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PART NINE

Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe emerged from her sex-induced trance some time later to find that she was now alone but still tethered to the bench. Her anus and cunny felt as if they were on fire and she could feel thick, sticky liquid seeping from her back hole and trickling down into her still-opened sex and, as it cooled and dried, it caused her skin to pucker. The pain in her bottom had become a dull ache and she felt completely wrung out but otherwise wonderfully sated and ecstatically happy. It had been such a long time since she’d been pleasured by a man and what a man her son-in-law turned out to be!
As the aristocratic woman slowly regained her wits she began to realise how obscenely exposed she was and to add to her consternation her maid entered the room. The minx was fully dressed and carried a tray with a teapot, cup and saucer which she placed on a small table. Without speaking she slowly began undoing the knots which kept the ropes gripping her mistress’ nipples and breasts so fiercely. The room echoed with a loud scream of agony because Prudence could not control herself as blood flooded back into her bosom and nipples making it seem as if they were enveloped by a fiery conflagration. Anyone entering the room would have been startled to see the usually stately woman drooling, with tears adorning her aristocratic face, as her large breasts glowed redly as blood flooded back into the previously constrained globes. The French maid, taking no notice of her employer’s agony, tear or screams, slowly undid the bonds, which still held her mistress captive, taking her time to increase the woman’s humiliation before helping her to her feet. Once upright Prudence could hardly straighten up and shamefully had to beg her maid to help her to the chaise-longue, as her legs threatened to buckle under her. Blood flowed back into her limbs and as it had done in her bosom it felt like liquid fire invading every nerve and brought more tears to her eyes and sobs from her mouth. The pain in her bottom was instantly renewed when it settled on the seat and fat tears rolled down her cheeks as she sipped the hot tea as she tried to pull her wits together and come to terms with what had happened to her and then try to figure out how she had lost control of the situation but more importantly what could she do to regain the upper hand.

Her musings were interrupted when Yvette announced that her son-in-law had returned to his house but had left instructions which Prudence would be advised to heed if she did not want to be severely punished again.       

‘Madam, please, lie on the bed and let me show you what Mr. Baker-Steward has ordered me to do on his behalf,' Yvette said as she sat down in a chair opposite her mistress. ‘He said that you should show me your cunny and obey my orders without hesitation.’
Prudence, not realising that her son-in-law had not given the maid any such instructions and that Yvette was using the situation to foist her revenge for the humiliation she’d been subjected to by the haughty woman in the past, shuddered with fear. She realised that there was not going to be any let up to the abasement and terror that had been forced on her because of her initial stupidity. Her body still felt as if was on fire yet, at the same time, her energy was completely drained and it felt as if every muscle had melted and was incapable of movement yet, to her surprise, she found herself following the maid’s orders and stretching out so that she was supine. She slipped her hands, between her spread thighs and obscenely palpitated the wet slippery lips, which were still burning from the severe whipping. Her trembling fingertips traced the outline of her swollen cunny and she soon discovered that her clitoris was standing proud out of its hood as if waiting for its share of caresses.

 'Open it wider and show me the inside of your filthy cunny!' The French maid said spitefully as she remembered the number of times she had been humiliated and punished by Prudence and her sapphic friends. 'Even wider than that, as far as it'll stretch!’
Like an automaton Prudence reacted to the woman’s spiteful order and lewdly stretched her vaginal lips as far as they would go while hardly wanting to believe that she was doing this in front of a servant. The lips were so widely stretched that they were hurting as the maid leant forward. Prudence heard her gathering saliva before she spat a thick, globule deep into her open cunny. The humiliation was so fierce that the older woman wished that a hole could open up and swallow her whole. To be reduced to a spittoon for someone from the under-class was worse than being whipped.
‘Your clitoris, bring it out even further and show it to me and hurry up about it!’ The maid barked, relishing the unexpected dominance she was able to exert over her employer.
It felt as if her swollen clitoris was on fire and twice its normal size as she plucked it out further into the open. She could feel the blood flooding into her face and throat as she blushed fiercely from the deep humiliation she was experiencing. Despite her misery, all the while, her hips were automatically rising higher thrusting her cunny forward as if demanding further humiliation. Through her tear-filled eyes she could see that her nipples were hugely swollen from the beating and handling they had received and that they had began to throb wildly. She heard herself moaning loudly with a note of supplication and, though thoroughly humiliated by having to display herself so obscenely to her maid, she knew that soon desire would flood back into her body again. She felt the sex-lips thickening against her fingers and her clitoris beating hard with every heartbeat while her nipples throbbed with the same arousal as she lewdly displayed her most private parts to a servant.

