether she referred to his compliance with her request, or her assessment of what she saw. "Are you equally large when you're erect?" she asked.

"I—well, slightly larger, I suppose," he answered.

"You oughtn't to be embarrassed about it," she said. "It's rather a gift from God, to be endowed so. I'm impressed that Anna was able to take you all the way in; her bottom has never been penetrated before, to my knowledge. She must be finding it rather uncomfortable to sit upright this morning."

Edwin managed a smile, willing himself not to show the bashfulness that it was in his nature to feel. "She seemed—"

"My dear," she said, "whatever is the matter?"

Edwin tried to sort it out in his mind, but could not quite be sure that he was making the correct conclusion. He decided to put it to her directly; what choice did she give him?

"How did you know—" Words failed him yet again, and he could feel a blush mounting his neck and stampeding towards his face. "How did you know," he said, after swallowing hard, "that I was—all the way in her bottom?" He would not have used those words under normal circumstances, and did not wish to throw them back at her as an accusation; but he wasn't sure he could have voiced the question otherwise.

"How do you mean?" she asked, but Edwin could tell that she had been thrown by his question; the smile had fallen from her face, and her eyes darted about the room briefly before coming to rest on Edwin's face again.

"You said that I was all the way inside her," Edwin answered firmly. Although she was silent, he could sense that she was squirming about inside in discomfort—and the thought gave him a little surge
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