The French maid, managing to hide her fierce exultation, calmly took off her clothes and joined her mistress on the chaise-longue. She thrust her hips forward as she grabbed Prudence’s hands and guided them to her bottom. Automatically her employer wrapped her arms around her maid’s hips so that her breasts were squashed against her strong thighs. She could feel her nipples throbbing as if they would burst while her cunny convulsed feverishly as it reacted to the sensation of the younger woman’s firm, naked flesh. 

Yvette barked out an order and, without hesitation, her mistress slid down and opened her mouth wide so that she could run her tongue under the thick pouch of convoluted folds before forcing her tongue between the lips to taste the musky, sex juices of the French girl. Briefly she realised that the maid had performed this service for her many times but she’d never reciprocated the obscene caress. Soon any sane thought disappeared as she lost herself in the eroticism of the crinkly hair, the plump lips and the cream oozing onto her tongue which stirred her into frenzy, heightened when she heard the frantic sighs coming from the maid's mouth. Frantically she licked and stabbed her tongue into the wet pouch as if she was starving for the taste of the delicious musky juices. Hooking the prominent clitoris with the tip of my tongue she sucked on it with all the pressure and suction she could exert. Yvette’s crinkly, wet pubic hair crushed against her mouth and nose, drenching her in musky scent, as she tried to stab her tongue even deeper into the maid’s love tunnel. She licked and sucked, stroked and nibbled on the clitoris until the young woman was spreading her thighs widely and tilting her hips for better penetration. Yvette was groaning and moaning loudly doubly excited as she realised that her mistress was inadvertently swallowing her son-in-law’s sperm which had blended with her cunny juices.
Images flooded into Prudence’s brain of Jolyons punishing her and egging the maid on as they took her back and front at the same time and, instead of making her feel angry, it made her want to pleasure her maid even more for having defiled her so thoroughly. She fed from the French girl’s well, slurping up her juices with her tongue and burrowing into her sex until the girl cried out with pleasure. Yvette’s whole body went rigid as she orgasmed and Prudence kept her mouth welded to her climaxing cunny until the maid grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head away from her sex.
Prudence was still gulping air into her lungs when, a short while later, Yvette again guided Prudence’s mouth to her cunny and the older woman started sucking but suddenly, before she could try to pull away, her mouth became filled with warm, acrid liquid. It took her seconds to realise that her maid was urinating into her mouth. Yvette had grasped her employer’s ears and kept the older woman mouth firmly attached against her cunny as she emptied her bladder. Prudence was forced to swallow the pungent liquid to save herself from suffocating. Throughout the ordeal she was blushing fiercely with humiliation.
'Enough!' Yvette said as finished urinating and sank back onto the chaise-longue. A little while later, she stood up, pulled Prudence to her feet and dragged her into the bathroom. Completely conquered Prudence followed her maid, taking small steps because her bottom was burning as if it was on fire and it felt as if it had swollen to twice its normal size. The pain from the beating was revived by the rubbing of her thighs with every step. Her mouth felt like a cess-pit as tears rolled down her plump cheeks. Yvette slapped her bare bottom and told her that she would report to her son-in-law that she had been a good girl but still needed further training. Prudence understood the veiled threat behind the words and knew that the day-to-day power in the household now resided with the maid and that the wicked girl would make her pay for all the humiliation she had suffered at her hand in the past.

Prudence was so exhausted and drained, by the time she finished her bath, that she went straight to bed, not bothering to slip on her nightdress and was asleep in seconds.  She was unaware that deep inside her womb one of her son-in-law’s spermatozoa, defying all odds after having clung onto the knob of the godmiche wielded by the maid’s pelvis, had breached the last defence and that nine months later Fenella’s twin boys would be joined by a half-sister. Two days before this event her French maid, Yvette, had given birth to a bonny girl.

When Prudence had discovered that she had been impregnated and that her maid was also pregnant they had hastily departed for Italy, because of her ‘health’, and when they returned over a year later it was with the joyful news that being so overjoyed that Fenella had given birth and remembering the pleasure of having babies in the house she had adopted three orphans. They were a few raised eyebrows because her bust which had always been large was now gigantic but it was put down to her putting on weight rather that her breasts were bursting with milk which was eagerly consumed by her child, her maid and her maid’s child.
